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Chapter 1: Nevaeh
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"AAAND HERE WE ARE!" Ashley squealed from the driver's seat of her Ford Mustang.

She slammed her foot into the brake, gliding the vehicle between two glossy black SUVs.

"Are you impressed yet?" she asked Nevaeh, who was seated in the front passenger seat, right beside her.

"Wow!" Nevaeh stared wide-eyed at the building towering over her.

She had expected a grandiose structure, yet she could not keep her jaw from dropping. A bright neon sign board stood above the large double door of the glamorous building, flaunting the name: Raunchy Avenue.

The words were written in hot, sensual red, each letter casting a glow, which although was soft on the eyes, was bold enough to light up the entrance to the nightclub. Each letter was so bold that anyone could read them from miles away. The sign board glowed in the dark, as did everything else about the nightclub exterior.

"Magnificent!" Ashley said.

"What?" Nevaeh cast her a side glance. "You've never been here?"

Ashley giggled. "I drive past here on my way to work every day. That's the closest I've ever been to Raunchy Avenue."

She whipped out a lipstick from her purse and topped up the fiery red layer on her lips with yet another layer. She rubbed her lips together, her eyes fixated on her reflection in the rearview mirror.

"I don't work a hundred-dollar-per-hour job, darling," Ashley said. "There's no way I can buy a ticket at an elite nightclub such as this. Middle-class people like us have to wait until an anniversary."

Ashley giggled.

Nevaeh had only come over to New York City one day before her interview so she could relax and get acquainted with the city before the big day. And, for some reason, her best friend Ashley seemed to think that clubbing was the only way to help her relax. Nevaeh was no prude, but she certainly wasn't a clubber either. She had always told herself that there was nothing for her at a nightclub.

She could never meet her kind of people there. So, what's the point?

But this was a favor she had to do for Ashley who had been kind enough to let her stay at her place. Ashley had explained that Raunchy Avenue was celebrating its sixth anniversary and buying two tickets was a sure way to enjoy a mouth-watering discount. And, according to her, there would be lots of sexy men at the club. None of that mattered to Nevaeh, but she knew that a number of girls were definitely getting a dick or two, and Ashley was at the top of the list.

Again, that didn't matter to Nevaeh. All she cared about was the job interview coming up in less than twelve hours. She couldn't afford to screw this up. But she couldn't afford to let down her best friend either.

"Come on, gurl!" Ashley stepped out of the car. "Let's go party!"

She was wearing a backless black dress which was barely long enough to cover her ass. The dress was thin and flimsy, and her endowment stretched it thin, making it almost transparent. A hard stare would reveal her nipples as they jutted out on her chest. Her skin was a radiant shade of porcelain, starkly contrasting with Nevaeh's hazelnut skin which was just as radiant.

From the front passenger seat, Nevaeh could feel the power of the music blaring from the nightclub. She could literally feel the floor of the car vibrating underneath her feet. She could only imagine the migraine she'd have to deal with after spending just a few minutes between those four walls.

Ashley slammed the door and hastened to Nevaeh's side of the car. She flung the door open, grabbed Nevaeh by the right wrist and pulled her out of the car.

"Okay," Ashley said, "I know this isn't really your thing, but can you promise me you're gonna at least try to have some fun?"

Ashley rubbed her palms together.

"Please!" she begged dramatically. "You're twenty-five already! You can't miss out on fun your whole life. Not on my watch!"

Nevaeh sighed. "Come on then. Show me your definition of—" she made air quotes. "—fun."

She closed the door behind her. Just then, a sudden wave of self-consciousness washed over her, and she tugged at the hem of her sequin blue dress. 

The dress wasn't as short as Ashley's, but it was shorter than all the dresses in Nevaeh's closet. Then again, this was neither her dress nor her style of dressing. Ashley had borrowed the dress because she hadn't brought any party dresses along on her trip.

It's just for tonight.

The dress hugged her tightly, accentuating her features in a way that would definitely have heads spinning. While dressing up for the night, she hadn't done much to enhance her facial beauty. Besides a generous layer of matte foundation, the only other thing she'd added was lip gloss. Her curly black hair was always perfectly styled, so she'd only needed to add some shine to it.

The ground vibrated underneath her feet as she advanced toward the club. The fast-paced music blaring from the interior of the building muffled the clicking of her high-heeled shoes. With each step she took, the music became progressively louder, and within moments, she could already feel an overwhelming surge of adrenaline eating away at her defenses.

"That's some badass beat!" she said as they arrived at the entrance, where two macho bouncers guarded the door.

"You can say that again," Ashley said, dancing to the music as she paid for two tickets.

The bouncers opened the door, and then they stepped aside, letting Ashley and Nevaeh into the aesthetic neon nightclub.

The duo were instantly bathed in dim sensual colors flooding the nightclub. Purple, red, and blue neon lights reflected off Nevaeh's body, completely transforming her skin and outfit in a way that made her indistinguishable from everyone else.

Music blared in Nevaeh's ears, and her heartbeat quickened in response. The music was so loud she could feel it throbbing in her head. Hell, she could even feel it filling her veins like a lifeline.

It was impossible to resist the urge that came with the music. Her whole body ached to dance. She slowly rocked her body as Ashley led her toward the center of the clubroom.

"It's so crowded in here!" Nevaeh said.

She doubted Ashley could hear her through the noise. The clubroom looked big enough to contain at least a thousand people, and yet it felt cramped anyway, as though it had reached its full capacity. She didn't think it would be possible to slither through the crowd, but somehow, Ashley found a way to keep pushing forward.

Ashley firmly gripped Nevaeh's right wrist as she led her further into the clubroom. The further they went; the more Nevaeh felt the urge to dance. The smell of alcohol, sweat, and a mix of cologne instantly filled Neveah's nostrils. It was rather overwhelming but in a good way.

People bumped into her from all directions, and although she had always insisted on protecting her personal space, she found this exciting. Once Ashley arrived at the center of the clubroom, her hand slipped away from Neveah's. 

And, the next moment, Ashley was already dancing in the arms of a man she didn't know from Adam. The man was apparently older—probably even more than fifteen years older, if Nevaeh judged by his grey beard—but at least he had the moves.

Nevaeh danced solo for a few seconds, and then she felt a presence behind her as a man walked up to her for a dance. She flowed with the music, her hips swaying wildly while her hair whipped around. She closed her eyes and let the music take her to cloud nine as the stranger danced behind her.

Ashley was right.

This really was fun.

A few minutes and a drink later, she lost count of how many men she'd danced with. But there was something about the new guy dancing with her. His moves were more intimate, his body pressing so hard into hers that she could feel his cock on her ass.

The feel of his hard cock energized Nevaeh. It was great to know that she had so much power over a man, hardening his cock without even trying. The man danced with her longer than her previous dance partners had. He defied every opportunity to let another man dance with her.

Nevaeh had no reason to complain. 

The man was a damn good dancer, and that was all that mattered to her. She was yet to see his face, but she wasn't even the least interested. All she wanted was the energy he was bringing to the dance floor. His moves synchronized with hers, as though they had been rehearsing this dance their whole lives.

His arms encircled her, pulling her even closer. At that moment, it no longer felt like a dance. Her moment with the stranger was steadily transforming into something more intense. His cock pressed hard into her ass; so hard that she could feel every throb against her skin.

At this point, tingles of discomfort raced down Nevaeh's spine. Now, the man was getting too close for comfort. She turned around to look at him, and then she took one step backwards, away from him. Although she was a little bit tipsy, she couldn't help not noticing how sinfully handsome he was. His face was framed with a neatly trimmed beard, and his full brows were just as well-groomed, giving him the appearance of a rich billionaire on the glossy front cover of a romance novel.

Despite the extra height her heeled shoes had given her, she still had to tilt her head back to stare into his face. A coy smile played around the corner of the man's lips. Before she had a chance to make sense of his expression, he yanked her close. She fell against his chest, a gasp parting her lips. His breath oozed with alcohol. It was rather overpowering, just like his hold on her.

The man leaned forward, holding her so close she could feel his heart beating. She made a feeble attempt to break free, but the man would not let go.

And then he whispered.

"I'll have you for the night."

What? A spark plug went off inside her head, and the hungry flames of rage sent a wave of adrenaline shooting through her veins.

She shoved him off with all the strength she could muster, and then she staggered backwards but was quick to regain composure. Her hands trembled with rage, and so did the rest of her body.

"Fuck you!" she said.

Her voice was loud, but the music was even louder. So, she lifted her right and gave him the middle finger, letting the gesture echo her words.

The cocky smile on the man's face was gone. His face grew taut, his lips pressed into a thin line of disapproval. From his stylish grey blazer and the million-dollar timepiece wrapped around his right wrist, she could see he was a man of power and affluence.

But that should never misguide him into thinking he could have any woman he wanted.

Her eyes spewed rage as she cast a final glance at him. And then she walked away.

"I should never have come here," she muttered as she hastened toward the exit. "Bad. Bad idea."

The man's words raced through her mind.

I'll have you for the night.

"Who does he think he is?" she muttered.

Her steps quickened; her footsteps lost in the music. She pushed through the exit door and hastened to Ashley's car.

"Nevaeh," Ashley called out from behind her.

Nevaeh whirled around to face her. She had no idea Ashley had been following her.

"I just wanna go home," Nevaeh said.

"No worries, girl," Ashley said. "We can go home now. It's totally fine."

She waved Nevaeh over.

"Come on."

No one said another word until they were both seated in the car, with the club behind them. While Ashley drove, Nevaeh glanced up at the rearview mirror, her eyes on the club as the building slowly disappeared into the distance.

"Your sexy ass," Ashley said, her voice high-pitched with excitement. "I could see his boner from where I was."

"He'll get another woman for the night," Nevaeh said.

"Every woman would want to fuck him."

"I wouldn't."

"I would totally hop on that dick."

An awkward silence broke out between them, but Ashley was quick to dispel it with laughter. Nevaeh's face fell as she thought about how excited Ashley had been about Rogue Avenue. It was Ashley's first-ever experience at the elite club, and now it was all ruined because of her.

"I'm sorry I ruined your night," she said. "You spent less than an hour there, and it's all because of me."

"No worries, girl," Ashley said. "It's all good."
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Chapter 2: Nevaeh


[image: ]


NEVAEH HAD TRIED TO get over her encounter with the man at the club, but the memory wouldn't stop recurring. She heard the man's voice all over again, his breath caressing her neck, as though he was right there behind her. His voice was thick with arrogance, and each time she remembered it, it made her skin crawl all over again.

She squeezed her eyes shut and tried to erase the memory from her mind. But she failed, yet again.

She couldn't get over the fact that a man had mistaken her for a common whore who wouldn't think twice about going with him to a hotel room. What did he think he was? She wouldn't go anywhere with a stranger; not even if he were the owner of the nightclub or some other billionaire CEO.

She'd caught a glimpse of the man's wristwatch. She didn't know a lot about male jewelry, but she knew expensive stuff when she saw them. And that, along with the man's entire outfit, certainly cost as much as all the clothes in her closet. Surely, he must be some sort of a wealthy man, so he was used to having women flocking around him. But that didn't mean he could have any woman he wanted.

Nevaeh cursed under her breath and hoped that she never crossed paths with the man again. 

She didn't care how handsome he was; a face like his deserved to remain unseen, away from the public.

When she thought back to the word, she'd used to describe him, she paused.

Handsome?

He'd been nothing but an asshole, and 'handsome' was the word she'd described him with? 

Her rage intensified, and this time, she wasn't just upset with the arrogant stranger, but with herself as well. It made no sense that a man had chosen to be an absolute jerk and yet she'd described him as handsome anyway.

The man's image darted across her mind, but she quickly blinked it away. On rare occasions, her wandering mind found a way to betray her. This was one of those rare moments. Frantic for a distraction, she looked up at the brown fiberglass door in front of her. The door should swing open anytime soon, but it stayed shut, heightening her nervousness about the interview. 

Nevaeh had waited for so long already, and her throat was already going dry.

The reception was eerily silent, and it made her even more nervous. The only sound she could hear was the low hum of the air conditioner behind her. Cold, chilly air seeped through her, making her shiver even though she was wearing a thick shirt. Her gaze roamed the reception, settled on the front desk, and then on a nameplate sitting on the desk. The receptionist had received a phone call some minutes ago, and then she'd disappeared into the hiring manager's office.

Nevaeh had expected her to return almost immediately and invite the next interviewee into the office. But the woman had been there for more than ten minutes already, making Nevaeh wait for longer than was necessary.

She didn't want to come off as impatient, but her gaze had flicked to her wristwatch more times than she'd like to admit.

4:56 p.m.

She redirected her gaze to an A4 paper on her lap. The paper contained some notes she'd made about Mavrick Media Agency. She'd read the notes enough times to know every word offhand; still, it wouldn't hurt to refresh her memory.

It was at that moment that the door swung open, after forever.

"Nevaeh Monette Moore?" a woman called out, her chunky-heeled shoes disrupting the silence.

Nevaeh looked away from the paper and glanced toward the direction of the voice. Her eyes met the pleasant gaze of the petite blonde-hair receptionist standing in front of the door.

"The manager is ready to interview you, Ms. Monette." The woman's eyes beamed with a smile which made her even more adorable.

Her name was Lisa. Nevaeh remembered seeing a nameplate on the front desk where she had first seen the woman. The name 'Lisa' was written in bold letters that would be hard to miss.

"Thank you." Nevaeh tried to smile back at the receptionist, but her face had suddenly grown taut.

She did manage to move her lips, but she could swear the warmth she tried to exude did not make it to her eyes. This was Nevaeh's first-ever job interview after graduating from Yale University. She'd always excelled at public
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