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      The Fight Club was born from a group of guys who work out together and spar together at the same gym where they practice mixed martial arts. When they aren’t working their day jobs or fighting opponents, these men spend their free time at the local club, Extreme. Follow each man and his journey to find the perfect life partner in The Fight Club.

      

      I hope you enjoy the first three books in this series!
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      To save her, he may have to break all the rules…

      

      Katy Marks has worked hard for years to make partner at her law firm. Unfortunately, one of the firm’s partners has been pressuring her for a date. She has no interest in sleeping her way up the corporate ladder, but he won’t take no for an answer, and he’s following her. His Lexus is in the parking lot of her uncle’s gym when she steps outside. In a split-second decision, she plasters herself to the sexy man leaning casually against the wall outside the gym.

      

      Rafe Wesson is stunned by one look at the woman so totally out of place at the gym. His plan is to casually run into her outside and ask her out. And then she catches him off-guard with a kiss that rocks his world.

      

      Katy isn’t Rafe’s type. She’s far too innocent. But two dates don’t dampen his desire. Rafe has personal rules against sleeping with a woman before she is fully informed about his preferences. However, Katy is persistent. She wants him, but he fears he’ll lose her when she finds out about his lifestyle.

      

      Rafe tries to step away from her, but he can’t ignore the unknown threat that haunts her, and time is running out. Someone wants Katy dead. And Rafe wants Katy...very much alive.
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      It only took one second. Not even an entire second. A quick glance to the left at the leggy woman in a tight skirt and Rafe found himself flat on the ground with a shiner that would pose a lot of questions from his clients for weeks.

      “God damnit, Rafe. What the hell?”

      Rafe Walker twisted onto his side before his vision cleared and popped back onto his feet. Nope. He hadn’t imagined her. And she was looking right at him, probably because he’d been laid out by his friend and sparring partner, Mason, as though he had no fighting abilities at all.

      Her bow-shaped mouth hung open as she stared at him wide-eyed for a heartbeat before jerking her gaze back to the ground in front of her to avoid a similar catastrophe of her own. In those heels he imagined she would need all her concentration to keep from sprawling out on the mats and equipment that made up the inside of the gym.

      “Rafe?”

      He heard Mason calling, but his ears were ringing, and it had nothing to do with the blow he’d taken to the jaw. His gaze remained locked on the sexy curls that bounced behind the woman following the owner, Joe Marks, to the back room.

      Who the hell was she? He’d never seen her here before. Hell, few women ever entered the testosterone-packed facility. And those who did, did so at their own risk.

      “A woman? You let yourself get pummeled by me to stare at a girl?” Mason chuckled. “I never thought I’d see the day.”

      Rafe turned his head back toward his friend, rubbing his jaw and opening it wide to work out the stiffness. Until that second, the pain hadn’t registered. Mason had clocked him below the eye, close enough to leave a nice blue circle and rattle his teeth at the same time.

      Instead of heeding his friend’s ribbing, Rafe glanced back at the office the goddess had entered. “Do you know who that was?”

      “I think it’s Joe’s niece.”

      “Niece? I didn’t realize Joe had any relatives in the area. I’ve never met any of them.” Rafe and Mason had been training at the gym for years. Rafe had never seen this woman coming or going.

      Rafe pulled off his gloves and wiped his forehead with a towel he’d flung over the fence before they’d started sparring. He wasn’t usually the kind of guy to get flustered over a woman. Never, actually. It had been a while since he’d been on a date. And longer since he’d been laid.

      Something about those tight curls and the way the woman stepped through the gym as though she might catch something if she touched anything had his cock harder than a two-by-four.

      Mason laughed again. “Man, I’ve never seen you like this.”

      Rafe turned around and whipped his towel at Mason, snapping his friend in the leg. “Like you never ogle a hot woman.”

      Mason shook his head. “Oh, I admit I do. It’s you who doesn’t usually take heed.”

      Rafe gathered his gloves, grabbed his water bottle, and opened the fence to exit the octagon.

      “So, I guess we’re done here?” Mason called after him, his voice still ringing with mirth.

      Rafe ignored him and headed for the shower. He prayed he could get cleaned up fast and be back out before the sexy, short skirt left. He wasn’t overly concerned about finding out who she was, but it would be much easier to find out from her himself rather than asking the owner for details. For all he knew, the man could wig out and tell Rafe nothing, especially if she was a relative or someone special to him.

      On the flip side, why not? Rafe was a good guy. Easy on the eyes. Hard working. Who wouldn’t want him dating their niece?

      It took him under fifteen minutes to clean up and get out of the locker room. He held his breath as he peeked into the back office and saw the finest ass he’d seen in forever leaning over Joe’s desk. A cold sweat broke out as he thought about running his hands over that pair of cheeks. If there was such a thing as fate, Rafe had been bitten by the lust fairy.

      Taking his time, he sauntered out the door and leaned back against the wall outside the gym. A black Lexus sat idling in the parking lot, catching his eye. No one he knew at the gym drove a Lexus and the driver was still inside. In fact the man sat facing him, staring, his eyes narrowed as though he were irritated Rafe would dare take up a position against the wall.

      Rafe hoped his dream woman would leave soon and alone. It was hot outside. Summer hadn’t officially begun, but Vegas was already sweltering. He could only stand idly against the side of the building for so long before he would melt. And the jackass staring at him was making him testy.

      Luckily, he got his wish. Soft laughter proceeded her exit. He hadn’t heard her voice yet, but he had no doubt it was her. There were no other women currently inside the gym. With the exception of a group of female fighters, few women ever entered Joe’s gym. Thank God. It kept Rafe from getting his face smashed in on a regular basis from not paying attention.

      Rafe crossed one ankle over the other and pretended to check his phone messages while he waited. Her sweet voice leaked out the door as someone held it open and she said her goodbyes. “Thanks, Uncle Joe. I’ll call you next week then?”

      “I’ll be here.”

      And then the waiting was over. The first thing Rafe saw was a tan sexy leg emerge into the sunshine. And the body that followed made his palms sweat.

      “Oh.” She set a hand on her chest, startled, as the door behind her closed with a snick. “You⁠—”

      “Sorry. Didn’t mean to scare you.” Rafe alternated his weight from one foot to the other.

      She stared at him for a moment and glanced over her shoulder. The running car engine must have grabbed her attention.

      Two seconds later she whipped her head back toward Rafe, stepped into the space between his legs, and entwined her arms around his neck. “Mind if I use you?” She didn’t wait for an answer. Before Rafe could wrap his mind around his good fortune, the pixie had tipped her head, leaned in, and planted a kiss on him that scrambled his brain. Not one to look a gift horse in the mouth, he set his hands on her lower back and held her tight as he deepened the kiss.

      God almighty. She tasted of mint and smelled like sunshine. He was vaguely aware of the Lexus speeding away but didn’t break contact with the woman’s soft lips to investigate.

      Finally, she pulled back. Her eyes were wide, her mouth open, wet from their kiss, and she gasped for air. “Shit.” She stepped back. “You can kiss.” She touched her mouth with her fingers as though ensuring it was still there.

      Rafe smiled. “Thank you. Um, I don’t know what to say. Rafe Walker.” He held out his hand in the narrow space between them. “Can’t complain about meeting a gorgeous woman in that fashion.”

      The woman smiled, awkwardly shaking his hand with her head tipped to one side and her eyes narrowed. She pointed toward the door with her free hand. “You’re the one who got punched in the face.” Her gaze landed on his left eye.

      “The one and only. I got distracted.” He smiled. “But not as distracted as I am now.”

      She blushed, her face turning a deep shade of red before her mouth turned up in a beautiful grin. “Sorry.” She jerked her hand back as though suddenly realizing it had been in his grip longer than strictly necessary. Her stance went from controlled to slightly nervous, her fists gripped at her sides, her legs shifting back and forth.

      “And you are?”

      “Oh. Right. Katy.”

      “Katy.” He tried the name out, liking how it suited her. “I’ve never seen you here before.”

      “Yeah. I’ve never been here before.” She stepped back a pace and twisted to look behind her. He glanced down at her high heels, black pumps that made her shapely bare legs go on for miles. The day it became fashionable for women to stop wearing hose was a fine day indeed for men everywhere. “My uncle is the owner,” she said as she turned back to him.

      So it was true. She was his niece. Where had she been all these years? “Ah. Joe. Good guy.”

      “What are you standing out here for?” She glanced around again, rubbing her arms as though spooked.

      He narrowed his gaze. “Waiting on you. I was trying to think of a nice ice breaker before I asked you out, but I never came up with anything as clever as what you had planned.”

      She startled and gasped. “What? That? No.” She shook her head. “You have it all wrong.” She pointed behind her. “The asshole in the Lexus is stalking me. I wanted to fend him off.”

      Rafe’s smile faltered. Stalker? “All right then. Glad I could be of assistance.” He stepped forward to make sure the Lexus was indeed gone and not lurking around the corner. Nothing. “Is it serious? Are you in danger?”

      “No.” She shook her head. “At least I don’t think so. But man, is he persistent.”

      “I’ll say. Following a woman and waiting for her out front is hardly what I would call innocuous.”

      She smiled, the act lighting up her face.

      “Do you live nearby?”

      She paused a moment. “Are you hitting on me?” Her mouth turned up on one side and she cocked a hip, some of her confidence returning after he’d startled her with his presence.

      “Yes.” No sense lying about it. “I mean, I fully intended to before you hit on me first. I’m still not sure what to think of that. Do you always kiss like that? I mean I’m not complaining. In fact, I’m intrigued. If that’s how you kiss when you don’t know the guy, how do you react when you’re really into him?”

      She ignored his question. “I’m flattered. Really, but⁠—”

      “Don’t finish that,” he interrupted. “You don’t know me. I get that. But, before you judge, how about you join me for a cup of coffee? What can it hurt?” He held his breath as he put the ball in her court. Then he thought to add a few more details. “If you’re worried about your safety, Joe can vouch for me.” He pointed at the gym over his shoulder. “I’ve known him for years.”

      She shook her head. “God, no. That would be mortifying. It’s not that, it’s⁠—”

      He interrupted again. “Just coffee. That’s all I’m asking. You do consume beverages, right?”

      She giggled, a shaky short noise that rang out for a moment. “Are you always this persuasive?”

      “When I need to be, yes.” Inside, he thought he might faint. He prayed he was exuding confidence on the outside.

      Katy glanced at her watch. “I don’t have much time.”

      “I don’t need much.” He stepped closer. She was going to go with him. There was indeed a God.

      “Are you always this cocky?”

      “No. I’ve never done anything like this in my life. Honest truth.” He set a hand on his chest. He wasn’t kidding about that. He’d never approached a woman so brazenly and put himself out there, but if ever there was a time and place, it was here and now. “But I’ve also never been approached by a stranger and mauled against the wall.” He grinned.

      Katy tucked a lock of hair behind one ear, the strand immediately falling back across her cheek, mocking her with its unruly perfection. “I didn’t ‘maul’ you. It was a kiss. And it worked. That jackass left.”

      She looked slowly up and down his frame as though assessing a prized pig for purchase. “Okay. One drink.” She shook her head as he held out his arm for her to grab the crook of his elbow. “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she muttered.

      “Shall we take my truck and come back for yours?”

      “I’m not that crazy.” Her breath hit his neck from close range and he wished he could lean in and inhale her scent, but that would chase her out of his arm in a heartbeat. “I’ll follow you. I don’t need Uncle Joe coming out here later and finding my car still in the lot. He’d have a coronary.”

      “Good point. There’s a coffee shop around the corner. Follow me.” He reluctantly released her as he approached the only car in the lot that had to belong to her. For one thing, he came here to work out with Mason nearly every Saturday morning, so he knew every vehicle that rested in that lot regularly. For another thing, there wasn’t a man inside who drove a candy-apple red Honda Accord. Practical to a T.

      She didn’t comment on his precision. Instead she reached into the purse swung over her shoulder and pulled out a key fob. When she’d unlocked the doors, Rafe opened hers for her and held her forearm as she entered the car.

      Holy mother of God, those legs… Those thighs… He had to lick his lips to keep them from going completely dry thinking about how many inches existed between the edge of her short skirt and her pussy. He stifled a moan. The surest way to chase her off would be to openly lust after her before they left the parking lot.

      She raised an eyebrow as she settled in her seat. “We won’t make if very far if you’re going to stand there holding the door.”

      Shit. He lifted his hands and stepped away so she could close the door herself. With his luck, he’d pinch her finger in the door the way his was currently shaking.

      As she backed out, he turned toward his truck, never more nervous than how he felt right then…hoping she didn’t change her mind and bail on him before they left the lot.
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      Katy Marks gripped the steering wheel with both hands. “What the hell are you thinking?” she asked herself out loud. She looked again into the rearview mirror and then back at the fancy silver truck in front of her. She had to admit she was surprised at the vehicle her would-be suitor drove. His truck was a newer model and decked out.

      She knew very little about this man and had no idea why she’d agreed to this farce. It could go nowhere. Something about him had drawn her in from the moment she’d seen him in the ring. Even all sweaty and hard at work punching some guy, he had sex appeal she couldn’t deny. And since when did she notice something like that? Never.

      She was a practical woman. She hadn’t pulled herself through college on a shoestring budget and then graduate school so she could fall for a random guy who spent his time being used as a punching bag in some strange boxing sport. Mixed martial arts. That’s what her uncle had called it.

      It made her shiver. She’d heard of the sport, but she’d never watched it on television or seen it before. When she’d first arrived at the gym, she’d taken a deep breath, expecting the inside to smell like a locker room. It had. That much was true. But what she hadn’t anticipated was for the first hunk she laid eyes on to take her breath away and leave her struggling to walk in a straight line toward the back office.

      Convenient, since that bastard Jonathan Stewart had followed her to her uncle’s gym. The audacity of the man. When she’d walked outside and found him sitting in his car in the lot, she’d done the first thing she could think of. She’d only intended to pretend to make out with the hunk against the wall, but the moment her lips landed on his, a fire had lit inside her that wouldn’t abate and still hadn’t.

      Katy shook the thought from her head and stared at the truck turning into a parking lot in front of her. She could keep driving straight and go on with her life. That’s what the normal Katy would do. The one who wasn’t under some sort of trance.

      Her fingers turned white as she gripped the steering wheel tighter, holding her breath as she pondered her choices in the last few moments before she would have to commit. Turn left and follow Rafe to the coffee shop? Or head straight and release the air from her lungs, having recouped at least one brain cell?

      She never did things like this. Why on earth was she having coffee with a man she didn’t know? Because he’s the first man you’ve ever kissed that made your toes tingle.

      So, left it is.

      When she exited her car, she found Rafe already standing at her door. Persistent man.

      He nodded toward the entrance. “Shall we?”

      She smiled as she followed him toward the front door. He made interestingly intellectual word choices for an MMA fighter. Maybe he wasn’t just a pretty face…and chest…and biceps…

      She ducked under his arm as he held the door open and as they stood staring up at the menu, he set his hand on her lower back. Her knees wobbled. His touch was so intimate and perfect. To the innocent bystander it would appear they’d known each other for years.

      “May I help you?” asked the barista.

      “I’ll have a low fat latte, please.” She turned toward Rafe. “Shall we go Dutch?”

      He narrowed his eyes and shook his head. “I invited you. Of course not.” He leaned over her shoulder and ordered. “Same for me please, but whole milk.”

      After Rafe paid for their drinks and picked them both up, he followed her to a small table in one corner. It was late morning. But for a Saturday the place was surprisingly not very crowded.

      Katy added sweetener to her drink and stirred the steaming liquid slowly.

      “So, why have you never been to the gym before?” he asked.

      She lifted her gaze. “Not really my scene.”

      “You never told me where you live. Close?”

      “Not far. About fifteen minutes.” She didn’t think it prudent to tell him every detail about herself so quickly, even if he did kiss like a sex god.

      He grinned at her and nodded. “Okay, that’s fair. You don’t know me. I’m glad you wouldn’t give out personal information to some stranger. Even one you plastered yourself to in a game of tonsil hockey before introducing yourself.” He smirked jovially.

      Embarrassment flooded her again, bringing a warm flush to her face and neck. “Yeah, about that…”

      “Hey, don’t apologize. I enjoyed myself thoroughly.” He leaned forward and she found herself drawn to him instead of pulling back. “So tell me about this guy who was waiting outside for you. That doesn’t seem copacetic.”

      “Yeah, it’s not.” She turned her mug around in circles with both hands. The steam told her it was still too hot to drink. “I don’t know. I was hoping I was imagining things. But he followed me to the gym? What the hell is that?” She shivered, her entire body shaking.

      “Where do you know him from?”

      “Work.”

      “You work with that guy?”

      “Yep.” She sat back, taking a deep breath. “It’s a long story.”

      “It better end with a call to the police if some asshole from your office follows you around.” He furrowed his brow, leaning farther forward and clearly waiting for her to elaborate.

      She shook her head. “Can we discuss something else? Anything else? I don’t want to spend my weekend thinking about my coworker. He isn’t worth it.”

      Rafe paused. For a moment she didn’t think he would drop the subject, but then he exhaled and took a sip of his coffee. “Okay, so where do you work?”

      She raised an eyebrow at that question. She had no intention of giving this guy so much information. Plus she rather enjoyed his company and he would undoubtedly stop looking at her in that same confident way if she told him what she did for a living. “Maybe this was a bad idea.”

      “Coffee? Hell no. It was a great idea.” He dropped the current line of questioning and glanced at the ceiling. “You’re an interesting woman, Katy. I’m intrigued. My curiosity is piqued. You waltz into the gym where your uncle works dressed as though you’re about to go on trial on a Saturday morning. You have a stalker that follows you around. And you kiss strangers without a thought in the world with all the passion of a submissive who hasn’t been granted the privilege of an orgasm for weeks.”

      Her eyes shot wide and she swallowed hard at those last words. What the…?

      He chuckled. “What? I’ve rendered you speechless?”

      He had indeed. She couldn’t follow that last part. “First of all, I’m dressed like this because I had to go into the office before I came here. Second of all, I’m sure the man is harmless, just misguided. I’d hardly call him a stalker. And third…well, I’ve never kissed anyone like that out of the blue in my life. I told you I was borrowing you to get my coworker off my ass. If I’m lucky, it worked.” She grinned.

      He pushed his mug aside and set his elbows on the table. “What about that last part?”

      “What last part?” She knew exactly what he was referring to and she hated that he was trying to goad her into questioning his weird choice of words. Her fingers shook pondering his phrase. A submissive who hasn’t been granted the privilege of an orgasm for weeks. What the hell did that mean? She squeezed her legs together, imagining what he was referring to and wishing with her entire body he would show her.

      “You’re squirming.” His smile was getting on her nerves.

      She stilled. She hadn’t realized her legs were jiggling under the table. Both of them. “I am not.”

      He didn’t comment on that lie. Instead he sat back, looking far more relaxed than she felt. “Go out with me.” He didn’t ask. He told. “On a date. A real date. You can pick the location and I’ll meet you there if you want.”

      She paused. “Why would I do that?”

      “Because you’re curious and I make you want.”

      She gasped. He was so blunt. And so damn accurate. Her pussy clenched. She squeezed her legs tighter. She couldn’t very well argue either point with him. He was too astute for her fibs. She was curious as hell about his story and she wanted to kiss those plump lips again more than she’d ever wanted a man’s mouth on her. She stared at his lips, watching as he licked them.

      Had he done that on purpose? She jerked her gaze to his eyes. They twinkled with mirth.

      “Tonight,” he said with all the confidence in the world.

      She had nothing planned for tonight or any other Saturday in the near future, but she didn’t need him to know that. It made her look desperate. Available. “I’m busy.”

      “Get unbusy.”

      She inhaled sharply. He was so…demanding. That was the word for it.

      “I’ll meet you at that new movie theater on Fifth Street that has dinner with the show. Seven? I’ll let you pick the movie.” He waited.

      She hesitated, but he didn’t interrupt her thoughts this time. Surely the man would only employ so much begging before it became weird. Wait, was he begging? No. Not really. He was actually bossy. And she liked it.

      Every date she’d had in the last several years had been too wishy-washy. A man who couldn’t make a decision managed to turn her off in less than an hour. Where do you want to go? What do you want to do? It was exhausting.

      As crazy as this was, at least Rafe intrigued her on a level she’d never felt. “Okay. I’ll go.” What harm could it do to agree? If she got cold feet later, she could always bow out. It wasn’t like he could find her. She’d given him no information about where she lived or worked. The only connection he had to her was through her uncle. And she could easily call the man and tell him to keep his lips shut.

      But you won’t.
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      Rafe parted ways with the sexy mysterious Katy in the parking lot. It had taken every ounce of willpower to keep his hands and mouth to himself. After all, he’d already tasted those sweet lips and he’d longed to do it again.

      Instead he’d walked her to her car, glanced around to make sure she wasn’t being followed and considered following her himself to make sure she got home safely. But then he realized that would make him no different from the guy already following her.

      And what the hell was that all about? He didn’t like it.

      As he showered and got ready that evening, he literally shook. What if she didn’t show? He’d been hard all day remembering her face, those glorious curls, the deep brown of her eyes. He had it bad and it had been a long time since a woman made him want like this.

      He still had so many hurdles to jump before he could have her in his arms again. And he would wait, albeit impatiently. But it wasn’t like him to go too far with a woman before she was aware of his tastes in sex. It wasn’t fair to the woman. He hadn’t kissed a woman like Katy had kissed him without laying all his cards on the table first in years.

      And the unfortunate part was now that he had, he ached to do so again. For him that was out of order. His body remembered her touch. Had memorized it in fact. The way she leaned into him left nothing to the imagination. She had nestled between his legs and wrapped her dainty arms around his neck as though they were long-time lovers. Her sweet tongue had entered his mouth without waiting for invitation.

      Why? She hadn’t needed to go that far to prove a point to the man in the Lexus. She could have snuggled up close to Rafe and pretended to be kissing him. But that’s not what she did. She’d put her entire body into the act as though starving for more.

      Maybe she was.

      Rafe could only hope as he parked his truck at the theater and headed to the entrance. He glanced around the busy lobby when he entered, seeing no sign of Katy. He chose to take up a post next to the front doors, stuffing his hands in the pocket of his khakis to keep from fidgeting. He felt like a teenager on his first date. So unlike him.

      He was early, having arrived at about six forty-five. As he waited, he considered what he would do if she didn’t show. The thought weighed heavily on his mind all afternoon. He’d like to think he would let her go. Leave it alone. She was entitled to her choice. But the reality was he was already mentally invested in her and he didn’t think he could do it.

      He pictured stepping into Joe’s office Monday and begging the man for information about his niece. It wasn’t pretty. Joe would have a field day. Rafe cringed.

      The worrying was for naught though, because at that moment Katy appeared, stepping through the front door, head high, scanning the lobby. When she saw him, she smiled and stepped his way.

      At first his gaze was plastered to her face. Relief swept through his body and his shoulders relaxed from a tense position he hadn’t been aware of until that moment. Her big brown eyes twinkled as she approached, her glorious curls still loose like this morning and bouncing around her shoulders. He imagined if he were to pull one to its full length he would find her hair to be much longer than it appeared.

      He swallowed as he imagined doing that, threading his fingers in her hair and tugging the locks until she tipped her head up to him. Deep breaths. Patience.

      As she got closer, he took in the rest of her. She was marginally more casual than the business attire she’d been wearing that morning. Instead of a matching ensemble of expensive dress clothes, she wore a sexy black dress and matching heels.

      The average patron of the theater wasn’t dressed half as stylishly as Katy, and he was glad he’d chosen khakis instead of jeans. If he could bring himself to take his eyes off her, he was sure he would find men doing double takes in her direction all over the room. She was stunning. And she didn’t realize it.

      “Hi,” she said as she reached him.

      He smiled and leaned in to kiss her cheek, allowing himself that one small foray into her personal space so he could at least inhale her scent and hang on to that small gesture for the next several hours. “Mmm, you smell fantastic.” He hadn’t meant to say that. It slipped out unbidden.

      She giggled. “Not sure I’ve ever heard that line as an introduction on a first date.”

      “Technically it’s more like a second date. And since we’ve already made it to second base before the first date, it seems appropriate.” He took her hand and led her to the bar.

      “I’ve never been here.”

      “You’ll love it. Full service theater. We can get a drink, order dinner, and sit in the bar area while we wait for our movie to seat. Do you know what you want to see?”

      She glanced over her shoulder at the full wall of listings behind her. “I don’t know what’s playing. It’s been a while since I’ve been to the movies.”

      Rafe picked an open bar table small enough for two and held her arm until she was seated on the high stool and then took his own. A waitress stepped up almost immediately. “Good evening. I’m Melanie. Can I get you anything to start?” She looked at Katy.

      “I’ll have a pinot grigio. The house is fine.”

      “And for you, sir?” The waitress turned to face him.

      “A beer would be great.” He scanned the selection on the list in front of him and pointed to a light beer on tap.

      “Be right back,” the waitress said as she turned to walk away.

      Rafe glanced over Katy’s shoulder. “Did you lose the unwanted stalker, or did he follow you to the theater tonight also?”

      She chuckled. “God I hope not. I’ve about had it with him.”

      Rafe was uneasy about the bastard. He couldn’t shake it from his mind and wanted more details even if Katy didn’t want to discuss it. “Does he follow you everywhere?”

      “Not usually. But he is persistent and used to getting his way. I don’t think women usually turn him down. But good looks, money, nice cars, and a penthouse with a view aren’t always what turns a girl on.”

      “What does?” He leaned forward. Inches separated them. “Turn you on, I mean,” he added in what he hoped was a sultry whisper.

      Katy’s face flushed and she smirked, glancing down to fidget with the napkin wrapped around silverware resting on the table. “Wouldn’t you like to know?”

      Rafe sat back. Ah, so this isn’t going to be easy. God he loved a challenge.

      “Touché. Nevertheless, the guy followed you. Please tell me that freaks you out a little.” Because it freaks me out a lot.

      “Yeah, we were working on the same project this morning. We left at the same time. He asked me out for the tenth time. I turned him down. And he said he wanted to make sure I got home safely. Yada yada yada.” She lifted her gaze. “I didn’t think he would really go so far as to follow me, and I’m not sorry I chose to go visit my uncle this morning. At least he knows I have people in my corner who work out, and as a bonus I hope he thinks I have a serious boyfriend now.” She tipped her head to one side as she finished, exposing her neck.

      Rafe wanted to run his tongue up the line of muscle to her ear. Would she shiver? “I feel so used.” He set his hand on his heart in a mock gesture of hurt.

      “I bet you do. I could tell it was painful for you.”

      The waitress arrived with their drinks. “Have you had a chance to look over the menu?”

      Rafe picked up the thick laminated card in front of him. “No. Sorry. Give us a minute?”

      “Sure. I’ll be back.”

      He turned to Katy. “Please tell me you eat.”

      “Starving.” She grabbed the other menu and perused it while he watched. He’d order the burger. It was an easy selection and didn’t require much thought. As Katy stared at the menu, Rafe stared at Katy. Nice view. She was small but fit. He liked that. Her arms were bare this evening. Her black dress was modest but fitted and cut low enough that he could glimpse her cleavage and watch the rise and fall of her chest.

      When she lifted her gaze and caught him staring, she shook her head. “I have a brain, you know. It’s up here.” She tapped her temple with one finger as she teased him.

      “I’m aware of that. I can tell by your stance you’re sharp and hardworking. Even if you haven’t told me what you do for a living. You’re confident and you hold your head high. I like that. The fact that you’re also sexy as hell is icing on the cake.”

      She paused. “Thank you. I think.”

      The waitress returned at that moment and took their orders. Katy ordered a chicken and pasta dish, and he was glad she hadn’t ordered a salad.

      “We could have eaten in the theater, but I figured we could eat first and then choose a late movie. Is that okay?”

      “Sounds good.” She hedged a moment and then continued. “Okay, you go first. What do you do when you aren’t getting punched in the face?” She winced as she stared at the bruise under his left eye, compliments of her early entrance into the gym this morning.

      “I’m an accountant.”

      She smiled. “So not just a pretty face on a jock’s body.”

      “Nope. Sorry to disappoint you. I’m a corporate tax preparer.”

      “And do you enjoy it?”

      “Usually. Except when it’s April.” He laughed. “Your turn.” He leaned forward and took both her hands. “What does the gorgeous lady do for a living?”

      She hesitated. “I’m an attorney.”

      He raised an eyebrow. He’d imagined something fancy considering her choice of apparel, but she impressed him more than expected. “Awesome. And do you enjoy it?” he repeated.

      “Usually. Except when it’s April and some damn accountant proves one of my clients has been cheating the system.” She giggled. He loved that sound.

      “So this guy you work with. Is he also a lawyer?”

      She rolled her eyes. “Partner. It’s a man’s world. A woman still has to fight to be taken seriously in the field of law. If I want to make partner one day, I have to play by the rules of the firm. And the rules that apply to the men aren’t the same as the ones I must obey.”

      “Are you shitting me?” He squeezed her hands, noticing they were a bit cold. “Can’t you go to human relations and file a complaint?”

      “Only if I want to stay at the bottom of the totem pole for the rest of my career.”

      “That doesn’t seem right.” He swallowed past the foul taste in his mouth. Thoughts of some asshole hitting on her every day and her having to endure it made him stiffen.

      She shrugged. “Nobody said the game was going to be played fairly. I knew that when I went to law school and I knew it well when I chose to work for this particular firm.” She paused. “It’s not quite as bad as you’re imagining. Normally I don’t see the man. It’s a large firm. All the associates know he’s a player. It’s not illegal, mind you, just unprofessional. Some women choose to sleep their way to the top and others choose to ignore his advances. I’m one of the latter.”

      “God, I hope so. Glad I don’t have to sleep with any of the accountants to get to the top.” He shivered. “There are some really nerdy people in my line of work.”

      She pulled her hand free and took a drink of her wine. “You aren’t one,” she stated matter-of-factly.

      Score one for the good guys. Two points in his favor if she didn’t think he was a dork yet.

      “So, what’s his name?”

      “Who? The partner at my firm?”

      “Yes.” Rafe stared at her.

      She opened her mouth but then shut it quickly. After a pause she spoke. “I’m not going to tell you. You’d probably go all he-man on me and show up at his door with fists flying.”

      Rafe chuckled. “True. Might be better to keep that detail to yourself.”

      The waitress arrived with their food and they both sat back to make room.

      “Smells good,” she commented. She grabbed a fork and twisted pasta onto the tines. The rising steam indicated it would be very hot. She must have decided so also, because she blew on the first bite and touched it tentatively with her tongue before tasting the small morsel.

      “Good?” he asked.

      “Delicious.”

      They settled into comfortable chit chat as they ate, commenting on the food and the ingenuity of a movie theater that served dinner.

      “So, what movie do you want to see?” Rafe asked as they took their second drink with them and headed to get tickets. “Romance? Comedy? Action? Horror?”

      She glanced at him for a moment and then back at the board. “You did say I could choose.”

      “That I did.” He sipped his beer as he watched her decide.

      “Let’s go with the comedy. Can I get the tickets since you paid for dinner?”

      “Nope. But nice try.” He pulled out his wallet and stepped up to the next available employee.

      Ten minutes later they were seated in the theater and the lights were dimming. Rafe clasped her small hand in his on the arm rest between them and proceeded to hold it during the entire film. Most of his concentration was on her—her reactions to the movie, the way she laughed with her entire body, the way her hair fell across her face and she continually tucked it behind her ear, though it mocked her, refusing to stay put.

      God, he wanted this woman. Was there a chance in hell she could fit into his world? Not the business man by day or the MMA fighter by evening, but the Dom by night.

      Every time he pictured her spread out beneath him, perhaps strapped to the corners of his bed, his cock grew stiffer. She had such passion. And man could she kiss. She could let loose and really enjoy herself. She worked hard and played hard.

      He wanted nothing more than to make her come screaming, his mouth dragging out multiple orgasms from her pussy while she writhed beneath him. Her skin would be splotchy and pink from arousal. Would her mouth hang open as she tipped over the edge? God how he wanted to hear her scream with pleasure.

      He closed his eyes several times, envisioning what it would be like the first time he pressed his cock into her.

      He glanced down at her lap when she crossed her legs again. She’d switched them a dozen times. He prayed he made her crave his touch. One hurdle at a time. If he left her this evening wanting more, he would have done his job.

      When the movie ended, he set his arm on her lower back as they exited the theater. She shivered in the cooler night air as she led him to her car, her arms crossed in front of her. “I should have worn a sweater.”

      He was glad she hadn’t.

      Katy leaned against the door to her car, facing him. “I had fun. Thank you.”

      He touched her nose with one finger. “Enough fun to go out with me again?”

      She nodded, smiling. “I think I could be persuaded.”

      “Maybe I could have your number this time?”

      “Perhaps.”

      He opened his phone and started a new contact. Then he handed it to Katy to input her number. As he stuffed it back into his pocket he leaned into her. He wanted to kiss her like she had kissed him that morning. But he wouldn’t. He made it a personal policy not to get too close to a woman before she knew his entire agenda. At least that way, if she turned him down, she wouldn’t regret anything between them.

      Hell, it was rare that he picked a vanilla woman from regular society to date in the first place. Most of the partners he met were members of the club he went to. It was easier that way. Any woman inside the building knew what she was getting into when she let him dominate her. What would Katy think of the place? Would she widen her eyes in horror or be as titillated as he suspected?

      He kissed her temple, lingering several seconds as her hair ticked his nose. And then he stepped back, breaking contact. “I’ll call you.”

      Her eyes bugged out when he stepped away. He didn’t let go of her gaze. He’d shocked her by not kissing her.

      “Okay,” she muttered. Her face spoke volumes though. She didn’t believe him. In fact, her shoulders slumped.

      His heart raced, but he tried not to let it show in his demeanor. She wanted him, or at least she wanted more from him. That was a good sign. If he let her ponder that for a few days, maybe the anticipation would build until she was more likely to give the real Rafe a chance.

      He waited until she’d opened the door with shaky fingers and turned on the car before he backed away and headed for his truck. As soon as he turned around he gave a silent fist pump.

      There was hope.
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      Katy drove home in a stupor. She could hardly remember getting from point A to point B. The best date of her life had ended abruptly without a hint of proposition. Not that she slept with men on the first date, or rounded the bases, but usually it was her experience that the decision not to do so came from herself. Calmly fending off premature advances was in the silent woman’s handbook on dating.

      She touched her mouth as she got ready for bed, staring into the mirror. He hadn’t kissed her again as she had him this morning, but she could still feel his lips as though they were there. She moaned. Why hadn’t he repeated the gesture?

      She knew he liked her. He’d held her hand and stroked her palm with his finger throughout the entire movie. She’d been only marginally able to concentrate on the flick with him staring at her from the side as though he adored her. When he’d left her in the parking lot without so much as a peck on the lips, she’d been stunned speechless.

      She’d craved his firm lips on hers since the moment she’d broken their first kiss in the morning. And the way he looked at her made her pussy clench. She’d never been so frustrated, and that had only been a first date…or second if you counted the coffee.

      Never. That’s when she last fell for a man as fast as she was falling for Rafe the boxing accountant. She vowed to research this MMA stuff in the morning and find out what it was all about.

      Geez, what was she thinking? Researching a sport she had no interest in for a man who may or may not call her again was ludicrous. But if he did, she would be ready.

      Katy took off her dress and draped it across the vanity chair. She stepped back into the bedroom of her condo and opened her lingerie drawer to grab a soft tank. She held it up, but at the last second dropped it to the floor, squirmed out of her panties and padded over to the bedside table to retrieve her vibrator.

      If Rafe Walker was going to leave her panting, she could at least bring herself to orgasm thinking about him. She lay down on the sheets, spread her legs wide, and flipped the switch on her vibrator to low. As pent-up as she was, she would come fast and hard, leaving herself needing more. Try as she might, she’d never managed to come twice, so she wanted to make it last.

      She closed her eyes as she set the dildo next to her clit and moaned. Her nipples ached to be touched. She lifted the vibrator to her chest and teased the tips of each nipple back and forth until they stood out as sharp peaks. She pinched one, hard, loving the sting that traveled down her spine at the sharp flash of pain.

      It still happened too fast for her taste. She knew in an instant she wouldn’t last when she set the pulsing rubber cock on her clit. She bucked into the sensation, picturing Rafe holding the vibrator. Would he do that sort of thing? He seemed like a man secure enough with himself to take charge in the bedroom. What she hated more than anything was a sexual partner who was afraid to think outside the box. Creativity won her favor.

      She moaned as she came, her clit pulsing. Seconds later she had to remove the direct contact before her nub protested the sensitivity. Gasping for air, though it had lasted just minutes, she left her legs spread open and dropped her arms to her sides.

      She breathed deeply for a while before rolling onto her side and setting the vibrator on the bedside table. She would wash it in the morning. She didn’t bother putting her panties and shirt on. Instead she enjoyed the sensitivity of her skin brushing against the high-thread-count sheets, pulling the blanket over her and falling asleep immediately.
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        * * *

      

      It seemed like only minutes before a noise yanked her from her sleep.

      She moaned as she rolled over and glanced at the clock. Nine? Was that possible? She hadn’t slept that late in years.

      The noise jarred her again. Ah, the doorbell.

      Shit. Jenna. They were supposed to run this morning. They usually met at the path at eight thirty.

      Katy leaped from the bed and grabbed her silk robe to have something to wrap around her as she dashed toward the front door. A quick glance in the peephole confirmed her friend’s arrival. She whipped the door open, out of breath. “I’m so sorry. I overslept.” She stepped back to allow Jenna entrance.

      Jenna raised an eyebrow as she entered. “You? Overslept?” She dropped her keys on the table next to the door and turned toward Katy with her hands on her hips. “How was the date?” She glanced up and down Katy’s frame as she spoke and then gasped, her eyes going wide and her hand covering her mouth. “Oh, shit. Is he here?”

      “No. Of course not.” Katy headed back to her bedroom with Jenna on her heels. “I don’t usually bring strange men home on the first date and sleep with them. When have you known me to do that?”

      “Ha,” Jenna said from behind her. “When have I known you to sleep until nine and then answer the door with a just-fucked look? Are you wearing anything under that robe?” Jenna chuckled.

      When Katy entered her room, she grabbed her running clothes from a drawer and headed to the bathroom to change. She didn’t comment on her nudity.

      As she changed, she listened to Jenna’s continued teasing banter from the bedroom. “Was he as good as you’d hoped?” And then she interrupted herself. “Shit, Katy. You left your vibrator out. God. That good?”

      Katy flushed to her toes. She dashed into the bedroom, grabbed the dildo from the table and headed back to the bathroom without glancing up. Lord, she was a mess.

      Jenna laughed harder. “Holy shit. He must be a winner. I’m so jealous.”

      “Yeah, well, don’t be,” Katy said as she returned. “He didn’t kiss me at the end of the date and he took my number but didn’t give me his.” She grabbed her cell phone from the table as she spoke and checked for missed calls or texts. Nothing.

      Jenna clapped her hands. “When is the wedding?”

      “Ha. I’ll be lucky if he asks me out again. Maybe my breath was bad or something yesterday morning. I mean who does that? A woman plasters herself to a guy against the wall and basically makes out with him before as much as a hello and then later he doesn’t give her a kiss good night? Ugh.” She glanced at the ceiling, threw her arms up, and then proceeded to find her shoes. “Let’s go for that run. I need to work off some nervous energy.”

      “I’ll say. But how exciting. He’ll call. Don’t worry. Who wouldn’t call you? You’re every man’s wet dream.”

      “Whatever.”

      “No. I mean it.” Jenna followed her from the bedroom as she spoke. “You’re cute, sexy, skinny, sophisticated, funny, professional. Shall I go on?”

      “No, please. Spare me. You’re not going to be able to keep me from stressing over this. Until he calls, I’m going to be a wreck.” Katy rolled her eyes as she opened the front door. “I’ll follow you?”

      “Sounds good.”

      As they drove to the park where Katy was supposed to have met Jenna in the first place, Katy obsessed over the fine ass she’d closely examined while walking behind Rafe. God, that man had muscles. Even his butt was rock hard. She would have liked to grasp it with both hands and tested it out, if he hadn’t been so damn chivalrous.

      When she reached the park, she glanced in the rearview mirror. Someone was right on her tail. “Dude, slow down,” she muttered. “This isn’t a race.” As she pulled into the parking lot, the car riding her ass did indeed slow, almost to a stop, but then it sped on by. Katy twisted her neck to look back. Weird.

      Now she was imagining things.

      The run was just what she needed. Jenna bombarded her with questions, claiming to live vicariously through Katy, and Katy groaned over the way Jenna visualized how the date had gone.

      When they parted ways, Jenna pointed at the park. “Next week then? Same time same place? Or will you be sleeping in then too? Perhaps not alone next time.” She giggled.

      “Ha ha. I’ll be here.” It was their standing weekly date. They’d been friends for years, since they’d met in college as roommates. They were both so busy during the week that the only time they were guaranteed to get together was Sunday mornings for their long run. If Katy could manage to get out of bed, that was.
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        * * *

      

      It was Wednesday before Katy finally got a text from Rafe. By then she’d given up hope of ever hearing from him and had resorted to ice cream and chocolate as though she’d been through a horrific breakup.

      
        
        Had a great time, Saturday. I’ll call you tonight?

      

      

      Katy exhaled a long breath when she read the message, as though she’d been holding it for four days. She plopped down in her chair behind her desk and stared at her computer screen, not entirely sure what she was supposed to be doing for the afternoon. The man distracted her beyond reason at all hours of the day and night.

      When her landline beeped, she jumped.

      “Ms. Marks, your two o’clock is here.”

      “Oh, right. Thanks. I’ll be right there.” Katy flipped into her calendar in hopes she could recover a brain cell and meet her client knowing his name and the name of his company. She wasn’t going to make partner in this century if she didn’t get her head in the game. Especially since sleeping her way to the top wasn’t on her short list.

      She hadn’t seen Jonathan Stewart the entire week. If she was lucky, he’d gone out of town. Those were the best weeks. The firm was large, however, and she’d been too busy to stand around in the break room. He could be in the building for all she knew. Hopefully the eyeful she’d given him outside her uncle’s gym forced him to give up any aspirations he had of getting lucky with her.

      The meeting with her client went smoothly and ate up the rest of the afternoon. She was relieved when she noticed it was almost six o’clock. She gathered her laptop, switched off her desktop, and headed for home.

      “Lord, I really need to get laid,” she muttered as she fixed herself a frozen dinner. “I’m acting like I haven’t met a man in years.” Rafe Walker was under her skin big time. And she wanted him on her skin with a passion.

      At eight, her phone finally rang. “Hello.” She recognized the number from earlier. She would save it in her contacts.

      “Hey. It’s Rafe.”

      She smiled. Who else would it be? Of course he didn’t know that, but she wasn’t in the habit of dating ten guys at once…or even one these days. She hadn’t been on a real date in months until Saturday. “Hi.” She bit her lower lip, trying to think what the proper protocol was for the first phone call after a date. Completely tongue-tied, she managed no other words.

      “How’s your week going?”

      “Pretty good. Yours?”

      “Not bad. Busy. Has that guy at work still been hounding you for a date?”

      “Nope. I haven’t had the pleasure of his company this entire week.”

      “Well, that’s good. Maybe your tactics worked.” He chuckled and she loved the sound of his voice.

      Her legs grew wobbly and she sat on the couch to keep from losing her balance. Even talking to him on the phone made her horny. Something about the sultry way he seemed to be whispering in her ear. “You would think he would give up after the wanton display I performed.”

      “Yeah, but guys can be dense. You never know. He may not care who you’re with as long as he’s on the list.”

      “That’s disgusting.”

      He chuckled. “Yes, but true.”

      She held her breath during a short silence. He’d called. That was promising.

      “So, I can’t talk long now. Mason is waiting on me to beat his ass in the ring.”

      “Pardon?” What the hell was he talking about?

      “My friend. The guy I was sparring with when you walked in Saturday. We’re at the gym about to work out. He thinks he can make my eyes match if another gorgeous woman with endless legs and sexy curls walks in. Been teasing me all week.”

      Katy froze, her face turning red hot. Did he call me gorgeous and sexy?

      “Anyway, I was wondering if you were free Friday night? I have a match, but after that we could go out… If you’re still interested.”

      Still interested? She’d used her vibrator so many times this week, it was probably burned out.

      “You still there?”

      “Yes.” She sucked in a breath. “Sorry. Of course. You want me to meet you?”

      “I’ll pick you up if you give me your address. Or you could meet me at the gym, if you don’t mind the ribbing you would get from the guys or possibly your uncle. I haven’t mentioned a word to him about last Saturday, by the way. Didn’t want to embarrass you if you’d rather he didn’t know.”

      “Thank you. That was kind.”

      “I’d invite you to come in and watch the match too, but not this time. You would distract the hell out of me with your cute dimples, and I would get pummeled.”

      Oh my God. He is definitely interested. All that worrying for nothing.

      “Okay. You can pick me up. Or we could hang out here. I could get a movie or something.”

      “No way. Your virtue wouldn’t be safe alone in your home. I would never be able to stick to my rules of dating.”

      She gasped. Virtue? Rules of dating? And then she laughed. “Really? Do you find it that difficult to keep your hands to yourself in general, or is it me?”

      His voice lowered as he spoke again. “Baby, it’s definitely all you. You’ve distracted the hell out of me the entire week. I had rows of numbers that didn’t add up at least a dozen times. And the ribbing I’ve gotten from Mason has been the source of his endless amusement.”

      Holy shit!

      “But I’m a complex guy with a package that is more than meets the eye. I enjoyed our date and I’d do it again in a heartbeat, but I won’t go further without spilling a few more details about myself.”

      Katy gulped this time. Shit was right. Maybe this was too good to be true. Maybe he was married or had three kids or divorced or murdered his ex-wife. Anything was possible. Well, except for the murder. She couldn’t quite picture that from him.

      She heard a commotion in the background and then a muffled sound as he undoubtedly covered the phone with his hand.

      When he came back on, he continued. “Okay, gotta go. If it’s okay with you, text me your address and I’ll be there when I finish Friday. These things sometimes go rather late, but I drew an early slot this week, so I should be done by about eight. Is that okay?”

      “Of course.”

      “See you then.”

      “See you.” She pulled the phone from her ear when the line went dead and stared at it as though not believing a word of the last ten minutes of conversation. Her head swam with the excitement. He liked her. He really did. But, shit, he had secrets…
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      Rafe’s hands were shaking, though he gripped the steering wheel tight. It had taken every ounce of his concentration to get through the match unscathed. Relatively. His opponent did manage to land a left hook that had evened out the swelling he still sported on the left side of his face. As if that were a goal of his.

      He cringed as he reached up to touch the bruise. He didn’t lose often, and he hadn’t tonight, but he had fought hard to hang in there with thoughts of seeing Katy swimming through his consciousness the entire time. Thank God he hadn’t invited her to come. He’d have been laid out flat and taken away on a stretcher.

      When he arrived at her condo, he took a deep breath before ringing the doorbell. He was more nervous tonight than last week. He really liked this woman. And that scared the bejebus out of him. What if he told her about his sexual preferences and she ran screaming?

      After he rang the bell, it took only moments for her to open the door. The smile on her face calmed his nerves. He rubbed his hands on his jeans as she let him in.

      Her place was immaculate. He imagined it always was. Suited her. Considering how put together she was on the outside, he wasn’t surprised to find her home just as organized. “Sorry I’m so late.”

      “You’re fine. It’s only eight
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