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Chapter One

 


“Nope, I’m so not being a man’s
secretary, PA, or anything else,” Ashley Gates said, crossing out numerous job
applications in the paper. She wasn’t talking to anyone, and she
probably shouldn’t be looking for a new job while working at her
current one, but there was no way in hell that she was staying at
Flirt. There was nothing wrong with Flirt. The classy club made her
good money, and she got to have fun, which was always a bonus for
her. No, it was the club’s owner, Jonathan Cook, who was the
problem. She and Jonathan went way back to high school where he had
been a sports jock, and she just another girl in the crowd, kind of
the nerd that was hot, in her own way. At the time she’d been
overweight for her age, but it had all been in the right places,
her hips, ass, and tits.

One night in a moment of
weakness she’d given herself, including her
virginity, to
the scumbag that she now worked for. That wasn’t what had bothered
her about the night she’d spent in Jonathan’s bed. It was
everything after. Jonathan had recorded the whole thing, and she
hadn’t known about it. Not only had he shown all of his friends,
but the movie was posted up in the main hall so everyone saw.
Ashley had been devastated, and if it wasn’t for her three friends,
she wouldn’t be standing here looking for jobs now. He’d turned her
high school life into a nightmare, and there was no way she was
going to be working for him any longer. Jonathan had made her
realize that she couldn’t trust any men that she met. She screwed
them and left them, not waiting for a relationship. She was going
to take some control of her life, like her friends. Heather was now
married to Julian Goff, and they were so damn happy together, with
a child. Amber was also married to Elijah, and the couple was crazy
about each other, and they even had twins. Connie, well, Connie had
two men after her, Wade Sear a night club owner, and Dale Marche,
who happened to be rich and Amber’s boss. Maybe Ashley’s life
wasn’t so fucked up after all.

Ashley only had to face her past while
Connie was facing two men who wanted to get down and dirty with
her.

“What are you doing?” Liam asked.
He was one of the best barmen she’d ever met, and it was nothing personal
to Wade.

“Nothing.” She picked the
paper up and glared at him.

“You looking for work is
going to piss the boss off,” he said, snatching the paper away, and
placing it down.

“I don’t give a fuck what
he says.”

“You know, you’re not
convincing anyone.”

“What’s that supposed to
mean?”

“There’s clearly chemistry
between the two of you.”

“There’s nothing going on
with Jonathan,” she said.

“You see? Anyone else would call
him Mr. Cook, not by his first name.”

Pushing hair off her face, she glared up
at him. “We have a past, okay? We went to school together, and
stuff happened that wasn’t supposed to happen.” If only she could
take the job that Wade had offered her. It would have made life
simple. She didn’t work at Wade’s because she picked men up there
to have sex with. Ashley was never looking for a man long term, and
never would. They were a waste of time. Yes, her two friends had
found guys and settled down. It wasn’t what she was going to
do.

There was a time you were going to have a
family with the white picket fence, and fall in love.

Being the butt of everyone’s
jokes during
high school, Ashley had changed completely, and any hope of falling
in love was squashed. She wasn’t going to fall for a guy,
ever.

“So you don’t see yourself
being a secretary, PA, or even a receptionist.”

“Been there, done that, and
it’s boring as hell.”

She leaned against the counter, and stared
at her reflection in the glass of the bar. Her blonde hair was
cascading down her in ringlets, and the shirt she wore had the word
“Flirt” printed across her boobs. It was the standard uniform for
the night club. A tight shirt and either a pair of trousers or a
skirt. Some places demanded less, and Ashley wasn’t in the mood to
flash her tits to make a living. Flirt also had some of the most
competitive wages going.

“What about a model for an
artist?”

“No.”

“You’ve got a beautiful
body.”

“You’ve never seen it
naked.”

“Is that an invitation? I’d
gladly check you out if you want.”

She rolled her eyes, and was about to
snatch the paper out of his hands when they were interrupted by
Jonathan.

“I don’t pay you to flirt with
each other. I also don’t allow colleagues to fuck each other. Get
to work, Liam, before I find another man to take your job. There’re
plenty of other bartenders.”

“Sorry, sir.”

Ashely turned to face the man who had
broken her in high school. He was a good looking man. In school
he’d had the appearance of the boy next door, but now that had
changed. He was rugged and masculine, deadly almost. A lot of women
would either be melting for him, or scared of him. Ashley was
neither.

“Is that the way you talk
to your employees?” she asked, snapping the words out. He’d let her
get away with talking to him like shit, but even she saw he was
getting ready to fire her ass.

Was that what she was waiting for? Him to
fire her so she could walk away with her head held high instead of
running? Crossing her arms over her chest, she glared at
him.

“Do you intend to fuck all
my employees to show what a slut you’ve become?”

She didn’t like his question, and it took
a lot of strength not to flinch away from his accusatory tone. His
voice was like melted butter, and she wanted to listen to him talk
dirty to her all night long. He’d been her first, and Jonathan had
been one hell of a first to have. Unlike a lot of guys who fumbled
around, Jonathan had known what he was doing, and he’d treated her
with such tenderness, she’d really thought he was the
one.

“I don’t fuck where I work.
Don’t talk to me like that. I screw who I want in my own
time.”

Ashley gasped when he grabbed
her, leading her away from the main bar. There were not many people
in the club at the moment as it was still quite early. Later
on, as it was
a Friday, it was going to be busy to the point it would be hard to
think. Jonathan opened his office door, and slammed it closed,
pressing her up against it.

“I’m tired of your
shit.”

“Back off!”

Jonathan had lost it, and this was the second
time she’d seen his temper unleashed. The first time she had
slapped him across the face, and he’d looked threatening. Ashley’s
biggest problem was the fact she wasn’t scared of him, not in the
slightest. He aroused her, and she hated that more. Jonathan was
her enemy, not the man she wanted to fuck.

“No! Yes, I fucked you in
school, and I made sure every guy knew about it, and you know
why?”

“You’re an asshole.” She growled
the word out for him, hoping he’d step back. He didn’t. Jonathan
slammed his palm against the wall at the side of her head, and
leaned in close.

“I’m an asshole, and a
dick, and every name you can think of calling me, but no other guy
laid a finger on you in high school.”

Ashley opened her mouth, and then closed
it. “What?”

“Yeah, I figured it would dawn on
you eventually. No one was allowed to touch you but me. I made sure
all the guys knew I’d claimed you, and I claimed that
pussy.”

Not once had she ever seen this
side of Jonathan. His entire presence filled the room. He commanded
attention, and she gave it to him, staring up at him. Being this
close to him, she’d forgotten how tall he actually was.

Her mouth was suddenly dry.

“Back off.”

“What’s the matter? Don’t want me
touching what belongs to me?”

“I don’t belong to you.
I’ve had a lot of men, Jonathan. I don’t need you.”

He smirked, and instead of making him
ugly, it only made him that bit sexier. His fingers stroked down
her cheek, gliding between the valley of her breasts, and then down
to her stomach.

She took a deep breath, trying to hold
in her excitement as the tips of his fingers rested so close to her
pussy. Biting her lip, she forced herself to stare into his eyes,
waiting for him to say something that would make her lash out.
Ashley was used to him being an asshole, and it wouldn’t take him
long.

“I don’t give a fuck about
all the men that have come since me.” His hand moved back up, and
rested over her chest above her heart. “This is all that matters to
me. I’ve been in here a long time. I bet there have been times
you’ve even thought about me.”

“You’re insane, and an
asshole.”

“You’re not denying it,
which tells me I’m right.”

He stepped a little closer, and even
with the fabric of their clothes separating them, she felt the hard
ridge of his cock against her stomach.

****

Did she have any idea how dilated her eyes
were? Ashley’s lips were plump and wet, and all he wanted to do was
kiss them, ravish them. Jonathan didn’t back away. He didn’t know
how to back away, and never wanted to. Losing Ashley had been one
of the hardest things he’d ever done, but in high school, any guy
who’d thought she was easy game, was mistaken. Whenever he’d caught
interest from the guys planning on screwing her or even asking
Ashley out, he stopped them. Ashley had no clue the lengths he’d
gone to, but he did it to protect her. She might think she was a
hard woman, but he knew the truth.

Ashley was a very special woman,
who was vulnerable and delicate. She tried to pretend nothing
bothered her, but he knew differently.

“You’re not
right.”

He smiled. She was fighting, but then this
woman was always fighting. “I remember the night I took your
cherry, Ashley. You were so nervous, and yet you flowered beneath
my touch. You were wet, responsive, and you begged me to give you
what only I could.”

“Times have changed. I’m
not a naïve girl anymore.”

“You were never a
girl.”

He watched as she gritted her teeth,
and he moved a little close, and stroked his fingers across the tip
of her breast.

“Any man ever given it to
you as good as me?”

“Stop it.”

“You ever begged another man to
fuck you until you couldn’t walk? I remember how it was for you,
Ashley. Your pussy was sore, and you struggled to walk the next
day. I fucked you good.”

“And then you went and bragged
about it. No, not only did you do that, you fucking filmed it. Back
off. I quit.”

“No, you don’t. No one will
take your attitude.”

“Wade will.” She crossed
her arms over her chest, and Jonathan released her. He placed his
hands on either side of her head, trapping her in.

“He will. I can then pursue
you properly.”

“What?”

“You don’t think I’m just
going to let you get away from me, do you? I’ve waited eight years
to have you again, Ashley. Eight years I’ve fucked and screwed
countless women, and none of them have been like you.” He dropped
his gaze to her mouth. “Work for Wade, and I will make sure that I
get what I want.”

“What do you
want?”

“You back in my
bed.”

“You’re crazy, and insane,
and just damn crazy.”

Jonathan took a step back. He didn’t want
her working with Wade. He’d done his research, and knew the men she
slept with, she picked up at Wade’s to take home. It was her
hunting ground. Flirt was neutral territory for her, and he was her
boss. Ashley never fucked men she worked with. Jonathan had never
crossed the employer/employee relationship. For Ashley, he’d make
an exception. He was going to have her again. Fucking up back in
high school had been his mistake, and he was going to rectify that
mistake.

When he told her he’d thought about her
constantly, he hadn’t been lying. All women had been compared to
Ashley, and all had failed to meet his standard. “Have you ever
been with a man, and almost called my name out?”

Her head moved a little as she
looked up at him. Jonathan had called out her name when he’d been with other
women.

“No.”

Jonathan wouldn’t call her out on the
lie. He knew the truth.

“I have.”

“You’ve called my name when
you were fucking other men?”

“I remember how damn hot
and wet you were for me that night, Ashley.”

“It was a long time
ago.”

“I thought about you so
much.” He took another step back. “You better get back to work.
Don’t for a second think I’m going to back down. You’ve done
everything you can to get me to fire you, Ashley. Quit or be
prepared to be punished. I’m done playing around. We have a past,
get over it, and move on.” He grabbed her arm, opening up his
door.

She shoved him hard, and left the
room, taking hold of the door, and slamming it behind her. He’d
give her the lead this time.

Moving to his desk, he sat down, and
stared at the door that she had walked out of. He didn’t know how
much longer he could deal with her without breaking his own
code.

A knock sounded on the door, and he
told whoever it was to come in. Liam stood in the
doorway.

“I wanted to apologize,”
Liam said.

“Don’t worry.”

Liam was his good friend, and they
were tight. Liam was also getting over a bad breakup, and had
wanted to come work at Flirt to recover from it.

“She’s looking to move
on.”

“I know.” He ran a hand
down his face, and stared at his friend. They had met in college,
and been tight ever since. Liam knew about Ashley as Jonathan had
told him everything. “I’m not going to let her leave.”

“You want me to still
pretend?”

“I don’t know what I want
you to do. I want you to make friends with her, keep her
happy.”

“Ashley’s not a hard person to
like, providing you’ve not pissed her off and hurt her. I’ve seen
the sparkle in her eyes, and she only lets her guard down with
people who’ve not hurt her.”

“She’s fucking adorable.” He
loved her, damn it, and she didn’t have a clue how he
felt.

You’re an
asshole.

“Are you sure?” Liam
asked.

“I’m not ready for her to
know what I feel.” Standing up, he moved around his desk. “She’s
skittish, running from one man to another.”

“She tries to pretend that
she’s tough. I see through her act. Oh well, better you than
me.”

“You’re not tempted?”
Jonathan asked.

“Ashley’s hot, and cute,
but she’s not for me. I’m not getting involved.” Liam held his
hands up. “I’m going back to the bar before she gives away your
booze.”

“If she crosses the line,
tell me. I’m not going to act like she’s some delicate flower
anymore.”

“Sure will.”

He was left alone once again, and he felt
like a total asshole. Liam had needed a place to stay to repair his
wounded heart, and Jonathan had him lying to Ashley so she had
someone to talk to.

Ashley had him tied in knots, and he
hated it.

Leaving his office, he made his way to the
back of the bar where he could watch her without her realizing it.
When he’d first discovered that Ashley worked for him, he’d been so
damn shocked that he’d sneaked into his own club just to watch her.
Ashley had become more beautiful with age. There was a confidence
about her that she didn’t have when they were in high school. Her
smile was still beautiful, and she didn’t see the web she wove over
men.

Watching her now, he saw her handle
the men’s flirting with ease, keeping a good distance from their
pawing hands. He gripped the rail hard to stop himself from going
to her and tearing her away.

After a couple of hours of
observing, he went back to his office to check over the orders for
the drinks that were due to arrive tomorrow afternoon.
He stayed in his
office until the last call came, and then he started herding men
and women out of his club. Jonathan made sure they had cabs or
rides waiting for them. When he got back into the bar, he wasn’t
surprised to see his crew cleaning the whole club.

Ashley was cleaning the glasses,
and Liam was
close beside her, making her laugh. Jonathan didn’t like it. It
should be him behind the counter, making her laugh, and having her
turn to him. Instead of taking what belonged to him, he just
watched. It was all he was doing lately, watching,
waiting.

His time with Ashley would come, and
when it did, he wasn’t ever going to let her get away from him.
Sure, he’d fucked up in the past, and there was nothing he could do
to change that, but he wasn’t going to let it destroy their
future.

When it was time for everyone to
leave, he watched as Ashley moved toward a cab. She never took a
car, and he always worried about her safety. Climbing into his car,
he followed the cab all the way back to her apartment. Jonathan
didn’t leave until he saw her get into her apartment
safely.

Letting out a sigh, he pulled away
from the curb, and felt like a total asshole. He couldn’t bring
himself to cross that line with her, and yet he couldn’t let her
get away again. Driving home, he thought about the best way to get
Ashley back, and came
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