
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_03962b3995cded75d70c92dbd362ebbe_lZogkb_html_mcc65a8b.jpg]

 



 


[image: tmp_03962b3995cded75d70c92dbd362ebbe_lZogkb_html_767cf5ac.jpg]

 


 


Published
by Evernight Publishing at
Smashwords

 


www.evernightpublishing.com

 


 


 


Copyright© 2014 Allyson Young

 


 


ISBN:
978-1-77130-716-1

 


Cover Artist: Sour Cherry Designs

 


Editor:
Laurie Temple

 


 


 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

 




WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or
distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this
book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without
written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied
in reviews.

 


This is a work of fiction. All names,
characters, and places are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual
events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is
entirely coincidental.

 


 



 


DEDICATION

 


To my beta readers and authors Lynn Rae and
Jennifer Simpkins, both true romantics in their own right, for
their tireless support and edits. And to Joyce McGregor, Roberta
Graham and Zennia Snider who gave me the pure reader’s perspective.
I thank you all from the bottom of my heart.

 


And finally, sincere thanks to my editor
Laurie Temple, who held my feet to the fire in the nicest possible
way, and used her talents to help create the final labour of love:
Forever.







FOREVER

 


Eternity, 1

 


Allyson Young

 


Copyright © 2014

 


 


 



Chapter One

 


“Check out that amazing man!
Hell, check out all those amazing men! Except for the dweeb
on the end.” At least Lorraine attempted to add the latter sotto
voce. “Do you suppose somebody wrote a list titled Hot Guys,
with some specific parameters, and shouted it out? And they all
came here? Like a gorgeous guy convention?”

Amy Copeland smiled behind her
hand at the other woman’s enthusiastic appraisal. The half dozen
men sitting around the big table in the corner were certainly
worthy of both the hot and the gorgeous guy labels. Especially the
man at the head of the table, the one all the other men deferred
to. Not that she’d been looking. Much. He was big for sure, and the
time he’d gone to the men’s room established he was taller than
average too, maybe six-three or four to her five-foot-ten, and he
had an easy way of moving—that long limbed stride so many big cats
affected. Thick, dark hair with just enough curl, pale eyes,
difficult to tell the color in the dim light, but she hadn’t missed
the hard planes of his handsome face. Or that mouth. Sculpted and
sensuous with a hint of cruelty. Sigh.

“Which one?”

“Excuse me?” She turned away
from another covert look at the mouth-watering group to stare at
Lorraine.

“Pick one. You get first dibs,
it being your birthday and all.”

Julie, Noreen and even Sandra
giggled loudly, giddiness fueled by too many margaritas, and
Lorraine tossed back her heavy mane of black hair, a pout twisting
her full, carmine lips.

“Amy should get first dibs,”
she insisted, loudly. “Birthday girl deserves a hot gift and those
boys are haawwt.”

“Keep your voice down.” Amy
whispered her plea.

“Why? They’re like the best
presents ever!”

Jeez. Lorraine’s proclamations
had attracted the attention of the “presents” and all of them were
looking. Amy had just enough to drink to stare back challengingly,
while wrestling with a sense of embarrassment. She wasn’t
interested in a casual hookup. Didn’t matter how incredibly hot and
sexy Mr. Tall and Muscular was or the way his right eyebrow quirked
in such a way as to make her belly hitch when he looked directly
into her eyes. She wrenched her gaze away, snatching up her bag.
“Potty break.”

Giggles erupted behind her as
she hustled to the restrooms, an ideal distance from her table and
the collection of hunks. Maybe they’d be gone by the time she got
back. Lorraine had the attention span of a gnat so at least
she will have moved on. Hopefully.

The bathroom pretty much
reflected the appearance of the rest of the club—basic. No fancy
marble-tiled backsplash or stainless sinks. The stained porcelain
bowls featured dripping taps, although the hot water was plentiful,
and the overhead lighting was dim and tended to throw shadows
across the already silvering mirrors. But the drinks were cheap,
the music not country, and the bar a marked contrast to the fancy
places she’d frequented in Vegas. Sacramento was different, or at
least it felt different, and Amy didn’t want fancy or the memories
similar venues stirred up.

Quickly using the facilities,
she washed her hands and pushed her hair off her face, lifting the
mass to drop it behind her shoulders. Checked her lip gloss and
applied a little more, squinting to compensate for the poor
reflective qualities of the mirror. Twenty-seven years old.
Footloose and fancy free. Alone in this world, except for Sandra,
and wasn’t that fucking depressing?

Swivelling on her flats to
check the fit of her dark jeans, relieved they hadn’t stretched and
bagged over her ass, she smoothed the silky stuff of her shirt and
straightened the fall of her necklace, centering it over the V of
her cleavage. Her index finger lingered on the tiny stylized C. C
for change, a gift from Sandra when Amy was released from the
hospital. A private, meaningful message. A reminder. Amy stroked it
like the talisman it was and reminded herself that hot men,
any hot men, were off limits. Meeting men in places like
this ended in one night stands and she wasn’t doing that
anymore.

Hopefully, her girls were ready
to pack it in. She had no particular place to go, no one to see,
but the buzz was gone. Tomorrow would be another day, like
yesterday, and while money wasn’t so much of an issue anymore, Amy
was feeling restless, ready to move on. She’d miss Sandra, a lot.
But there was nothing to hold her here, and maybe there would be
someplace else. Someone else. Maybe Sandra would want to come with,
although her friend really liked the hospital where she now
worked.

Exiting into the hall,
footsteps deadened by the worn carpet and heavily panelled walls,
she checked in her purse for her phone and ran into a wall of warm,
solid male. Big, strong hands gripped her shoulders as she rocked
back with the impact.

“Easy, sweetheart.”

Holy shit. Holy shit. Tall,
muscular guy from the hunky crowd. Her pulse kicked up and her face
suffused with heat. He was even better looking close up, eyes a
darker shade of the silver dollars the tourists fed the slots in
Vegas. And as hard. He got her juices flowing, and she struggled
against the attraction. So not fitting in with her C for
change.

“Excuse me. Sorry.” Oh, good
one, Amy. Sophisticated. Couldn’t turn on a little attitude
about him blocking the hallway with his awesomeness, a barrier just
waiting for an unsuspecting woman to walk right into. She’d become
a wuss since leaving Vegas, losing her thin veneer of
sophistication. Pasting on a vague smile she made to slip past him,
but he shifted, too. She deked the other way. Blocked again. So
they weren’t doing the supermarket aisle dance, each moving in the
same direction while trying to avoid the other. She dared another
look at his face and met that quirked brow again, those cruel, sexy
lips twitching with apparent amusement. Her eyes dropped down his
body in self-preservation. Mistake.

His worn jeans fit him
admirably, tightly stretched across his thighs, the solid metal
piece of his belt buckle drawing attention to the taut fabric
molding his—she swallowed the
mouth-watering sensation and pretended to examine the dark material
of his shirt while she searched for something to say to conclude
the chance meeting.

“What?” Another conversational
gem.

“Happy Birthday, Amy.”

They hadn’t… They had. Her
girls actually told this man… Goddamn it. She took a step back and
tried another smile. “Thanks.”

“Your loud
friend—Lorraine—announced the gift idea. I decided who you’d
choose.”

Can you say arrogant?
Confident? Insufferable? Amy knew all her adjectives applied, but
damned if he couldn’t carry them off. Cautiously, she said, “You
thought I’d choose you?”

“Didn’t say that. Said I was
making your choice.”

Okay. She didn’t know quite
what to make of that. Truthfully, she hadn’t really scrutinized the
other men at his table, except to note they were mostly all of a
type— tall, built, and good looking. She’d really looked at
him.

“Who are you?” Was that wise?
Did she really want to know? She did.

“Dean Chambray. Those guys—we
work together.”

“They work for you.”

His eyes narrowed and the
sterling in the silver intensified, set off by thick, dark lashes.
“Now why would you say that?”

Shrugging, she answered. “They
paid attention to you, deferred to you.” Probably she hadn’t needed
to share. Men preferred big, dumb blondes, not ones who obviously
paid attention. But she wasn’t slipping back into that role
again.

He reached out and hooked a
piece of her hair, a strand right at that sensitive juncture where
neck meets shoulder, pulling it gently until she followed its
insistent tugging, moving right back into his space. “Beautiful
and smart.”

Her brain went to mush, the
scent of sandalwood and hot male washing over her, the very heat of
him tangible. She tipped her head back in order to read his face.
“What?”

“You’re observant, and
interpret what you see accurately. Smart.”

Smart. Amy was vigilant and
read people and situations out of dire necessity. She’d lived on
the edge nearly all her life in a variety of foster homes and one
memorable, not in a good way, juvie unit, before being absorbed
into the Vegas street life at the tender age of sixteen. Surviving
state foster care was a major feat in itself, and to make it off
the street and into the high-roller lifestyle, albeit as a bit
player … well, good instincts rated right up there with
intelligence. Higher. But she possessed her share of the latter, if
her history sometimes dumbed it down, made her make poor choices.
Her history, and how she confused hot sex with love and affection,
was psychology one-oh-one. She mentally thanked Sandra, for the C
for change.

Her silence elicited another
measured look. “Modest, too. What would you like for your
birthday?”

“What? I mean, excuse me?”
Another scintillating conversational gambit. Modest? Her? Well, her
current job didn’t require face-to-face communication, and chatting
wasn’t high on the list of her past position. Discouraged,
actually.

“What’d you wish for?”

“Oh. I didn’t have a cake or
blow out any candles. So no wish.”

“What would you like, Amy?”
Less patience, more insistence.

Imagining his face if she came
right out with it, laid it on him, she felt her lips twitch and
fought a derisive snicker, knowing she laughed to cover her
wistfulness. I want a man who’ll respect me and trust me, love
me and not try to change me, yet take care of me. Someone who won’t
use me, but will make babies with me and live by my side forever
and ever.

“Nothing, actually.” It was
true—she wanted the impossible.

“Well, then I’ll choose that
for you, too. Consider this the bow on top.” Dean cradled the back
of her head with one big hand, holding her steady with the other
placed in the small of her back. He leaned down to take her lips.
Startled, she parted them to protest and his tongue instantly
surged inside to duel with her own, exploring the recesses of her
mouth. Sculpted, sensuous, she’d add sublimely talented to describe
those lips. Her eyes closed and she gave herself up to the myriad
of sensations. So much for the psych lesson.

Knees weakening, she reached up
to push her fingers through Dean’s thick hair, holding him close,
sealing their mouths ever tighter. The hard bulge at his crotch
pressed heatedly into her abdomen and her pussy liquefied,
preparing for when this man lifted her so she could wrap her legs
around his waist and—holy mother. This was insane! A moan of
protest replaced the whimpering sound of her surrender, and he
released her lips, although not his grip on her waist or her head.
Pulling back, Amy extricated her fingers, awkwardly patting at his
hair, fluttering her hands down to attempt to insert them between
their bodies. His eyes were mesmerizing, slate grey over silver,
churning with arousal. And he was far too close for her to think
with anything other than what her weeping pussy wanted.

“Can’t wait to unwrap the whole
package.” His voice was rough and raspy.

Wait—it was her
birthday. She didn’t trust her voice but pushed against rock hard
pecs.

Letting her go, he still
blocked her retreat, standing in place, waiting, patient again. Amy
felt her whole body give a little shudder, actually felt the
cathartic awareness of something bigger, different, more
than any of her past experiences with the opposite sex. And it
scared the ever-loving shit out of her.

“I have to go.” Her voice
sounded reed thin and plaintive.

He quirked that brow. “I don’t
play games, sweetheart. Now or never.”

And there it was, spoiling that
atavistic awareness. A hookup, a quick fuck, probably not quick and
probably great, but she wasn’t doing that anymore, not that those
hookups in the past had been particularly memorable in the face of
what she felt for this man. Chemistry.

The longer-term
positions weren’t anything for her scrap book, either, and
something Amy preferred not to think about. It was her birthday,
and she supposed she was entitled to a nice present, but she wanted
to hang onto it, wanted to keep this particular gift. That desire
in itself surprised her, having just met him, but Dean Chambray not
only aroused her to the utter max, something deep inside woke up
and clamored to be heard, begged to connect with him. No sense in
teasing herself. Or it. Because he wasn’t different. Wrong
again.

“Never, then. Thanks for the
birthday kiss.”

This time he stepped far enough
aside to give her room to pass. His face was impassive although his
eyes sparked. Thwarted desire or annoyance? Same thing. Amy forced
herself to walk slowly back to the table, the age and disrepair of
the club more apparent to her heightened senses. The floors dipped
from the weight of thousands of feet, the walls marked by countless
hands and the faint smell of mildew wasn’t totally masked by the
crush of bodies emitting both natural and purchased scents.
Don’t look back. Four feminine faces stared her way, three
alight with anticipation, Sandra’s drawn with worry. Her friend
could read her a mile off. Fuck it. It was her birthday.
“Somebody order another pitcher!”

“Atta girl! You miss the
hardbody back there?” Lorraine was as irrepressible as ever and Amy
wondered how Sandra had come to include her in the small circle of
friends she’d cultivated since relocating. Sandra was a serious,
reserved type. But Lorraine was also a nurse, and apparently blew
off steam on a regular basis because of the often depressing things
she saw on the neonatal unit. As for Julie and Noreen, ward clerks,
both of them, and really nice women, they were always up for a
party. Amy was just a hanger on. Until Sandra, she didn’t spend
time with women at all, didn’t have girlfriends. But Sandra saved
her life.

She decided to answer
Lorraine’s question with another. “You up for hitting Grand Masters
after this?”

“Oh, girl. Nasty. Grand
Masters?” Lorraine shrieked it over the sound of the music, then
winked comically, her face screwing up, both eyes shutting. She
lowered her voice to a dull roar. “You have those kind of
tendencies? Sure. What the hell? After the pitcher. Somebody order
it.”

Amy didn’t know if she really
had those tendencies. But the parody of bondage and titillating
sexual acts played out at Grand Masters were intriguing, and even
though she’d only attended a few times the entire scene got her
fantasies going. Sandra’s too, although her friend only grudgingly
acknowledged it, saying she preferred her erotic novels. And as far
as Amy knew, no man had graced her friend’s bed since Sandra’s
ascent from hell.

Noreen and Julie were game for
anything, as always. The jug of margaritas arrived and Amy worked
her way through her glass in record time, having resolutely ignored
the return of Dean Chambray to his table and the subsequent exit of
him and his men after a couple of bottles were drained and a few
faint protests died away. It appeared his companions weren’t ready
to leave, but they kowtowed to him, reinforcing her impression he
was very much in charge. The wistful feeling Amy harbored didn’t die away at all, and she felt her
lips surreptitiously from time to time.

“You okay?” Sandra blinked
owlishly. Always a cheap drunk.

“Uh huh. Just decided to live
it up. Thirty’s just around the corner.”

“Hardly. You’re not over the
hill yet. But okay. You just looked kinda spooked, and I
wondered…”

“Nah. It’s all good. Drink up.
We’re missing most of the shows as it is.” Amy didn’t want to get
into a discussion about men with Sandra. That’s how they met,
because of a man, and Amy knew how protective her friend was with
her.

They finished their drinks and
her girls headed to the restrooms while Amy went out to find a cab
for five intoxicated women, herself included. Guzzling another
margarita on an empty stomach … and with no cake. A minivan taxi
pulled up, the light on the roof flashing its availability, and she
held it until the other women burst through the door, laughing and
calling out. Piling inside, she told the driver their destination
and sat back to enjoy the ride. She could easily background search
Dean Chambray when she got home, or tomorrow even, but decided she
wouldn’t. No point in tormenting herself.

The crowded conditions of the
cab, blended with the various perfumes they wore and the alcohol
fumes, made the atmosphere close and she watched as the driver
inhaled the intoxicating brew. He attempted to make conversation
and Lorraine entertained him with speculation about his “romantic”
abilities. God.

****

“Grand Masters? You’re shitting
me. Andrea’ll kick my ass.” Randy shook his head. “You’re on your
own, boss. But take Enrico, and maybe a couple of the other guys’ll
go.”

“I’m not planning to hang
around. I just want to see what that big blonde makes of the
place.” As soon as the description left his mouth, Dean regretted
it. He’d made her sound like a floozy from another era and that
woman was anything but.

“The birthday girl? You have
“words” with her back there?”

“In the hallway, actually. She
blew me off.”

“No shit. That’s a new one for
you.” Randy’s tone wasn’t commiserating. There was an undertone of
satisfaction Dean understood. He rarely struck out with a woman,
and changed them out like his socks. His hunter’s instinct was
aroused by one blonde Amy, something unfamiliar and very rare
indeed.

“I don’t play games. They put
out or not. Their choice. I don’t chase.”

“They put out and then you put
them out. No chase.” A hint of censure now colored his
lieutenant’s tone. Happily married and vocal about it, Randy forgot
his own fairly recent man-whore status.

Dean shrugged. “I’m nothing but
honest with them, you know it.”

“But not all of them were
skanks. Some were nice girls.”

“They all knew the score. And
I’m done talking.”

“Uh huh, and that’s why you’re
heading to that tie ’em up and fuck ’em
theatre-production-slash-nightclub. The blonde didn’t understand
the score?”

Dean throttled an absurd desire
to punch Randy in the head. How could he answer the other man when
he didn’t understand it himself? He settled for a non committal
“curious.”

“Take Enrico. If your mind is
on Blondie you won’t be watching your back. You got that feeling,
remember?”

Indeed. He had a feeling. Hence
the impromptu meeting at the bar to put a few things into place
while the offices were swept for bugs. The whisper of danger was a
cold trickle of warning hovering dead between his shoulder blades.
He’d totally forgotten the sensation when he kissed Amy. Not a good
thing. He nodded to Randy. He’d take Enrico.

“I’ll drop you at the complex,”
he offered.

“I’ll grab a ride with Olsen. I
want to see what, if anything, was turned up in the sweep anyhow.
See you tomorrow.” Randy turned away.

Dean motioned to Enrico, who
obligingly climbed into the passenger seat. A man of few words, he
was silent during the drive to the Masters, and Dean was glad not
to have to respond to inane conversation. The serious stuff had
already been said and he had a more pressing problem. His cock
strained at attention behind the coarse weave of his jeans,
imprinting on the zipper if not for the silk fabric of his boxers.
The big blonde’s absence hadn’t mitigated his arousal one iota. He
could still taste her, a mixture of tart lime and hints of sugar.
And Amy. He could still feel the press of her generous breasts, the
poke of her nipples. And her scent. Fuck. His cock tried to nod
frantically within its cloth prison and he nearly groaned out
loud.

So she liked the Grand Masters.
Mind you, lots of people did. Gorgeous bodies of either gender, a
little bondage, a hint of kink, lots to tease and tantalize. He
wondered if Amy knew of the rooms in the back of the nightclub.
He’d gone a couple of times with adventurous women, under the
tutelage of a very experienced Dominant, and learned a thing or two
about himself and how to pleasure a woman to extreme heights. But
he didn’t need the trappings or the protocol. Dean enjoyed sex, a
lot of it. A good fuck, with nothing to cloud the main event. Long
term wasn’t in the cards, and while he liked some of the women he
fucked, as much as he got to know them, love wasn’t in the cards,
either. Ever. That Amy puzzled him, or rather, his reaction to her
did.

Knowing himself well, he
decided to take one more kick at the cat, rather than be distracted
by memories of that torrid kiss and the stirring of an unfamiliar
... something. He was uncomfortable, and if an “accidental” run in
again with Blondie tonight got her into his bed, well, he’d fuck
her right out of it, and life would go back to what passed for
normal. It struck him that the woman might not even show up, and he
and Enrico would be left sitting in a voyeur’s club, hot and
bothered, with only each another for company. That didn’t sit at
all well, although he could admit to finding some humor in the
situation. Overhearing Lorraine’s enthusiastic agreement about
going to the Masters didn’t mean they would actually attend. What
was it about Blondie? He couldn’t have even described her
friends with accuracy, and that, too, was outside the norm. He
couldn’t afford to miss any nuance.

The city was hopping tonight,
the downtown streets crowded with vehicles and foot traffic, and
impatience had him drumming his fingers on the steering wheel as
they waited through yet another delayed light. He checked his
mirrors automatically, aware Enrico was doing the same, although
all headlights looked pretty much the same in the dark. His weapon
was tucked away in a compartment beneath his seat, easy to get to,
but he wasn’t carrying it into a place like Grand Masters. Amy
hadn’t missed much with her covert glances, and he had no doubt
she’d see the outline of a gun. Her ability to observe and
unerringly assess should be telling him to keep his distance—he
couldn’t afford prescient women—but he felt driven to see her
again. However, there was no point in giving her a deeper window
into his life when any connection with her was going to be short
term, so he’d keep his firepower under the seat.

Pulling into the crowded lot,
he found a space big enough to park his truck, and he and Enrico
joined the small group outside the club. The pulsing beat emanating
from the partially open door had everyone moving to it, some
subtly, others blatantly, the scant illumination doing little to
hide the excitement and anticipation on the faces of both genders.
The doorman looked their way and his casual stance stiffened. The
man gestured to Dean and waved them through, past the hopefuls
who’d probably been waiting to enter for hours. Sometimes it helped
to be known in this city. Or as someone who’d purchased a block of
shares in Masters.

Dean slowed beside the doorman
and dropped the word in his ear not to delay the entry of five
women, spearheaded by a tall, beautiful blonde. He had no doubt Amy
would be in the lead, despite her attempt to be self effacing.
Intriguing.

They were shown to a table not
far from both the stage and the door, one clearly reserved for
VIPs, and Dean tipped his chair back up against the wall, relaxing
his body while scanning the room. Enrico swivelled his own chair to
give him a better vantage point, but of the crowd. The kid knew
better than to leave himself open to distractions, however exotic
and tempting, obviously taking his assigned role as bodyguard
seriously.

The walls were painted a dull,
flat black, and absorbed all available light, taking nothing away
from the stage lit in various areas to showcase the activity.
Heavy, crimson, velvet drapery panels framed faux windows
intermittently applied to the walls with lengths of wrought iron
tortured into intricate shapes. Dean knew how erotic those shapes
were, having scrutinized them while touring the place and doing a
deal with the owners. Sconces set at head height flickered
ominously, each table boasting the same flickering light in the
shape of a candle, the better to add to the mood. Heavy, baroque
chandeliers dripped crystals and gave the patrons and serving staff
enough light to negotiate the wide planked floors.

The room was full, tables
packed with patrons of all ages, from early twenties to early
sixties, maybe older, and the atmosphere was heavy with lust.
Sultry eyes on the women, and some of the men, seemingly casual
gestures actually designed to entice and showcase the bounty of
flesh on display. The air seethed with hormones and Dean could see
hands tucked under the tables, the black and red cloth providing a
barrier to what he assumed were illicit gropings.

A well built fellow, his
muscles encased in leather, hovered around a nearly naked woman
hanging from a hook in the middle of the stage, her toes barely
brushing the floor. He was binding her with red rope, and her
spotlit face was beatific in expression, lips parted, eyes closed,
relaxed. As the man’s hands drifted around her body, Dean could
swear he heard her moan despite the pulsing rock music filling the
club. Nothing really graphic—he’d seen more of a woman’s body in a
strip joint—but the intimacy and the trust she showed, the
surrender, were incredibly arousing.

Personal exhibitionism wasn’t
Dean’s thing, but he was glad others enjoyed that kink because he
got off watching it. He wondered what Amy’s private fantasies were
and if one night would be enough to explore them. Didn’t matter. It
would have to be one night, with maybe a casual other time or two,
depending on if she understood his expectations. Saying no to him
earlier was probably just playing hard to get.

Knowing why he didn’t trust
women didn’t change it. The old lady’s ravaged face swam into his
vision, unbidden, and he impatiently blinked it away. Why was he
thinking about her? Maybe this urge to hunt down Blondie was
a mistake. He didn’t like where his thoughts were going, or the
historical shit being stirred up. Dropping the front feet of the
chair onto the floor with a thump, Dean made to motion away the
waitress heading over to take their order, planning to exit. Then
he saw Amy enter the club, hesitating as she did so, body poised
to—flee? From his slight vantage point behind the thin body of the
waitress, he watched as Amy scanned the room, much the same way
he’d done earlier, before stepping aside to allow her friends to
pass. Interesting. He forgot all about the fact he’d been about to
leave.

The women squeezed around a
table offset in a corner, clearly the least appealing of the
seating, but the only thing available. “Take two jugs of margaritas
to that table in the alcove, the one with the five newcomers,” he
ordered the still hovering waitress. “And a couple of beers for
us.”

Nodding, her eyes passing over
his face and then obviously dropping to his crotch, the server
pushed her breasts out before turning to sashay a nicely curved ass
away.

“Asking for it.” Enrico missed
nothing, although the come-on had been blatant.

Dean shrugged. “Not
interested.”

“But you are interested
in the tall rubia who just came in. From the other club.”

Give the man a cigar. And maybe
a cigar was just a cigar. Shades of fucking Freud. He needed to get
this new conquest done. The five heads he scrutinized across the
way bobbed in concert, two dark, one red, and two blond. An
interesting combination, although Amy’s multicolored strands
captured his sole attention. What would one call that color? Cream
and gold? Whatever—she had masses of it. It framed those purple
blue eyes that had so carefully inspected him. Any sounds they
made, even Lorraine’s, were masked by the music and the crowd
response to the scene on stage. He flicked his glance back in that
direction.

The female star was totally
swaddled in the red rope now with the exception of her breasts,
wrapped and cradled, presented for view as they swelled with the
constriction. One strand passed between her widespread legs, a knot
strategically tied at the apex of her pussy, and as Dean watched
the Dom tugged that strand, making the woman shudder and pulsate.
He leaned in and kissed her before reaching up to release the binds
at the hook. The sub, if that’s what she was, or maybe a volunteer
from the audience, sagged into his arms and he shifted her weight,
carrying her away, stage left. The audience erupted in applause and
a few raucous calls and suggestions. Dean’s cock protested its
lack, suggesting Blondie might welcome some of what was doubtlessly
going to take place backstage.

Observing the waitress making
her way towards the little table, balancing those jugs of
margaritas, he waited for the reaction. Five faces turned in his
direction at the server’s gesture and he sketched a negligent wave.
Lorraine waved back, enthusiastically, followed by the red head and
the other blonde. Amy and the brunette looked at each another
before nodding his way in tandem. So the brunette was her best
friend and the one who’d give her the advice Amy would listen to.
Good to know. Enrico was watching them, too.

“The brunette? Beside my
blonde? Might need you to run interference, ’Rico.”

“She is average, boss. I would
wish for the red head. But for you…”

“Not asking you to marry her.
Just distract her if need be.”

“Okay.”

Their beer was set on their
table with maybe a little more firmness than necessary, each bottle
making a little snapping sound as it hit the polished surface.
“They weren’t going to accept them, sir. At least not the big girl.
But her friends convinced her.”

God, women were such bitches.
Wasn’t enough they sucked men dry with their demands, guilted them
out, and fucked them over. They had to take a crack at one another,
too. Giving the waitress a disparaging look, Dean nodded and
scratched his signature on the check. Little waitress-bitch had
presumably found out who he was, probably from the bartender. She
smiled her thanks, a brittle, false smile, nothing like the
seductive one she’d bestowed on him earlier. His reputation had
preceded him. Good.

****

“He came here because he knew
you were coming.”

Lorraine’s complacent comment
made Amy want to smack her. Seeing Dean Chambray’s handsome visage
across the room after the margaritas were delivered had blown her
away. Last chance, eh? I don’t play games. Well, no second
chances for him. She accepted and acknowledged the booze when her
friends put up a fuss, but didn’t have to like it. Sandra got the
implication, if they hadn’t. But then Sandra knew where Amy was
coming from. Recklessly pouring another full glass, she sucked half
of it back, hoping the next scene on stage would distract Lorraine.
She managed to keep her face inscrutable as the flavor burst over
her taste buds—these drinks were far superior to the ones at the
previous place. She surreptitiously filled her glass again.

“If you don’t want him, I’ll be
happy to stand in.” Lorraine just wouldn’t leave it alone.

“He wants a quick fuck,
Lorraine, a wham bam, thank you ma’am,” she shouted back, past
caring if anyone else listened in. “You want that, you go right
ahead.”

“No, you don’t.” Red-headed
Julie vigorously shook her head and Noreen added her disapproval.
“You get drunk and fall into some hot guy’s bed ’n never see him
again. Then beat yourself up for doing it for weeks. You go home
and call Malik if that’s what you want. At least he loves you.”

Lorraine slumped in her chair
and scowled. “Yah, sure. He loves me. That’s why he won’t introduce
me to his family. Because he loves me so much.”

Amy shut out Lorraine’s
continuing complaints, and now, maudlin protests. Julie and Noreen
had pulled the bandage off, and they could deal with the outcome.
She couldn’t let herself think about love and sex and everything in
between. It hadn’t been, and never would be, for her. Witness what
she’d attracted tonight.

“He speak to you at the other
club?” Sandra spoke quietly, close to her ear, the alcohol buzz
probably burned off some by concern. Shit.

“Speak to me? As in “my name
is, and I want to do you, once.” That kind of speak?” Her bitter
tone nearly masked the sadness.

“Oh, Amy. I’m sorry. What is it
with men? Don’t any of them want a relationship?”

“Depends on what kind, I guess.
You know it’s me. I just attract the wrong kind. No surprise.” She
shrugged and poured another glass, no longer tracking well. Viva
the mind numbing agent of alcohol. “Let’s just suck these back and
enjoy the show. There’s always B.O.B. for those one-nighters.”

“It’s not you,” Sandra
whispered fiercely. “You have to stop thinking that way.”

Amy shook her head and Sandra
shut up, knowing better than to fight a losing battle at that
moment. Not that her friend wouldn’t take up the cudgels tomorrow,
and the next day… They turned their attention to the stage,
ignoring Lorraine’s tears and recriminations until Noreen touched
Sandra’s arm. “Lor’s had enough for the night and we have to work
tomorrow. We’ll take her home. Sorry to put a damper on your
birthday, Amy.”

“Not to worry. It was nice of
you to come.” She wondered if she’d see Lorraine again. Tonight had
ended in a spate of pain for the other woman, and Amy felt like
she’d goaded her. Seeing as Julie and Noreen were tight with her,
they might not like Amy, either. But they all smiled sweetly at one
another and each took one of Lorraine’s elbows to help her up.
Weaving a path to the door, they vanished from sight. It occurred
to Amy that it might look as if the other women had left to pare
down the field—two men, two women. Shit.

Sandra must have thought the
same thing. “Wanna go?”

Hell, no. It was her birthday.
Besides she was a little afraid to stand, would probably fall on
her ass. “In a bit.”

The lights flickered and an
enormously broad man strode onto the stage. It was constructed in a
half circle to allow for the placement of the different apparatus
and stage sets. Blood-red draperies, hanging in swathes, created a
sensuous backdrop, optimally displaying naked flesh. Two huge
television screens flanked either side, allowing patrons in the
back a good view of the entertainment, and there were a variety of
different lighting systems to be utilized. It reminded Amy of the
stages in Vegas, and she fought the nostalgia, because other
memories inevitably followed. While able to manage them now, there
was no sense in being triggered and totally ruin her evening.

The MC wasn’t that tall, maybe
up to her shoulder, but obviously fit, with muscles on muscles. His
leather pants strained to contain tree trunk legs, and his bare
chest shone beneath the spot light. “If all of you are sufficiently
loosened up for the evening, it’s the volunteer section of the
entertainment. Looking for a woman, one who’s never been on the
stage before. Can’t be falling down drunk. Lowered inhibitions is
okay because we won’t be pushing boundaries—at least not too
much.”

Laughter coursed through the
room, full of anticipation and arousal. Amy shivered. It was
her birthday and there’d been no cake and no present. Fuck
Dean Chambray.

“Clothing’s optional, but okay
for this demonstration. Master Eric is going to restrain the
volunteer—” Another man stalked forward to join the MC, also clad
in leathers, blond hair caught back in a ponytail, Nordic features
reminding Amy of that guy from the Thor movie. He didn’t cut as
imposing a figure as say, Dean Chambray, but he wasn’t bad, oiled
and sculpted chest gleaming under the lights. Not bad at all. She
swallowed another gulp of her drink.

“—restrain the volunteer on
this bed,” the MC continued, “and use this interesting implement to
sensitize her skin.” He held up what appeared to be a pizza cutter,
only smaller. Everyone seemed to strain forward to get a good look.
Amy missed what he labelled it, but she knew she’d read about it.
“Whoever takes her home will be glad she volunteered.”

Amy shifted in her chair and
Sandra gave her a warning glance. “Don’t. Why would you set
yourself up?”

“Maybe because it’ll be a
lesson, Sandra. Teach me not to want what I can’t have. I’ll be
going home tonight alone, and won’t forget how I let my hormones
get away from me with that man.”

“You don’t know that you won’t
have something special someday, Amy! You don’t. Give it some
time.”

“Nope. It’s my birthday.” She
raised her hand when the MC asked again for a volunteer, having
rejected all the previous applicants.

“Ah, the blonde in the corner.
If you can navigate your way up on stage…”

Amy was up and moving, ignoring
Sandra’s final plea. Calling on her strong center, the one that saw
her through over the years, she made her way to the dais, threading
through the tables. She was past tipsy, probably having imbibed
close to a pitcher of her favorite tipple in a short period of
time, carried forward on a wave of misplaced rebellion. Dumbing her
intelligence down. And fuck Dean Chambray again, too. She was still
lucid enough to want this.

The MC offered his hand once
she mounted the stairs, and she took it, trying hard not to use it
for balance and give her altered state away. His hand cupped her
chin and he stared up into her eyes searchingly, speaking in a low
voice. “I’ve seen you here before, girl. So you figured to try it
this time? But you’ve had a lot to drink.”

“It’s my birthday.” She pulled
her hand from his and waited for him to decide.

“What’s your name and who are
you here with?”

“My friend, Sandra.”

“Your name!” She
responded to the authority in his voice and her addled wits cleared
more than a trifle. God, there was nothing like a self-assured,
confident man.

“Amy.”

“I’ll take her as my
volunteer.” The other Dom moved in, his blue eyes assessing, cold.
Amy shivered and tried to regroup. “It’s only sensitizing and I’ll
avoid the real erogenous zones.”

Still, the MC hesitated as the
audience murmured and grew restive. “Okay. But I’ll be watching,
Eric. And you, Amy, if you want it to stop you say red and it’s
over. Got it?”

“I do.” Like, do you take this
man to be—Amy swallowed a giggle, now stupidly nervous.

“Will you remove your
clothes?”

Clothes. Hadn’t thought that
through. She hesitated.

“Leave your underwear on.” Eric
didn’t seem to be the type who negotiated, so she figured she would
accommodate him. Her bathing suits revealed more than her boy
shorts and bra. Wait. Was she wearing pretty underwear? This time a
giggle did escape and Eric unexpectedly smiled. “It’ll be fine,
Amy.”

The MC smiled, too, and left
them to it. The lights dimmed and Eric had her sit on the bed,
tugging off her shoes, then helping her with the tight jeans as she
hitched up her hips to pull them down. Her shirt floated away and
over her head and the coolness of the fans above the stage made her
skin rash out in goosebumps and her nipples bead.

“If you’ll just shift up to lie
on the bed, Amy. Do you want a blindfold? The live feed will be
shown on the screens.”

For an instant she panicked. A
video. Shit. While she’d been historically able to dissociate from
her body—from anything unpalatable happening to her—pictures would
make it all too real if they got out there.

Immediately soothing her with
his voice and a gentle stroke on her arm, Eric whispered, “We don’t
make copies for any reason and the lighting makes it pretty hard
for anybody to tape it, and there’s no cell service in this room.
The blindfold will heighten the sensation, though, and provide
anonymity.”

“Why me?” She whispered back,
having puzzled out that the MC would have likely turned her down
because he’d recognized how much she had imbibed.

“If you enjoy this, maybe you
and I can see where it leads.”

Amy liked the sound of it. Eric
looked cold and dominant, but he’d already accommodated her
boundaries and was suggesting things to her. Not telling
her. Not suggesting a one off. Not like—she shut it down and
nodded. A soft piece of fabric slipped over her face and settled
across her eyes as the lights came up again, the elastic resting
above and behind her ears to snug it into place. She took a deep
breath and began to sink into that space she’d constructed for
herself at an early age. Safe, separate and far away.

Vaguely feeling Eric stretch
first one arm, then the other out to her sides to be secured in a
firm but non constrictive way, she didn’t bother to test the
restraints. She’d been at the club often enough to know that utmost
care was taken on this stage, the breach of the rules about
excessive alcohol consumption notwithstanding. Knowing people were
watching would normally have caused her some anxiety, but the
blindfold gave the impression of being alone with someone who
understood what she needed. Eric certainly knew this gig. When her
ankles were restrained in a similar manner, maybe shoulder width
apart, her arousal spiked, already awakened by that kiss in the
other club. She sighed and drifted, refusing to think about Dean
Chambray watching. Refusing to acknowledge it was his attention
making her wet.

A disembodied voice described
her position, like a starfish, and the alcohol fueled her libido.
Maybe being naked wouldn’t have been such a bad idea after all… A
press of a number of sharp yet painless tiny objects at her left
wrist took her focus, pulling her from her musings. Barely audible
squeaking sounds accompanied the dragging, pricking sensations as
the object worked past the heel of her hand and over her forearm,
up her bicep, slowing to make the curve up to her shoulder. Blowing
a breath past her lips, she tensed for the next movement, pulled
out of her drifting state.

“Shh. Relax and feel.” Eric’s
voice centred her and she sagged again, loose and compliant. The
little wheel continued its torturous journey, traversing the length
of her collar bone, pausing at the pulse in the hollow of her
throat. Her blood began to thrum in response. Down the other arm
and back, the sensation trickled over her rib cage. Not a tickle,
just firm enough to be sensuous. She moaned as her belly received
the attention next, little circles, then figure eights. Able to
visualize the path on her skin, entirely in the moment, she arched
slightly into the contact and it instantly ceased, returning only
when she relaxed and received. Training her.

Amy’s eyes fluttered opened
behind the blindfold. Eric’s voice was immediately at her ear.
“Tell me.”

“You’re training me.”

“Of course. That’s what I do.
Give in to it, Amy. It’s just for now.”

Not forever. Okay. She could do
this. She nodded.

The sensitizing of her legs was
indescribable. Even the arches of her feet cried out for more, more
of something beyond her ken, but more. As the wheel creaked
inexorably up to her breasts, the little teeth snagging the fabric
of her bra, the alarm bells rang again and she tensed. Eric
retreated, down over her belly to circle her navel, a sweet spot,
and she thought everyone could hear her verbal response as it
echoed in her ears. Over her hipbone to flirt inside one thigh, the
tender flesh quivering, the wheel glancing off her labia, pressing
… no.

“Red.”

Another press of the teeth,
inward and up, her clitoris straining for the touch.

“Red.” Louder. No way could
Eric miss it.

“You fucking heard her.” Not
the MC’s voice, although his even deeper one joined in, a harsh
whisper.

“Goddamn it, Eric! You’re
pushing her. You had her surrendering, you asshole, but you just
had to push it. Couldn’t you see it? No wonder subs don’t trust
you.”

Fingers efficiently loosened
her wrists while another set worked at her ankles.

“I didn’t hurt her. She’s
submissive.” Eric’s voice was defensive, if muted.

“You’re fired.” The rasp in
Dean’s voice mirrored the one she’d heard after he kissed her. He
was stoked.

“Who the fuck do you think you
are?”

The MC spoke quietly, but
firmly. “Part owner, Eric. Dean Chambray. Pack up your stuff and
get out.”

The blindfold was eased off and
Amy blinked up into a pair of molten silver eyes. She dragged her
gaze away and looked at the MC who grimaced apologetically. Eric
was nowhere to be seen. She noticed the lights were once again
dimmed in her location, brighter towards the front of the stage,
and realized no one could see the little tableau playing out.
Unless the camera was still on. She sat up quickly and tried to
scramble to her feet, foiled by a sense of light-headedness and
Dean Chambray’s hard hands.

“You’ll be on your ass,
sweetheart. Give it a minute while Lloyd finds your clothes.”

Shit. What on earth had she
been thinking? Oh, right. The margaritas had ruled her frontal
lobe. She acquiesced and accepted first her shirt, then her jeans
from Master Lloyd, the MC. Pulling her top on gave her a better
sense of control. She decided not to step into the jeans, but
pulled them on past each foot and up her legs, jackknifing her
bottom to get them up over her hips and zipped. Buttoned. Dean
tracked her every move. She could feel the weight of his eyes and
that sense of longing awoke. No.

“I’m sorry.” She spoke to
Master Lloyd.

“What for, girl? I made a bad
judgement call and let Eric compound it. Just don’t sue.”

A tiny laugh bubbled up.
“Hardly. A ton of people just saw me splayed out in my underwear on
a stage.”

“Did you like it? At least
until Eric didn’t respect your boundaries?” There was clinical
curiosity in Master Lloyd’s tone.

Shivering, Amy nodded. “Yes.
I’m not interested in doing it again, but I guess something like
that was on my bucket list.”

“Well then, it’s not a total
fuck up.” Master Lloyd nodded to her and walked away, closely
resembling that short guy from the Lord of the Rings. The one with
the axe. She wished he wouldn’t go and leave her alone with
Dean.

“I’ll take you home.” Not a
request, not an offer. Telling her.

“S’okay. My friend—”

“I’ll take her, too. My man
Enrico’s already with her, telling her to meet us in the parking
lot.”

“No! Sandra’s not going to take
some strange man’s word for it, telling her to leave without me.”
She tried to control her concern for Sandra, and who was this
Enrico? If he was anything like Dean…

He made an audible sound of
frustration and stepped away. Amy rubbed her arms to counteract the
crash of all those endorphins, the waning of the influence of the
booze. Lighter steps resonated on the stairs and Sandra hurried to
her, reaching to feel her pulse.

“They wouldn’t let me up here,
just dimmed the goddamn lights and played like it was the natural
ending of the demonstration but I knew different. Are you okay?”
Sandra stumbled with pronouncing demonstration, and she was
swearing, so she was still a little buzzed, but concerned,
nonetheless. Amy hurried to reassure her friend.

“I’m okay. Honestly. It was a
rush until the jerk pushed me and didn’t stop when I asked.”

Sandra looked at her
searchingly then tried to smile. “And on your birthday, too!”

They laughed together and Amy
pulled Sandra into an awkward hug. What a freaking night.

“Ready?” Shit. He hadn’t gone
away.

“We can get a cab.” Beside her,
Sandra nodded.

“I’ll take you. Think of it as
an apology on behalf of the club.” Dean’s attitude brooked no
argument, although his stance was deceptively relaxed. Amy could
sense the tension behind it, feel it, and she was too tired to
argue, worn down. And something else, something she wasn’t going to
acknowledge.

“Thanks.” The least she could
do was be gracious.

A younger, dark-skinned man,
intensely attractive in a dark-flashing eyes, white smile kind of
way, cupped Sandra’s elbow to escort her and her friend immediately
pulled away to walk independently. Amy emulated her and carefully
avoided any contact with Dean, who gave her a tight, knowing smile.
The walk to the parking lot, out the back way, took an eternity and
she was intensely aware of Dean’s bulk just behind her and to her
left. She felt both protected and anxious at the same time.

The night was warm with the
promise of rain licking over her senses but she shivered despite
the warmth—he was too close. Dean immediately responded and wrapped
her up, tucking her into his side, supporting her forward momentum.
His misinterpretation of her reaction worsened her weakness. The
asphalt felt spongy and yielding beneath her feet, and she tried
not to breathe in his scent, reacting to the surfeit of pheromones
he exuded. She felt incapable of resisting.

Clambering after Sandra into
the large back seat of a big, black truck, with Dean’s helping hand
far too close to her ass, it occurred to Amy they’d broken the
first commandment of personal safety. Don’t get in the vehicle.
Once you get into the vehicle, you’re toast. Or something like
that. And she’d dragged her friend into this mess. She really
wasn’t afraid, at least not of what usually happened in those
scenarios. She was terrified of her response to the man now
cranking the engine over, turning to ask for addresses. The strains
of some classic rock had Sandra raising her voice to be heard over
the music.

He dropped Enrico first, the
other man sketching a farewell, his eyes lingering on Sandra, who
didn’t acknowledge him. Amy made herself smile her goodbye. The
drive to her friend’s flew by and she cursed her slow brain for not
saying she lived with Sandra. It wasn’t too late. She could
stay with her friend. They lived just a mile or so apart, after
all. Amy had needed her space, her own independence but was glad to
find a little house to rent so close to Sandra’s. Sandra leaned to
her, speaking quietly.

“Stay with me tonight.”

That was such a good plan, Amy
naturally rejected it. The part of her that had made poor choices
all her freaking life raised its evil head, shoving her fear aside.
Risk taker. Self-fulfilling prophesier. “It’s okay, Sandra. I’ll
call you tomorrow.”

“Amy, honey, he’s—”

“Dangerous. I know. I do know.
I just need to see how this is going to play out. It feels
different.” Maybe her stupid self was wrong this time. Just like
she hoped every other time, although never with such intensity.

Sandra pressed her hand and
shrugged, the movement almost lost in the dark interior.

“Ladies.” They pulled into
Sandra’s driveway.

“Thanks.” Sandra pressed Amy’s
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