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How long can you hide your love?

Foxy O’Malley has watched as others found their true loves. Her patience was running thin, working alongside the man that was meant for her. After receiving an anonymous gift, she boldly makes the first move. 

Menot Talbit moved into the city to prepare for the rest of the clan. When he started working at Heads N’ Tails he had no idea he would find his mate. The only problem is he was warned to stay away or lose his job. 

After customers start disappearing, detectives suspect Foxy is behind it all. When she doesn't come in for her shift, it's up to Menot to prove them wrong.
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“You’re going to enjoy working here. It’s the best club in the city.” Ronan opened the door to Heads N’ Tails. 

Before entering, Menot looked up at the tall skyscraper. The thirty-eight-floor building looked endless as it reached into the clouds.  

“I haven’t gotten the job, yet. Which level is the club on?” 

“All of them. Each floor is different, though some levels do have rooms for overnight guests.” Ronan walked over to the front desk in the lobby. “You have to sign in each time you come in the building but once you get your membership card it goes faster. I think they have a different entrance for staff.” He pulled out a membership card and handed it to the woman behind the desk. She swiped his card and they signed in. 

“Have a good night Mr. Styles,” the woman spoke to Ronan. 

“Thanks, Tyra,” Ronan said. 

Menot followed Ronan to the elevator. He moved to the city to get everything ready for the clan of bears coming next month. He was in charge of scouting and prepping. With Ronan’s services, he was able to secure houses for the group. Now, he just needed employment, entertainment, and a spot to roam. Which is why he agreed to come with Ronan to Heads N’ Tails. It wasn’t guaranteed employment, but Ronan said he could get him in to meet Tony. Menot watched as Ronan selected the ninth floor. 

“The restaurant on eighteen is excellent,” Ronan commented. 

“What’s on the ninth?” Menot asked just as the elevator began to move.

“Just your basic club. It’s a good place to have a drink, listen to a good band, and dance with the ladies,” Ronan said when the elevator came to a stop. 

The elevator door slid open and for the first time since stepping into the building, Menot could tell it was a club. The music, though muffled, still blared through the massive doors in front of them. Ronan opened the door, revealing the enormous club. With multiple bars on different sides of the room, a huge dance floor, and huge stage, it was easily the biggest club Menot had ever seen. He followed Ronan to what appeared to be the main bar set at the back of the room. Two female bartenders poured drinks for customers. 

“Tony,” Ronan called out to the man opening the door behind the bar. He ushered another man through the door and looked in their direction. He nodded to the man then came over to the bar. 

“Ronan, it’s good to see you.” Tony shook Ronan’s hand. “This must be Menot Talbit.” He turned his attention to Menot. 

“You have an incredible place here,” Menot commented as he shook Tony’s hand. 

“You haven’t seen anything yet.” Tony smiled. “Have a drink, I have a pressing matter at the moment. I’ll be back shortly.” Without saying another word, Tony disappeared through the door behind the bar. 

“He won’t take long. Let’s get a drink. Bri hasn’t made it down from the restaurant yet, so I have some time to kill.” Ronan motioned for one of the bartenders. 

“Does she work here?” Menot asked, making conversation. 

“No, but her best friend does. She likes to have a drink with Annette until I get off work. She’ll meet me down here when she’s done,” Ronan told him. 

After Ronan ordered a scotch on the rocks, Menot ordered a bourbon. Drinking before a job interview was not something he would normally do, but since the boss told him to, why not? It’s not like a few drinks could get him drunk, it was just unprofessional. Ronan gave the bartender his membership card. She swiped it and handed it back. 

“I could have paid for my drink. I’m new not broke,” Menot commented as they took a seat at one of the tables near the bar. 

“I’ll put it on your bill then.” Ronan laughed. “Membership cards are used for everything here. To sign in, to use the elevator, to pay for drinks, to order a room for the night, or any of the other services they provide. Of course, the tips are done in cash. You try to swipe your card on a dancer, and you’ll likely get punched.” 

“Got it, no swiping a striper’s ass crack.” Menot grinned as Ronan laughed. 

They sipped on their drinks while he waited for Tony to get done with business. Ronan told him more about the club. The club had more shifters than Menot had ever seen in one place at the same time. Where he was from, different species stayed to themselves. His senses were on high alert as people walked by. The two men at the table next to them were an odd mix. Natural born enemies, yet here, they were having drinks as if best friends scoping out chicks together. Menot continued his gaze around the room. One person caught his attention. A lady sat at the end of the bar, looking at him intently. She just looked at him, her head slightly tilted. Her gray hair gave away her age. Though, she didn’t look at him like she was a cougar on the prowl. 

“Who’s that woman sitting alone at the bar?” He asked Ronan. Ronan turned toward the bar then back at him with smile. 

“That is Gerri Wilder. If you’re not looking for love I’d advise you to stay away from her.” Ronan looked back at Gerri. “Although, I believe she has her sights on you. Don’t worry I was able to hold out for a whole year. She may not find your match right away, but by the look on her face, she wants to.” 

“You know one of the reasons I volunteered to come out here was to get away from the nagging females in the clan. They all play mom and gang up on the bachelors.” 

“Are there no available females in your clan?” Ronan asked picking up his glass. 

“No, we started out as all males. Bachelors roaming the states, we only settled in winter. In time most found their mates and had cubs of their own. There’s still a few of us left. Gerri can sink her paws into one of them when they get here at the end of the month.”

“Let’s see how that works out for you.” Ronan looked passed him and smiled. 

“There you are.” A woman with black hair walked up, and wrapped her arms around Ronan. 

“Right where I said I’d be.” Ronan kissed her. “Bri, meet Menot. He’s new to the area.”

“It’s nice to meet you.” She shook his hand. “You’ve come to the right place. There’s something for everyone here.” Her arm snaked around Ronan’s. “Honey, I need you to come take care of something before we kick the night off. I got us a room.” 

“I figured that much, beautiful.” Ronan planted a kiss on her neck and stood up. “Menot, I’m sorry to rush off but this beauty needs to be tamed. Tony will be out any minute.”

“I’m good, no babysitter needed.” Menot grabbed his drink off the table. 

“I’m sure you don’t,” Ronan agreed. “I’ll catch back up with you after a while.” 

Ronan and Bri left the table, weaving through the crowd. Menot took the last sip of his bourbon and set the glass on the table. Suddenly, another glass of amber liquid was sat down in front of him. 

“I heard this was your preferred choice.” Gerri took a seat across from him. 

“So it is.” He held out his hand to her. “I’m Menot.”

“I heard. You have the bartenders all twisted up.” Geri grinned and nodded back toward the bar. 

Menot looked over Geri’s shoulder. As the two women poured drinks, they kept looking his way. One winked at him, when he made eye contact. He politely nodded to acknowledge her but he didn’t smile. No since in encouraging her. He was here for a job, not for action. 

“What’s wrong?” Gerri asked with a smile. “Not your type?”

“I’m just not looking for a special someone, right now.” 

“Everyone is looking for that special someone. You just don’t know it, yet,” Gerri told him. 

“Yeah, well not me.”

“We’ll see. Let me know when you change your mind. I’ll be in the city a few more days.” Gerri looked back as Tony came out from behind closed doors. She pulled a card out of her pocket and handed it to him. “I won’t take up anymore of your time. Have a good night.”

“You, too.” He nodded as she got up from the table. 

Menot slipped the card into his pocket. He wasn’t planning on calling, he just didn’t want it on the table when Tony came over to talk business. He watched as Tony came out from behind the bar and headed in his direction. Tony stopped when Gerri walked up to him. Menot couldn’t hear what was said on the count of the club being loud. He turned his attention back to his drink as Tony started walking his way. 

“Sorry, it took so long,” Tony apologized as he walked up to the table. “It’s always fun shaking things up around here.” 

“Ronan said you were moving employees around. How’s that working out for you?” Menot asked. 

“Oh, about as well as can be expected. I don’t know why people just can’t get along. Damon can’t seem to get along with a dancer. She apparently threatened his balls tonight when he came between her and making money. Dancers can be a little temperamental,” Tony explained. 

“A little? If you’re talking about a striper then that’s probably an understatement.” Menot laughed. “I’ve dated a few strippers. They’re nuttier than a peanut factory.” 

“Then, I hope you like peanuts,” Tony said and waved over at the bartender. “I need a strong man to replace Damon down on level 10. You look capable of keeping trouble from escalating.”

“I’ve been known to keep the peace.” Menot nodded. He was always the one to break up the fights between his brothers. He’d worked security for a few bars before. This wouldn’t be any different. 

“Good,” Tony said as the bartender set a round of drinks on the table. “Can you start tomorrow evening?”

“Sure, what time do you need me to be there?”  

“Come in at 5:30. Stop by the front desk on your way out and Tyra will give you the work packet. Just fill it out and bring it back when you come tomorrow. Tyra will have your card then.” Tony picked up his fruity cocktail, and looked behind Menot. 

“Who do I report to on level 10?” Menot turned to see Gerri. 

“I’ll be there,” Tony said. He gave a wave as Gerri left. 

“Is cupid trying to find you love, now?” Menot asked. 

“She’s already done that.” Tony drank his cocktail. “She brought Annette to Bryan and me. I can’t thank her enough. You should give her a chance.” 

“I think I’ll get settled into my house before I start looking for love.” 

“When you’re ready, give her a shot. I’m telling you, it will be worth it,” Tony said.

“Does she work here? Is this part of the Heads N’ Tails experience?” he questioned. Tony was the second person to recommend Gerri.

“No.” Tony laughed. “When she’s in town, she swings by to offer her services to those looking for love. If she can bring customers happiness then I’m all for it. It’s good for business.”

“It’s good as long as it’s not my business.”

Tony laughed, taking another sip of his cocktail. Menot didn’t like the sound of Tony’s laugh. Was Gerri going to meddle in his business anyway? Menot couldn’t worry about that. He had too much on his plate as it was. At least this job was at night, so he would be able to get things ready for the others to come. 

“Don’t worry, things will be fine,” Tony commented. “We’ll work out all the details when you come in tomorrow. Tonight, enjoy the club. I’ll see you tomorrow. I have some shaking up to do on level 17.”

Tony shook his hand then walked off. He was gone just as quickly as he came. It was the quickest interview Menot had ever had. If you could even call that an interview. As one of the waitresses walked around, he ordered another drink. He prepared a mental list of things left to do while he enjoyed a few drinks. 
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Foxy let the music take over her body as she danced across the stage. The music fed her soul. It was the one thing in her life she could count on. There was a song for every mood and every situation. When the worst things happened in her life, she could close her eyes and escape into the music. 

She wrapped her arm around the pole. Tightening her grip, she flipped her legs in the air and over her head. Her body followed until she was upside down against the pole. Gripping the pole between her thighs, she let go with her arm. Her body was suspended, her bare chest displayed for the audience. Whistles sounded out from the crowd. Pulling her body up, she gripped the pole with her hands and released her legs. She slid down the pole by loosening the grip with her hands. When she reached the stage floor, she arched her back in a seductive pose. Men tossed money onto the stage encouraging her to continued. Her song was coming to an end when a man walked up to the front of the stage. 

“Antoine, I didn’t expect to see you here tonight.” Foxy came to the edge of the stage and let him tuck a fifty-dollar bill in her garter. 

“I got back early. Come find me when you’re done. I need a table dance from you.”

“You got it.” She smiled and snapped her garter as he let go of the money. 

“I’ll have a shot waiting for you.” Antoine turned and disappeared beyond the lights. 

She picked up the rest of the money that was scattered on the stage floor. She snatched up her outfit and rushed off the stage just as the DJ started another song and introduced Passion to the stage. The dressing room was noisy as women got ready for work or were packing up their stuff to leave. Foxy set her tips down at her makeup station. She rummaged through her locker looking for her red outfit. Finding the right one, she slipped on the red mini dress. 

After checking her hair and makeup, she straightened her tips out. Stacking it up, she folded it over her garter and stretched a rubber band around it. She finger-brushed her red curly hair once more, and left the dressing room. Antoine was sitting at a table near the center of the club. Two shot glasses sat on the table beside him. As she walked up, he handed her a shot glass. She passed the glass under her nose. 

“Tequila?” She asked, knowing the answer already.

“It’s your favorite.” Antoine nodded and placed money on the table.

Foxy tossed back a shot, letting the amber liquid coat her throat. She stood in front of Antoine as the next song began. She could always count on him to get table dances and private dances. He watched her body as she swayed her hips and arched her back. She always watched the customers closely in case they ever tried anything. In three years, Antoine has never tried to touch her. Of course, she’d rip someone’s hand off if they tried. She slowly turned, moving to the music. She leaned her head back. Her long red hair swaying just above her ass. As she turned around, she freed her breast from the confines of her mini dress. She slipped the dress down to her ankles and kicked it into the chair.  Antoine’s eyes focused on her breast as she pushed them together with her hands.

“I swear those get more beautiful each time I see them,” Antoine commented. 

“They don’t change overnight.” She spun around quickly, whipping her hair in his face. 

“The view is just as nice back here.”

She could hear the smile in his voice. Rolling her eyes, she took a deep breath. She looked around the club, trying to locate her next dance. There was still a few more girls to go before she had to be back on stage. Foxy caught sight of Gerri coming through the door. Gerri sat a couple tables away from where she was dancing. She heard of the wonders Gerri could do for her love life but so far Gerri hadn’t come up with one date for her. The more she thought about it, the angrier she became. When the song came to an end, Foxy grabbed her money off the table and her outfit from the chair she had been sitting in. She stormed the short distance over to Gerri’s table and plopped down on the chair. 

“Alright, what gives?” Foxy asked Gerri and slipped on her skirt. “I’ve watched you. For months you have been setting these guys up with their soul mates. What about me? I want a long term, little something, something.” Gerri laughed in response. Not exactly what Foxy wanted to hear.

“Do you want a little something, something or a big something, something?” Gerri wagged her eyebrows. “These things take time.”

“Time? I’ve seen you hook people up within days. It’s been weeks now and still nothing.”

“Well, they don’t have occupations that have suitors in a jealous rage. It takes the right kind of man to handle you. I won’t set up something that I think will fail.”

“Ugh,” Foxy groaned. 

“Cheer up, I think I’ve come across someone who will be perfect for you.” Gerri grinned. A waitress came over, placing Gerri’s usual drink in front of her. Her body shimmered as she turned to leave

“Really? Who?” She put her hands on the edge of the table and leaned closer to Gerri.

“Just keep a lookout for a new co-worker coming through.” Gerri smiled. 

“Seriously?” She plopped back in her seat with an exasperated sigh. “I heard Tony hired three guys today. Passion heard from Tobias who heard from Annette, that Tony was going to meet another guy tonight. That’s possibly four new guys. How am I supposed to know which one?”

“Obviously, he’d be the one that sparks your inner desires.” Gerri arched her eyebrow. 

“This should be interesting. My desire hasn’t had a spark in a while.” Foxy took a deep breath and looked around. 

“He’s not here now,” Gerri told her.

“Call it wishful thinking.” Foxy shrugged. 

“Call it, lack of patience,” Gerri suggested with a smile on her lips. 

“Well, I’ve waited this long. I guess, I can wait another day or two. How do you know he will be working on this level?”

“Oh, I planted a seedling of an idea with Tony that he would be good on this level,” Gerri answered. 

“You’re a sneaky one, aren’t you? Are you sure you’re not a fox?”

“I’m all wolf, that’s for sure. I just enjoy helping others find happiness. Right now, it seems you have a customer waiting for you to make him happy.” Gerri nodded to the left.

Foxy jerked her head around. Antoine was sitting at his table staring over at her. Disappointment hit and her shoulders slouched. Gerri had already said he wasn’t there. Why did she get hopeful her mystery man would be standing behind her?

“Definitely not the happiness I was looking for. But rents due and I’ll be happy to be able to pay it. Might as well go wag my tail.” Foxy shrugged.

“You will have happiness. You just have to have patience.”

“There’s that awful word again.” Foxy laughed. “I’ll see you later.”

“I’m leaving town this weekend, but don’t worry, I’ll be back to check on things soon,” Gerri said. 

“Then I’ll see you then. Safe travels.” She waved as she left the table. Time to make some money. 
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The next day Menot walked into the lobby of Heads N’ Tails with his paperwork in hand. Tyra sat behind the desk just as she did the night before. She smiled up at him as he stepped up to the desk and signed in. 

“You ready to start?” Tyra asked, taking the paperwork he held out to her. 

“Yes, mam.”

“Please call me Tyra. Mam would be my mother,” she insisted. “Tony will meet you in the office on level 10.” She held out a card like the one Ronan had. “Use this access card to get to any level. It also works on the employee elevator in the parking garage.”

“Thanks.” Menot took the card and headed for the elevator. 

Sliding his card through the swipe, he pressed the button for the tenth level. As the elevator started moving, he pushed the access card down into his pocket of his cargo pants. He rolled the sleeves up on his black fitted t-shirt. The elevator came to a stop and the door slid open. Music seeped out from the club into the hallway. Menot checked the time on his cell phone before he left the elevator. He was early, but it was better to be early on the first day rather than late. Besides, he didn’t want to keep a dragon like Tony waiting. Menot heard a loud roar above the music. He rushed in through the double doors in case there was trouble. There wasn’t a fight breaking out. It was just a lion shifter, showing his excitement. A few customers looked his way from his sudden entrance.

“See? That’s the type of employee I need here. Ready for action at any moment,” Tony said walking up to him. 

“At least it wasn’t needed.” Menot shrugged and looked out over the crowd. 

“Yeah, Tobias can get a little carried away. He’s the chef on level 18. I can assure you, we won’t have any problems from him. He just likes to have a good time.” Tony led him to the bar. 

“Tony, she’s doing it again!” A tall blonde busted between him and Tony. 

“Who?” Tony asked. 

“Foxy! She’s hogging the high roller... again,” The dancer pouted.

Tony looked toward the crowd until his eyes landed on the dancer in question. Menot turned to see if he could spot who they were talking about but there were too many topless dancers around to pinpoint which one. 

“Jasmine, in the two years you’ve worked here has he ever asked you for a dance?” Tony asked her. 

“No, but that’s only because she won’t give him a chance,” she complained. “It’s not fair.”

“Go sit in the office. I’ll be in there in a minute,” Tony said and she stormed off. 

“Sorry, I need to get her straight.  You’ll see a lot of that here. A customer likes a certain dancer, and the other dancers get pissed because he ignores them. Some dancers can’t stand not being the center of attention.” 

“Seems to me it’s up to the customer who they want to get a dance from,” Menot commented as the DJ called Foxy to the stage for her performance. 

“That’s the way it works. You can sit here until I get back or you can have a look around. It’ll only take a minute to hurt Jasmine’s feelings.”

“I’ll be here,” Menot assured Tony as he walked off. 

Tony disappeared through the door behind the bar. Menot stood at the end of the bar, facing the main stage. He watched the crowd interact with the dancers. Tobias roared again. It didn’t alarm Menot the way it did before. He looked to the stage to see the excitement. Foxy spun around the pole with incredible arm strength. Her legs swung out as she flipped her legs up the pole. As she slowed her body lowered to the stage. Now, he could see her face beneath the soft curls of her red hair. Beautiful. As her song faded away, Menot realized he was staring for too long, and quickly averted his eyes. 

“Don’t get distracted by all the tits and ass around here or you won’t last long,” Tony warned and clapped him on the shoulder. 

“Noted.” Menot hadn’t noticed Tony behind him. He was distracted. He glanced up at the stage but Foxy had finished her set already. A small brunette took her place on the stage. 

“Follow me, I’ll show you around.” Tony waved at him to follow.

They walked through the club. Tony showed him the couch rooms for private dances. Champagne rooms were lined up to the left near the main bar. There were three stages. The main one led off to the dressing room. The two smaller stages were placed strategically in the center and back of the club. No matter where you were in the club, you could enjoy the view of beautiful women. As they made their way back around to the couch rooms, Menot noticed Foxy giving a table dance. It was the same man that had been sitting at the stage when she danced. She looked over at him and they locked gazes. Suddenly, her facial expression changed to one of shock then anger. Menot glanced down to see the man’s hand on her thigh. Instant anger took over him. He took a step forward, but Tony stopped him from interfering. 

“Just watch,” Tony said holding up his hand. 

Foxy kicked her right foot out connecting with the man’s chest, slamming him back in his chair. The club was too loud for Menot to hear everything she was saying. He focused on her voice in time to hear her threaten to cut the man’s hands off and stab him with her high heel. Damn, she’s hot when she’s pissed. 

“Foxy is one that usually handles things herself,” Tony told him as they started walking again.

“I can see that.” Menot looked over at Foxy again. 

“It drives the other customers wild. She’ll be busy with dances for the rest of the night.”

“How often do you have to throw people out?”

“Rarely,” Tony answered. “Most times we can suggest a different level before things escalate. If sex is what they desire, send them to level 33. If they want to be dominated, then send them to level 34. Blood thirsty? Send them to level 21. If it’s passed sunrise, we have a black out level for vampires on 26. That should be enough to get you started. The rules are easy on this level. No one touches the dancers. If Landon touches Foxy again, he goes to a different level or he goes home. Plan and simple. This is strictly a tease only zone. When people sign the membership contract, they agree to follow the rules.”

“Got it.” Menot nodded. 

“Also, don’t date the dancers. It never ends well. Then, I end up shuffling employees around again.”

“Is that what happened last night?”

“No, though I suspect they’ve had relations in the past. Last night, Damon tried to tell Foxy she couldn’t dance a certain way. You heard how well that worked out.”

“Yeah, I like my balls just the way they are... intact.”  

“Good.” Tony nodded. “You can have a few drinks throughout your shift. You’re not allowed to have Moonmist while on duty.”

“Moonmist?” Menot asked. 

“It’s not of this world and it will impair you. Feel free to try some when you clock out or on your day off,” Tony told him. 

“I don’t drink much anyway,” Menot commented. 

“Good, then we shouldn’t have any problems. Tonight, I want you to just work the floor. We’ll put you on couch rooms tomorrow. I’ll be down on level three for a few hours. I’ll be back before your shift ends to see how you’re doing. If you need anything in the meantime, let Ryan know. He’s our head of security at the moment.” 

Tony left Menot back where they started at the bar. As soon as Tony was out the door, a man stepped up and introduced himself as Ryan. Menot didn’t doubt it for a moment since he was built like a brick wall. Ryan gave him pointers on the best places to stand to be able to keep an eye on things before returning to his post. Dancers came over and introduced themselves. All except for the one he really wanted to meet. Foxy seemed to be staying far away from him, but he couldn’t help but notice her glances.
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Foxy noticed the new hire the moment she saw him walking around with Tony. He distracted her, which is how Landon managed to slip his hand up her thigh. Anger seeped through her from his rudeness. With her right leg, she kicked Landon back in his chair and dug her heel into his chest. 

“Do I come into your office, grabbing on you?” Foxy asked Landon.

“No.” He started to lean forward, and she pressed her heel down, keeping him in his chair. He hissed out and tried to push her heel away. 

“Custom made.” She angled her foot to admire her high heel. “Wood and silver, enough to take down a vampire or a shifter. Touch me again and I’ll cut your fucking hands off then stab you in the heart with my heels. So, don’t fuck with me.”

Landon nodded and raised in hands in surrender. Slowly, she removed her heel from his chest and started dancing again.

“You’re going to finish the song?”

“It’s what you paid for.” She glared down at him. “Besides, you’re going to leave me a nice tip for your rudeness, and we’ll chalk it up to you having one too many shots of Moonmist.”

Foxy finished her dance with the knowledge of the new hire’s subtle glances. She made subtle glances herself, when he wasn’t looking. His muscles were on display in his tight black shirt. His cargo pants fit the curve of his ass perfectly, leaving her wanting to slide her hands down his cheeks. 

Landon tossed a wad of cash down on the table next to the dance fee. With a nod, she grabbed the cash and arranged it in her garter. No longer wishing to sit next to Mr. Touchy Feely, she left the table. She passed by the new hire on her way to sit with Antoine, who was waving her over. As she passed, she noticed his scent. He’s a bear. That’s not right, he should be a fox. Maybe she had the wrong new hire. Maybe this wasn’t the one Gerri wanted to match her with. Joining Antoine, she decided to be patient and see what happens. 

“Aren’t you going to have him thrown out on his ass?” Antoine spoke the moment she sat down. 

“Why?” 

“He shouldn’t be touching you.”

“I took care of it. He won’t be touching anyone else,” Foxy assured him and looked back over at Landon. He was getting a dance from Raven. When he noticed her looking, he raised his hands up for her to see. With a nod, Foxy turned back to Antoine. He was staring daggers at Landon.

“It’s not right for a man to be grabbing all over women like that.” He turned his focus back on her. “Give me a dance. I’ll show you how a real man behaves.” 

Antoine placed some money on the table. Foxy has seen it enough to know by looking, it was the right amount. The song playing faded away and she stood up in front of him. As the next song begin, she slowly moved her hips. Her hands danced along her body. Seductively she pulled at the strings of her top, letting it fall. She caught the material with her foot and flipped it up onto the chair she had vacated. Turning, she arched her back and tilted her head back, letting her hair dangle lightly on her skin. Straightening her head, she opened her eyes. Her eyes locked with the new hire’s. She smiled at him, and he quickly looked away. He walked away from his spot. With a slight grunt, she turned back around to face her customer. While the song played, she caught him looking a few times, but he always turned away. Does he not like what he sees? 

Antoine tossed more money down on the table for two more dances. He kept his hands to himself like he always had. She put on her sexy sleek smile and danced for Antoine like he was the only man alive. On the inside, she groaned and rolled her eyes. All she wanted was a drink, and to meet the new hire. The other dancers had already begun making their trips over to meet him. Part of her wanted to scream at them to back off and stake her claim. That wouldn’t go over well since they haven’t even met yet. She glanced over to where he was standing. Jasmine was talking to him, her breast pressed against his arm. Instead of paying attention to Jasmine, he was looking right at Foxy. She gave him a slight smile and continued her dance. 

“Beautiful.” Antoine lightly clapped his hands together as the third song faded. “See, nothing but respect.”

“I didn’t doubt you for a second.” She put her outfit back on and sat down. “You always enjoy watching.”

“What can I say? I love watching your body move.” Antoine shrugged.

She grabbed the money off the table and slipped it into her garter. 

“Here,” Antoine said slipping a few bills on to the table. “For having to deal with assholes.”

“I’m just glad you’re not one.” Foxy slipped the extra money into her garter and looked to see who was on stage. “I’m up next. I’m going to grab a drink before I get on stage.”

“I’ll see you up there,” Antoine assured her as she got up.  

Foxy made her way to the main bar. Jasmine caught sight of her coming. She rolled her eyes and walked off, leaving the new hire all alone. He watched as Foxy came up to the bar next to him.

“Nina, can I get a beer?” Foxy asked the bartender. 

“Absolutely.” Nina walked away to retrieve the beer. Foxy could feel eyes staring at her. 

“Keep watching, and I’ll have to start charging you.” She teased him.

“It would be worth every dollar. I’m Menot.” He held out his hand to her.

“Foxy.” She placed her hand in his. The moment their skin touched, a tingle ran up her arm. She jerked her hand back from sheer surprise.

“Foxy isn’t your real name,” he commented. 

“No, but it’s the only one you’re getting.” It came out a little stronger than she wanted. She winked at him as Nina came back with her beer. 

“I see you have tudes.” He arched his brow. 

“I don’t have an attitude. I haven’t used my real name in many years. Why would I start now?” She flipped her hair over her shoulder and took a swig of her beer. “Everyone calls me Foxy, even when I’m not here. It’s just Foxy O’Malley.”

“But I’m not everyone else.” Menot flashed her a smile any woman would swoon over. 

“That remains to be seen.” Foxy heard the DJ call her to the stage. Damn it! “Gotta run.”

Before he could say anything, she took her beer and hurried to the stage. She’d never been late for the stage until today. Menot distracted her. She hadn’t realized the music was fading. She set her beer down at the stage entrance and decided to put a little extra into her performance. Purely for Menot’s benefit. Even though he was a bear, the minute they touched, she knew this was the man Gerri had sent her way. Throughout her stage dance, she watched to see if Menot was looking. She caught his gaze a few times, but he didn’t look lovestruck. Did he not feel it? You don’t get a spark like that from just anybody. Every shifter knows when you find your mate, you feel it. That was the one thing her mother taught her before abandoning her to the foster system. When you find your intended, you’ll feel it to the depths of your soul. 

Foxy was too focused on Menot and his lack of feeling than on her stage dance. Her preoccupation led her to releasing too much pressure on the pole causing her to slide to fast down the pole. She hit the stage floor with more force than usual. Not letting it phase her, she danced it off like it wasn’t an accident. Though her spine is protesting from the sudden impact. She finished her songs with less enthusiasm than when she started. She collected her tips from the stage floor and left as Raven came on stage. 

She plopped down on the chair at her makeup station. While she was trying to look sexy, she ended up making a fool of herself in front of him. Maybe he didn’t see it. As the dressing room door opened, she knew that wasn’t the case. She could smell Menot coming without looking in the mirror.

“You okay?” Menot asked, coming up behind her. 

“Of course, why wouldn’t I be?” She straightened her money, stacking it in a pile.

“Because you hit the stage pretty hard.” She could feel his eyes on her back.

“It was nothing,” she lied. She turned in her seat to face him. His eyes trailed down her body.

“The three dancers hissing in painful empathy say otherwise,” he told her. 

“So, I came down a little fast. No big deal. I’m fine,” she told him. “Unless you want to rub it and make it feel better.” She smiled up at him. Jasmine came in the dressing room door. Ruining any chance of her getting any closer to Menot. 

“I just wanted to check on you. You want another beer? I can let Nina know when I go out there,” he offered. 

“Nah, I think I need something a little harder. I’ll be out shortly,” she said, turning back to the mirror. 

With a nod, Menot left the dressing room. Jasmine went to her makeup station and checked her makeup. Through the reflection in the mirror, Foxy could see Jasmine’s disgruntled look in the mirror. 

“You going to hog him to yourself, too?” Jasmine asked, dripping with attitude. 

“What are you talking about?” She turned toward Jasmine.

“Or are you going to run him off like you did with Damon?” Jasmine spat out.

“If you have a problem with me you better spit it out now before I seal your mouth shut.” Foxy stood up, leaving her outfit on her makeup station. She had enough of Jasmine’s bullshit this week. 

“You’re my problem! You always have to have everyone up your ass.” 

“It’s not my fault my ass smells like roses.” Foxy planted her foot, ready for action. 

“What’s your secret? Do you have to sleep with everyone to make them like you?” Jasmine asked and put her hand on her hips. 

“Bitch!” She balled up her fist and punched Jasmine’s mouth. “That ought to shut you up.” 

Foxy had had enough of Jasmine. It didn’t matter what she did, Jasmine was going to complain about it. Blood dripped from Jasmine’s lip. Foxy dodged the punch Jasmine intended for her eye. She kicked her foot out knocking Jasmine off hers. When Jasmine landed her leg swept Foxy’s, causing her to fall on top of her. The two were in a rolling ball of fists when the dressing room door open and Menot and Ryan came rushing in. 

“Enough!” Ryan shouted. Ryan grabbed Jasmine by the arms and Menot grabbed Foxy. Together they pulled them apart and stood them up. 

“She started it!” Jasmine spat blood onto the floor.

“No, her mouth is what started it,” Foxy enlightened them. 

“I don’t see why Tony doesn’t put you two in the fighting ring, if you insist on fighting,” Ryan told them. 

“Fine by me.” Foxy shrugged. 

“Well, it ain’t fine by me. Look what she did to my lip.” Jasmine pointed at her busted lip. 

“Next time you should keep your mouth shut,” Foxy advised her. 

“Ding, ding. Ladies, go to your separate corners,” Menot said stepping between them. 

“Fine, my separate corner is the bar.” Foxy wiggled out of Menot’s grip. She grabbed her money from her station and headed for the door. 

“Might want to put something on,” Menot suggested. Foxy looked down at her topless body. 

“It’s a strip club, they’ve seen my tits before.” She shrugged and walked out. 

She was too pissed to even care if she was topless. It’s not like someone wouldn’t be asking her to take it back off in a minute. Foxy stormed up to the bar, ignoring Antoine’s attempts to get her attention 

“Beer?” Nina asked.

“No, I need two shots of tequila and a shot of Moonmist.” Foxy stood at the end of the bar with her back to the customers. 

“Coming right up.” Nina turned, and grabbed a bottle from the shelf. 

“Will you please slip this on?” Menot came up behind her. 

He reached around her and put a purple tube dress on the bar. He was close enough that his arm grazed hers. His touch sent tingling sensations up her arm. She took a deep breath, inhaling his sharp woodsy scent. Damn, he smelled good. He wasn’t wearing cologne. A lot of the customers tend to drowned themselves in overpowering cologne that nearly gags her. His scent reminded her of a creek bed along the mountainside. 

“Thanks.” She picked up the purple dress and stepped into it. “I had to get away from her.”

“Is there really a fighting ring here?” He asked as Nina set her shots on the bar.

“Oh yeah, it’s up on the 24th floor on the east side. Tony sent Passion and me there once when we had our issues.” She picked up her shot of Moonmist. The shimmering purple liquid was mesmerizing. She swirled the shot and tossed it back. The sweet liquid coated her throat then ended with a tangy bite. 

“How’d that work out?” Menot asked. 

“We no longer try to kill each other, so I guess it did the trick.” Foxy shrugged and tossed back a shot of tequila. She may not be able to get drunk but combined with the Moonmist, it would get her buzzed for a bit. “You’re new in town, aren’t you?”

“How’d you know?”

“Most shifters around here have come in a time or two. Yet, I’ve never seen you,” she answered. 

“You’ve seen so many in here. I doubt you would have remembered me even if I did.”

“Oh, I would’ve remembered you.” She wouldn’t have been able to ignore the pull she had to him. Downing her last shot of tequila, Foxy looked out at the customers. As much as she’d love to stay and chat with Menot, she had dances lined up with customers. No reason to keep them waiting unless she wanted to lose them to another dancer. “I need to get back out there.” 

“See you around,” he said. She could feel him watching her as she walked off, so she put an extra sway into her walk for his benefit. 
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Days went by since Menot first started working at Heads N’ Tails; each night they flirted more and more, yet he still hasn’t made a move on her. The way he made her feel, she knew he was the one Gerri had planned for her. Every time she danced, she imagined it was just for him. She desired him more than she ever had another.  Why is he fighting this? 

A man came to the end of the stage, where Foxy was dancing. He wasn’t watching her dance but rather her face. She made her way to the edge of the stage, thinking he wanted to ask for a private dance. 

“I need to speak with you when you’re done.” He flashed a badge on the inside of his jacket. 

“She had it coming for weeks.” Foxy couldn’t believe Jasmine would involve the police over a little scuffle. 

“I’ll explain in a bit.” The detective walked to the wall and crossed his arms. He stood there, waiting for her. 

She finished her stage dance and quickly gathered her tips. Hurrying off the stage, she went into the dressing room. Jasmine was standing just inside the door, waiting to go on stage.

“Can’t fight your own battles? You just had the call the cops on me, huh?”

“You’re crazy.” Jasmine rolled her eyes and walked out onto the stage.

Foxy walked to her makeup station and grabbed her long white dress that tied on the sides. As she tied the strings on one side, Menot came in the dressing room. She looked up and saw him smiling, taking in her attire. 

“That looks great on you,” Menot said walking over to her. 

“Thanks,” she replied. “Do you know why that cop is here?”

“He’s a detective,” he corrected her. “He’s here about a missing person’s report.”

“Why does he want to talk to me? I don’t know anyone who’s missing.”

“You’ll have to go out there and find out. He’s talked to a couple of the girls and the bartender. I guess it’s just your turn.” Menot shrugged. 

“Man, I don’t have time to grab a beer.” Foxy pouted and tucked her tips in her garter. 

“Then you’ll be delighted to see this.” Menot pulled a beer bottle from behind his back. “I figured you wouldn’t have time when I saw him at the stage.”

“My hero! Thanks.” She took the beer from his hand and took a long guzzle. “Nothing better than a cold beer when you’re hot and sweaty.”

“I don’t know.” Menot smiled. “I can think of a few things better.”

“Oh, yeah? What’s better?” She took a step closer to him. With her heels on, she was able to look straight into his eyes.

“Foxy!” Tony came through the door, ruining any chance she had of Menot making a move. “Hurry up so we can get this detective out of here.” Tony looked between her and Menot. 

“I came to get her.” Menot backed away. He gave her a wink then walked out, passing Tony as he went. 

“What does this have to do with me?” Foxy asked Tony. 

“Landon didn’t make it home the other night and hasn’t been seen since,” Tony told her. 

“How would I know anything about that?” 

“Just go and answer his questions. I want him out of here as quickly as possible. Shifter or not, cops are bad for business. Don’t keep him waiting.” Tony turned and left the dressing room. 

“Alright, I’m coming.” She spritzed her favorite magnolia perfume. Taking another gulp of her beer, she followed Tony out. She didn’t have to go far. The detective was waiting just on the outside of the door. 

“Here she is.” Tony waved her over. “Foxy, this is Detective Haze. Detective, if you need somewhere quiet, you can use the back office.”

“We’ll be fine at a table.” Detective Haze motioned for her to take a seat at the table beside him. 

The table was behind the speakers that were suspended from the ceiling, so it wasn’t as loud as some of the other spots around the club. She took a seat and waited from him to do the same. Nina walked over and offered the detective a coffee, but he turned it down, claiming he wouldn’t be long. 

“So, what can I help you with detective?” She crossed her legs and looked out at the crowd. 

“When was the last time you saw Landon Pierce?” Detective Haze held up a picture of Landon. 

“He was in here Wednesday night. I’m not sure what time he left, if that’s what you want to know. I can’t keep track of every customer.”

“I know what time he came in and what time he left. The membership logs told us that. I want to know about your incident with Landon that night.”

“It wasn’t a big incident,” she corrected him. 

“I was told you threatened to cut off his hands and stab him in the chest.” Detective Haze looked at her with a raised eyebrow.

“Jasmine told you that, didn’t she?” Fucking bitch! 

“Did you?” He asked in a stern voice. 

“Yeah, but only because he ran his hand up my thigh. You’re not allowed to touch here. It’s against the rules. I didn’t hurt him, just told him I would if he touched me again,” she explained to the detective. 

“And did he? Touch you again?”

“No, I didn’t give him a chance. After the dance, I moved on to another customer. Landon even got a dance from Raven after me. I didn’t stop by his table any more that night and I was on shift until daylight.”

“Did he mention any problems or a trip he was planning?” He asked with a disheartened sigh.

“Why would he tell me anything like that? I’m a stripper not a therapist.” 

“I’m just trying to find out what happened to him.” He reached in his jacket pocket and pulled out another photo. “Have you seen this man around?” 

He slid the photo across the table. Foxy picked it up and took a close look. A familiar man stared back at her from the photo. She recognized him immediately, though she hadn’t seen him in a while. 

“He was in here a few weeks ago,” she told him and handed the picture back. “I haven’t seen him lately.”

“Did you threaten him, too?” Detective Haze asked her. 

“Yeah, when he tried to lick my tit. I may have smacked him around a bit. He was unharmed when he left here. Is he filing a complaint about me?”

“He’s missing, too. Funny thing is, you’ve threatened both men and both went missing.” 

“What? Are you saying that I had something to do with it?” Foxy was shocked. “Check my time cards. I’m here practically every night.”

“I doubt a woman of your size could man handle these men. However, I don’t like coincidences. Something is going on.” He tucked the photos in his jacket pocket. “Chances are, I’ll be seeing you again.”

“Chances are, I’ll still be here, not doing anything wrong.” She rolled her eyes as he walked off. 

She chugged the rest of her beer and walked up to the bar. A shot of Moonmist would make her feel better. The stuff was strong so she only allowed herself one a night. Any more than that and it would make her have questionable judgment like these other fools that don’t know how to hold their intergalactic liquor. 

“Nina, can I have a Moonmist and a beer,” she pleaded with her best puppy eyes. 

“Better do what she says, Nina, or you’ll go missing, too.” Jasmine came up beside Foxy, bumping into her arm. 

“Jasmine, if I was doing this, you’d be the first bitch to go missing.”

“Tony! Did you hear her?” Jasmine pretended she was scared. 

“Foxy, take the rest of the night off,” Tony said, walking up to the bar. 

“What?” Foxy was caught off guard. “Why should I go home? She started it!”

“Just go, come back tomorrow night,” he ordered. 

“Man, damn!” Foxy slammed her hand down on the bar. Nina slid the shot of Moonmist to her and placed the beer bottle next to it. The shot glass was filled to the rim with the shimmering liquid. “At least, someone loves me.” She grabbed the shot and drank it down.  

Slamming the shot glass back down on the bar, she grabbed the beer and stormed back to the dressing room. How was she going to get Menot to ask her out if she wouldn’t be there? There’s always tomorrow. 

The next night, Foxy came into work a little early. She had hoped to catch Menot in the parking garage, but his truck was already parked a few spots down from her normal spot. With a sigh, she grabbed her bag from the backseat. She took the employee elevator up to the tenth level. The club was already hopping with customers. She spotted Menot standing near the bar, watching the main floor. She gave him a sultry smile as she walked passed. 

As she walked into the dressing room, there was a surprise waiting for her. A large glass vase filled with a dozen red roses sat on top of her makeup station. Foxy dropped her bag in the locker under her station. She’d never received flowers at work before. A small card was tucked down in the leaves. Plucking the card out, she opened the small envelope and pulled out the card. 

“You see me, but do you even notice me?” She read the card out loud. She flipped the card over but there wasn’t a name signed to it. She had a good idea who they were from. With all the flirting they have done over the past few days, how could he say she didn’t see him?
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Menot noticed Foxy the moment she stepped through the club door. Her scent alone called to him. He shoved his hand in his pocket to keep from reaching out to her as she passed. Tony gave specific instructions not to get distracted by the girls. Yet, to him, Foxy was very distracting. She smiled back at him as she entered the dressing room. Most nights she put her stuff down and comes to the bar for a beer before getting dressed. Tonight, Menot decided to bring it to her instead. If he couldn’t be with her, he could at least catch a few seconds alone with her. 

“Nina, let me get a beer for Foxy,” he told the bartender.

“Won’t be long and she’ll have you wrapped around her finger.” Jasmine came up beside him.

“I’m just bringing a friend a beer,” Menot commented as Nina pulled the beer from the cooler. 

“Friend? You never brought me a beer.” Jasmine pouted. 

“That’s because you’re always being a bitch in one way or another.” Menot grabbed the beer from the bar. “Thanks, Nina.”

He left the bar with Jasmine staring at him in disbelief. Nina snickered and made no effort to hide it. When he entered the dressing room, he found Foxy in the back corner at her station. She was looking at a vase of roses when he stepped up behind her. He set the beer down next to her. Her eyes lit up when she noticed him in the mirror. Quickly, she turned and pushed him up against the lockers.

“I notice more than you think.” She pressed her lips against his. 

In that moment, he nearly lost it. Forgetting he was at work he weaved his fingers through her hair and deepened the kiss. He snaked an arm around her and turned them, pressing her against the lockers. He brought his lips to hers with the passion that has been building the last few days. 

“Damn,” he spoke softly against her lips. “I should bring you a beer every night.”

“That wasn’t for the beer,” she told him. “I wanted you to know your note was wrong. I do notice you. Every time we work together. I’d like to notice more of you, but you seem to be avoiding asking me out.” 

“Tony would fire me on the spot if we got involved. Wait, what note?” He asked. 

“The note you left with the roses.” She nodded toward the red roses in a vase at her makeup station. He grabbed the note and read the words for himself.

“As much as I would love to take credit for the roses, I didn’t send them,” he explained and dropped the note back down on the counter. 

“If you didn’t, then who did?”  

“They weren’t here when I came in a few hours ago. Was there a name with the card?” He picked up the small envelope lying next to the vase. Turning it over in his hand revealed nothing. 

“No, that’s why I thought it was you.”

“You only kissed me because you thought I bought you roses?” Amused, he dropped the envelope back down on the counter and crossed his arms. 

“No, but I thought the roses meant that you wanted me.” 

Her cheeks reddened before his eyes. Her hardened persona to the world was vulnerable in that moment. She wanted him, just as he wanted her. Would she have been this bold had it not been for the roses? He pressed his lips to hers, trying to ensure she didn’t doubt his want. The song playing began to fade. He ended the kiss and took a step back just as the curtain opened and Raven came off the stage. She eyed them both as she walked passed. 

“I’ll see if I can find out who put the roses in here.” Menot tried to cover for them. He didn’t want to risk losing his job. 

“Thanks.” Foxy winked at him. “Raven, were these roses here when you went on stage?”

“No, and I’m pretty sure I would have noticed a dozen long stem red roses.” Raven tossed her tips on to the station a few feet from Foxy’s station. 

“I’ll check around,” Menot assured Foxy as he left the dressing room.

He couldn’t admit it irked his nerves that someone was sending her roses. Though he had no claim on her, yet, he still got an unsettling feeling. If they wanted to be noticed, they would have signed a name. 

Menot scanned the crowd, taking note of the ones in the club already. He made his way to the bar to ask Nina about the delivery. As he stepped up to the bar the club door opened. Foxy’s regular customer comes in and takes a seat at his usual table. Jasmine rushed over to sit with the man before Foxy came out of the dressing room. By the look on her face, Menot could tell the result wasn’t what she has hoped for. Jasmine jumped up within a minute and stormed off to another table.

“She’ll never learn,” Nina commented while she was watching Jasmine.

“She can’t blame that one on Foxy.” Menot turned toward Nina. “Do you happen to know who put the roses in the dressing room?”

“Roses?” Nina shook her head. “I haven’t seen anyone with roses. There wasn’t a delivery or I would have known about it. Unless it came in on a different shift. I don’t go back in the dressing room.”

“No, this would’ve been in the last 20 minutes,” he explained, and looked back out at the crowd. 

“Sorry, but no,” Nina spoke as a customer came up to the bar. 

“Thanks anyway,” Menot turned and walked back to his post watching over the main floor.

As the night drug on, he asked different employees about the roses. No one knew anything about them. How can someone bring in roses and no one notice? The question racked his brain most of the night. Customers weren’t allowed in the dressing room and none of the employees admitted to putting the roses at Foxy’s station. 

As Foxy was coming off stage, Menot grabbed a beer from the bar. If there was one thing he had learned over the past few days, it was that Foxy enjoyed her cold beer when she gets off the stage. Not that it gets her drunk, she claimed to enjoy the thirst-quenching flavor. As he went to the dressing room, he made head count of all the girls on the floor. With Passion currently on stage, that meant Foxy would be alone in the dressing room.

Opening the door to the dressing room, he found his assumption was right. Foxy was standing in front of her makeup station adjusting the top of her red skin tight dress. She smiled at him through the mirror as he approached her with her beer in his hand. 

“Refreshing drink?” He offered her the beer. She took it from his hand and gulped down a third of the bottle. 

His intention had been to come in here and tell her he hadn’t found out who sent the roses. Looking at her now, all he wanted to do was take her in his arms. She set the beer down and turned to him, leaning back against her station. He listened for signs of anyone coming before he took a step closer. Sure that no one was coming, he lifted her up and set her on her makeup station. He stepped between her legs and claimed her lips with his. She wrapped her legs around him and pulled him closer. 

All too soon, Menot heard voices getting louder. Dancers were on the way to the dressing room. Quickly, he lifted her off the counter and cleared his lips of any lipstick. 

“You want to grab something to eat when you get off tonight?” He asked her just as the dressing room door opened. 

Foxy nodded in reply and reapplied her lipstick. Menot left the dressing room with a smile on his face and his pants a little tighter. If only she knew what she did to him, she wouldn’t doubt his want. By the tightness in his pants and the rumble in his chest, every part of him wanted her. 
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“Where’s your roses?” Menot asked as they stepped from the elevator.

“I left them in the dressing room,” she replied. “They’ll get more attention there then at my apartment.”

“A little creeped out by them?” He raised a brow. 

“Just a little, only because no one claimed to have sent them. My car or your truck?” Foxy asked Menot when he walked her to her car at the end of their shift.

“Why don’t I follow you? I don’t want to leave a vehicle behind for someone to see,” he commented when they got to her car. 

“That’s fine. Follow me. There’s a diner open 24 hours. It’s only a few blocks from here.” She unlocked her car and he put her bag in the back seat.  

“I’ll see you there.” He closed the driver door after she got in. The elevator door opened and Jasmine and Passion stepped out into the parking garage. 

“Why don’t you help us with our bags?” Jasmine asked, dropping one of her bags. 

“Sure.” Menot went over and picked her bag up. 

He didn’t want anyone to be suspicious of him and Foxy. The last thing he needed was for Tony to catch wind that he was seeing a coworker. He followed them to their shared car and placed their bags in the back seat just as he had done with Foxy’s stuff. 

“I’ll see you two tomorrow.” Menot turned to leave, hoping he could still catch Foxy before she pulled out of the parking garage. 

“Menot, you want to come with us?” Passion asked. 

“We’re going to Nightlife for a few drinks,” Jasmine added. 

“No, I think I’ve had enough of the clubs for one night,” Menot answered and continued to his truck. 

“Maybe another time,” Jasmine said but Menot ignored her and kept walking. 

When he neared his truck, he saw Foxy start to pull out of her spot. She waited. His heart swelled knowing that she wanted him. He unlocked his truck and jumped in. Before he could pull out of his spot, Jasmine came speeding through. She was between him and Foxy. Foxy pulled out of the parking garage and turned left. Luckily, Jasmine turned to the right, so she wouldn’t see him following Foxy. It gave him a thrill to be sneaking around with Foxy. Even if they weren’t technically doing anything wrong.

Menot pulled his truck into the parking lot behind Foxy. He jumped out to run to her car and get the door for her. The small restaurant had windows lining the front. Anyone passing by could easily spot them through the windows.  

“Don’t look so worried. Tony won’t see us out here. He lives above the club in the penthouse. I doubt him, Bryan, or Annette will be leaving the building tonight,” Foxy told him, and took his hand in hers. 

“I’m not worried per say. Tony just warned me about getting involved with coworkers. I can’t go breaking the rules and lose my job,” he explained. 

“Oh, I’m kind of the reason behind that rule,” Foxy admitted. 

“Why does that not surprise me?”  He looked over in time to see her shrug her shoulders. 

“Last year, I dated one of the bouncers. We had an ugly breakup and couldn’t work together without fighting. Tony separated us and kept me on the tenth and sent Jacob to a different level,” she explained. 

“Jacob, not Damon?”

“Damon? No, Damon and I went out for drinks after work. The next day he tried to tell me how I could and couldn’t dance for customers. He continued, so I threatened his beloved jewels.” She led him to a table in the corner, away from the windows. 

“Do you think Jacob could have sent the roses?” Menot asked just before the waitress stopped by their table to take their orders. Foxy ordered a loaded cheeseburger. It sounded good, so he ordered the same. 

She shook her head. “I don’t see Jacob being that generous. I doubt he would have spent the money it took to buy those roses. Though he was able to sneak into the dressing room undetected. He didn’t like that I danced for other guys but he sure loved the money I made from it,” Foxy explained. The waitress set their drinks down on the table between them and quickly shuffled off to the next table.

“I promise, I won’t take your money. It takes a strong man to handle a woman like you.” He winked at her. 

“You think you’re that man?” She asked with a grin.

“I can definitely handle it. I’m not a jealous man. I enjoy watching you dance for others and knowing they can’t have you,” he admitted. “I see nothing wrong with what you do. You make your money, pay your bills, and take care of yourself.”

“You say that now, but six months from now you’ll throw it in my face and call me names. I’ve heard it all before.”

“That’s bullshit and you know it. I’m not saying that to get in your pants. My opinion won’t change.” If she felt what he did, then she’d know he spoke the truth. 

“Maybe Damon?” She veered the conversation back.

“No, I saw him the night you threatened his balls. He couldn’t get away quick enough.” Menot told her about the night he first saw Damon. 

“Yeah, I don’t see him as wanting to get on my good side.” Foxy shrugged. 

“Men take their jewels seriously. We’d like keep them in working order,” Menot commented, making Foxy laugh out. 

The waitress arrived at their table with plates in hand. She set one down in front of each of them and asked if they needed anything else. After assuring her they were good, she left them to their meal. They talked as they ate. It was easy conversation, and they found plenty to talk about. Menot watched her lips as she ate. Her plump lips mesmerized him. He shook his head when he realized he was staring. Foxy didn’t seem to mind since she was watching him, too. 

“Do your parents live close?” He asked, trying to find out more about her. 

“I don’t have any parents,” she told him, but didn’t look sad. 

“I’m sorry. How long ago did they pass?” He asked not knowing what to say. 

“I don’t know if they’re dead.” She shrugged. “I never knew my dad. My mom abandoned me when I was eight. I bounced around foster homes. Humans don’t want shifters around their human children. When I was sixteen, I ran away and never looked back.” 

“It makes sense now,” Menot commented with a nod. 

“What makes sense?” Foxy looked ready to go into attack mode. 

“How you came to your badassery?”

“I just learned not to take any shit from anyone. No one is going to stand up for you other than yourself. I won’t be pushed around by anyone.”

“I saw this first hand.” Menot remembered having to pull her and Jasmine apart. 

“Enough about me, tell me a little about you. How long have you been in the city?” She asked and shoved a ketchup covered french fry in her mouth. 

“I’ve been here a little more than a week. I’ve been working on getting the houses ready for the rest of the clan that comes in next month.”

“How many houses do you have to get ready?”

“There’s three in total, two for the families and one for the bachelor pad. There are little things that need fixing in each house. Cal’s wife, Jemma, ordered furniture and other things for the houses. I’ll be there when they’re delivered and set things up. Some of the other guys are coming in a couple of weeks to help finish up everything,” he explained to her. 

“You need help? I’m pretty good with a hammer and nails,” she offered. 

“There’s not much. I could use your help, though. I need to find a place for the clan to go to let their bears run free. I haven’t seen much of an open or wooded area around here,” he told her. 

“That’s easy.” She took a sip of her soda. “I can take you to the state park. It’s huge with plenty of woods. There’s even a small lake to relax by. It’s outside of the city to the north.”

“That would be great.”

“We can go after we finish eating if you want,” she offered with a hint of a smile at the corner of her lips. 

“Sounds good,” he agreed. “Do you want to leave your car here and ride with me in my truck?” 

“Oh, now you want to ride together?” She teased. 

“There’s no one here to tell on us.” He laughed. ”So, why not?”

“I’ll ride with you as long as you don’t drive like a crazy person.”

“I try to stay right above the speed limit, nothing too crazy,” he responded and took a sip of his drink.

“I’ll be the judge of that.”

The waitress came and placed the bill on the table. Menot scooped it up before Foxy had a chance to even think about paying. He wasn’t here to take advantage of her. It wasn’t right to take a woman’s money, especially when that woman was going to be his for the rest of their lives. He just had to get her to see that. 
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“Turn right at the next road,” she instructed. “You’ll see the entrance to the park after a few miles.” 

Menot followed her instructions, turning on the next road. His eyes lit up at the sight of the vast wood line ahead of them. It was a beautiful night with the waxing moon. The moonlight cascaded over the trees creating a silhouette of the forest. She loved nights like this. Looking over at Menot, she knew he would love it, too. His smile delighted her. Knowing that she brought him some happiness was well worth the trip out of the city. She didn’t leave the city much. When she did, it was to the park to let her fox run free. 

“Don’t park in the first lot. If you follow the bend around, there’s another parking lot near some trails.” She directed him to one of her favorite trails. 

“How long have you been coming here?” Menot asked as he pulled into a parking space directly across from the trails. 

“I first stumbled across the park when I was fifteen. I ran away from one of the foster homes I was in, and lived out here for a few weeks. My fox enjoyed it. I, however, grew lonely quick.” She jumped out of the truck before Menot got out.

“I can’t see you living out here full time. You can’t shine under the canopy of the trees.” He got out of the truck and came up next to her. 

Foxy looked around at the empty parking lot. She pulled her shirt off and tossed it onto the hood of his truck. Wiggling her hips, she shimmied out of her blue jean skirt. Manot watched her with a sultry smiled, the same smile he gave her in the club when she danced. He bit his bottom lip as she unfastened her bra and let it fall from her breasts. She hooked her finger into the waistband of her thong and slid it down, kicking it onto the hood. Scooping up her clothes, she placed them in the passenger seat. Manot began to strip, and she leaned against the front of the truck to enjoy the show. His muscles were exposed when he pulled his black shirt over his head. His muscles weren’t overly defined, but he was tightly toned. When he took off his boots, she turned to give him some privacy as he stripped his pants off. 

She shifted into her fox. Looking back, she caught full sight of him in his naked glory as he tossed his stuff in the truck. She smiled to herself knowing he’d be hers. Menot shifted into a large grizzly bear. He was dark brown with light brown around his long muzzle. When he came closer to her, his bear towered over her small red fox. She nipped at his leg and took off in a run down the trail. Menot’s bear stomped and chased after her. He may be many times her size but she was faster. 

They got off the beaten path, and went deeper into the forest. Foxy knew of the perfect spot she wanted to take Menot. She hadn’t brought anyone out here, knowing that when the relationship ended the spot would be ruined. With Menot, she wasn’t worried about it. The way she felt when she was around him, she knew he wasn’t going to break her heart. Gerri was known for showing people their destined mates. She’d prove to Menot they were destined to be, even if they weren’t of the same species. Interspecies relationships weren’t common, but it wasn’t unheard of either. Foxy had no doubt that they could make a relationship work, as long as he could handle her occupation that is. That’s the one part men couldn’t get past. She wouldn’t change just because someone else didn’t like it. 

Foxy ran a tight circle around Menot and nipped at his hind leg. He stopped running and spun around quicker than she thought he could in bear form. She continued her teasing dance around him. He’d jump and spin, trying to catch her. She was too small and fast to be caught. She led him toward the lake to her little special spot. Looking behind her, she noticed Menot wasn’t there. He must have turned off somewhere. Foxy ran back the way she came, looking for him. She found him 30 yards back near a cluster of trees. Sitting on her hind end, she watched as he slowly made his way to the center tree. Large honeycombs hung from a tree branch eight feet from the ground. Night time wasn’t the best time to mess with bees since they were all home. Foxy could hear the bees getting agitated by his visit. The honey bees didn’t seem to faze him at all. Menot stood on his hind legs and reached up with his paws. He swiped his claw across the bottom of one of the honeycombs, catching the falling piece in his other paw. When he noticed her watching him, he waved his huge paw at her slinging honey in the air. He bit down onto the honeycomb and started walking her way. He shook his entire body like a wet dog. Any bees on his fur went flying off.  

Foxy stared at him in awe. She had never seen anything like that before. She had seen the honeycombs before but never thought to break off a piece. Menot sat down beside her. He broke the honeycomb in half and placed half down in front of her. She bit down into the honeycomb. The sweet honey dripped from her mouth as it escaped from the comb. She licked the honey from around her mouth, trying to recover the escaped goodness. She hasn’t had fresh honey from the honeycomb before. The bees have always deterred her from trying to snag any from the nest. 

They finished their honey and continued on their way to her spot. They walked the rest of the way, taking their time as the moseyed along. Every few minutes Menot would shake his body, clearing off another bee that had landed on him. They arrived at the lake with time to spare before sunrise. Foxy took him to a grassy knoll on the edge of the water. She could have taken him down to the small beach area but she preferred the soft grass under her feet than the gritty sand. Walking to the edge, she looked into the water at her reflection. Her dainty fox stared back at her. Menot came over beside her and peered into the water. His reflection nearly swallowed hers. He sat on the ground beside her. Reaching around her with his paw, he pulled her close. They looked strange together, she had to admit. She stared at their reflections and all their differences. Quickly, she realized she didn’t care about those differences. They’d find a way to make it work. 

Foxy shifted back into her human form. She ran her hand through Menot’s fur and leaned her head against him. This would be the first time she had watched the sunrise with someone out here. She couldn’t think of anyone more perfect to watch it with than Menot. Closing her eyes, she wished this moment could last. Any tension she had built up from this week’s drama melted away and was replaced with a sense of peace. This feels right. 

Menot’s body shifted under her hand. Her fingers no longer mingled with his fur, but rested on his bare chest. The sudden change in weight and position had them both falling backwards to their backs. They laughed as they positioned themselves to lay on the grassy knoll. Together, they laid there looking out at the skyline, waiting for the sun to rise.  

“It’s beautiful out here,” he told her and pulled her closer to him. 

“It’s one of my favorite places out here.” She turned toward him and leaned up on her elbow. “That was crazy, what you did to get the honey. I’ve never seen anyone get honey that way. Did you get stung at all?”

“One tagged me on my ear, but the honey was worth it.” He rubbed his left earlobe. “What can I say? I’m a sucker for fresh honey. I thought you could use a little sweet treat.”

“It was delicious,” she commented. “Though, I expected the bees to swarm you.”

“Nah, they know they can’t do much damage to me as a bear. My fur is too thick for them to penetrate.” He looked over at her. “Unlike you, they would have penetrated you easily.”

“I never really thought of myself as being easily penetrable.” She laughed at the thought. 

“That’s not what I meant.” He laughed along with her. “If you were that easy, I would have penetrated you already.”

“How would you know if you haven’t even tried?” She asked with a grin. 

“I would never penetrate without an invitation.” He winked at her. 

His eyes trailed down the length of her body. She knew she planted the thought into his mind. Hoping he would take action, she pressed her body closer to his. The warmth of his body seeped into hers.

“You have an open invitation. All you have to do is take it.” 

Menot reached up, weaving his hand in her hair. He pulled her down on him, crushing her lips to his. She parted her lips as his tongue teased her. Her body tingled with anticipation. He rolled her onto her back, never breaking the kiss as he rolled with her. She opened her legs to allow him to get closer. His hard shaft pressed against her. Her heart pounded and she deepened the kiss. Anticipation built and her patience was running out. She had waited a long time for him. She didn’t want to wait another minute. 

The caress of his lips on her skin set her body ablaze. He trailed kisses down her neck and along her collarbone. She splayed her fingers along his shoulders as he lowered his body down to hers. Each kiss of his lips left her wanting more. His hands explored her body, finding the apex between her legs. His thumb rubbed across her clit and she nearly came undone. Menot smiled knowingly down on her and tapped his thumb on her clit. Her body jerked involuntarily from the sensation. He brought his lips down to her breast, taking a nipple into his mouth. He lightly grazed his teeth along her nipple, turning them into hardened peaks. Unable to wait any longer, she bucked him and flipped them over. 

“I wasn’t finished,” he told her. 

“I’ve waited long enough,” she said and crushed his lips with hers. 

She didn’t even need to tease him first. He was rock hard for her. Straddling his body, she positioned herself over his cock. He grabbed hold of her hips as she slowly slid down his shaft. 

“Oh, dear God, that feels good,” she moaned. 

She took in his full length. Her body stretched to accommodate his thick cock. With his hands on her ass he helped her lift and set her back down. She rode him slowly, enjoying the feel of him inside her. He sat up and she wrapped her legs around him. His arm came around her waist and he buried his face in her neck. She moaned out loudly as he brought her down on him with force. He wrapped her hair around his hand and pulled her head back. His tongue lightly grazed the side of her neck as he made his way to her breasts. He bent forward, taking her nipple into his mouth. 

“Yes!” She called out. 

She rocked her body harder, grinding down on him. He sucked on her nipple, sending spasms throughout her body. It felt amazing as he gave her body his undivided attention. He leaned back slightly, bringing his hand between them. He moaned as her body clenched his shaft. His thumb found her clit again, giving it pressure taps. She wasn’t able to hold on any longer. Her orgasm burst forth like water from a waterfall. Her muscles clenched, and she threw her head back in ecstasy. 

“That’s right baby. Come all over me.” He claimed her lips as her body quivered. 

He moaned out when his own release came. His seed filled her and her body collapsed into him. She unwrapped her legs from around his back. He laid back, bringing her down on top of him. She slid off his shaft but made no other inkling to move. 

They finished just in time to watch the sunrise over the water. She’d never been so content before. Her body was sated, and her muscles relaxed. She laid on Menot as the sun came up. 

“It’s beautiful,” she commented.

“Yes, you are,” he replied, pressing his lips against her temple. 

They laid together without words. Just enjoyed being close to each other. After a night of dancing, running, and lovemaking, her eyelids closed. Suddenly, Menot shifted underneath her. His warm skin replaced by thick, warm fur. She pushed herself up but his huge paw landed on her back pushing her back down against his chest. 

“Ok, I get it.” She laughed and snuggled against him. “I was always against the bear skin rug thing. I’ll make an exception for you.” Her fingers weaved into his fur. 

They watched the sunrise transform the sky. The array of pinks over the water was breathtaking. She couldn’t take her eyes away even though she was getting tired. Knowing she needed to make it back to the truck she climbed off her warm, loving bear. 

“We need to get back,” she told him. Menot rolled over and kneeled in front of her. He jerked his head, motioning for her to climb on. “You want to give me a lift?” 

When he nodded, she climbed on his back. His soft fur was inviting. He carried her back the way they came through the woods. She’d been there so many times that a small path had formed her trail. While she rode on his back, she told him more about herself. Telling him a few stories of her younger years and a few club fights with the other dancers. 

They arrived at the parking lot much quicker than she liked. They stood on the inside of the open truck doors and got dressed. Not caring if she was caught, she watched as he pulled on his cargo pants. She bit her lip as the material covered his toned legs. Her eyes trailed up to his ass and his thick shaft. He moved in a way that his shaft jerked in her direction. She smiled at the movement, finding amusement in the action.

“You like what you see?”

“Very much so,” she replied, then pulled her shirt back on.

“I plan on giving you so much more.” He grabbed his shirt off the seat and sat down.

“And I’ll take all that you give.” She hopped in the truck and involuntarily yawned.

“Let’s get you back. Can’t have you coming in tonight all exhausted because of me.”

The ride back to her car was filled with conversation. He told her about the other members of the clan that was coming in. Foxy quickly realized that most of her stories were of work. Years ago, she vowed never to be on the streets again and she worked damn near every day to ensure that didn’t happen. Because of it, she had a nice stockpile in case of hard times. She looked over at Menot, contemplating taking a day or two off a week. It would give her more time to spend with Menot. 

They arrived back at her car as the morning crowd was coming into the diner. Menot parked beside her car and jumped out. She watched as he ran around the front of the truck to open the door for her. Instead of helping her out when she turned, he wedged himself between her legs. Her skirt slid up her thighs. His lips pressed against hers and she wrapped her arms around him. Tucking her feet behind his knees she pulled him closer. The kiss wasn’t a lust wanting kiss. Instead, it was tender, and sensual. Menot broke off from the kiss and took a step back. 

“Since I won’t be able to do that tonight.” Menot smiled and kissed her lips once more. 

“I’ll meet you at 5:30 and we can ride up together,” she offered, smiling at the thought of seeing him before work. 

“I’ll be there.” He helped her out of his truck. 

She didn’t want to leave but she didn’t want to seem clingy by wanting to spend more time with him. After giving him her phone number, she unlocked her door and got in. As she pulled out of the parking spot, she kept glancing back his way. He watched her leave. This is a good sign.
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Foxy turned into the parking garage of Heads N’ Tails at 5:28. She ended up oversleeping and had to rush through her shower just to get here on time. She pulled into her parking spot and looked to see if she could see Menot’s truck. Her view was obscured mostly by a grey utility van. Grabbing her phone off the passenger seat, she got out. As she grabbed her bag from the back seat, she noticed Menot coming around the back of the car.  

“Boo.” He pounded on the trunk of her car.

“Nice try.” She laughed. “I saw you coming.” She spoiled his fun. 

“I figured you did,” he came up behind her. “Want me to take your bag?”

“Sure.” She handed him the bag. 

She closed her car door and turned to him. He was too close for her not to touch. She pushed him up against her car and pressed her lips against his. He wrapped his arm around her, kissing her back. All too soon, he pulled back from the kiss. 

“Someone is going to see us here,” he told her and kissed her cheek. 

“Then we should take cover.” She laughed and took his hand, pulling him toward the elevator. 

As they got in the elevator, she heard a vehicle door slam. The elevator door closed before she could see who may have seen them. Turning to Menot, she pulled her bag off his shoulder and dropped it onto the floor. 

“You’re going to get us caught,” Menot said taking her into his arms. 

“As long as you do your job, Tony won’t have a problem with it,” she assured him. “But right now, is my time until the elevator doors open.”

He pressed her up against the wall and his lips came down on hers. The passion behind his kiss was unlike anything she had ever felt before. She loved kissing him. It set her body on fire all the way to her toes. The soft ding of the elevator alerted them that the doors were about to open. Menot backed up and picked up her bag. He handed it to her just as the doors slid open. 

“You’re just in time,” Tony greeted them from the hallway. “Tobias brought some hot wings in for everyone. Better get them while they’re still hot.”

“I forgot it’s Friday. Tobias brings something down from the restaurant on Fridays,” she told Menot as they stepped off the elevator. “I was kind of hoping he would bring ribs this week.”

“He was going to but Kade’s pack wiped him out of ribs,” Tony informed her as he got on the elevator. He watched them both until the elevator doors slid closed. Menot let out a relieved sigh. 

“He doesn’t suspect anything,” she told him. “It will be okay.” She laughed as the made their way down the short hall to the club’s double doors. 

“If you say so.” Menot opened the door and held it for her. 

“I do, now relax. Wings are at the bar. I have to put my stuff down and I’ll be right out.”

They went their separate ways. Menot went toward the bar and she went straight to the dressing room. A few of the dancers were at their makeup stations with a plate of hot wings. Jasmine watched her with narrowed eyes. Foxy opened her locker, dropping her bag inside. Her roses weren’t on her station. She glanced around the room but didn’t see them. Maybe the cleaning crew got rid of them. Usually, she’d grab a plate and lounge around in the dressing room while she ate. Not today, today she’d eat at the bar where she could be close to Menot. 

The club was already in full swing. Since her shift didn’t start for another twenty minutes, she could take her time eating. Nina saw her coming and set a beer out on the bar along with a paper plate for wings. Menot stood at the end of the bar, eating wings and watching the crowd. She grabbed her plate and walked around the bar. As she scooted past Menot, she lightly rubbed up against him. He didn’t look at her, but she could tell he was smiling. She placed some wings on her plate and sat at one of the bar stools near Menot, but not right next to him. She didn’t want to look obvious. 

“You’re not eating in the dressing room tonight?” Nina asked. 

“Jasmine’s back there with her attitude, so I thought I’d sit out here while I ate,” Foxy told her.

“Yeah, she’s been in a bad mood for the last hour. Your customer came in and she was shot down again. She’s been huffing and puffing ever since.”

“Didn’t she learn last night, that guy wasn’t into her?” Menot asked then bit into a wing. 

“I told you, she never learns,” Nina commented and grabbed a beer for another customer. “I think she pissed him off because he left. Sorry, she may have ruined tonight’s money for you.”

“Oh, I’m not worried about it. If you’re talking about Antoine, then he’ll be back. She can’t run him off for long,” Foxy said and looked out at the crowd. Antoine wasn’t in the crowd, but she did see other familiar faces. She could still make good money tonight. 

While she ate, she kept glancing to Menot. She’d catch him looking and she’d give him a wink. When she finished her wings, she chugged the last of her beer and hopped off the bar stool. She went to throw her plate away in the trash behind the bar. As she past Menot, she pinched his fine ass. He didn’t jump like she expected him to, instead, he tightened his ass. 

“I’ll get payback,” he whispered to her. “You don’t know when. You don’t know where. But it’s coming.”

“Should I be scared?” She whispered back as she walked off.

She couldn’t keep the smile off her face as she walked to the dressing room. Tobias roared out, catching her attention. Passion was on stage in front of him. Foxy went through the dressing room door and saw Jasmine was still there even though she was done eating.  Didn’t she have anything better to do? Jasmine watched her as she walked to her station. Foxy rolled her eyes as she sat down. Unlocking her locker, she pulled out her bag and took out her makeup. From her mirror she could see Jasmine still watching her.

“Do you need some beauty tips?” She asked Jasmine, holding up her eyeshadow palette. 

“As if I would need them from you?” She crossed her arms over her chest. 

“Then why are you staring at me like I’m the big sister you never had?” Foxy was exhausted with all Jasmine’s issues. 

“There’s nothing sisterly about the way I feel about you,” Jasmine hissed. 

“That’s nice. Now since you’re at work maybe you should go out there and actually make some money rather than being in here not being sisterly.” She pulled her t-shirt off and tossed it into her locker. 

“I’ve already made plenty of money.” She flipped her hair over her shoulder. “In fact, your man came in earlier. He didn’t even want to see you. Spent money on me though. Maybe he’s finally coming around to the finer things in life.”

“Yeah, I heard about that.” Foxy laughed. “Let me know how that works out for you. On second thought, don’t because I don’t care.”

“We’ll see who gets him.” Jasmine got up and stormed out of the dressing room, knocking into Paris on her way in. 

“Whoa, what’s her deal?” Paris asked Foxy. 

“What isn’t her deal?” Foxy stripped off her jeans. 

“True,” Paris replied and checked her makeup before going to the stage curtain. 

Paris went out on stage as Passion came off. Foxy tossed her bra and panties in her locker and pulled out a few outfits. Deciding on her plaid mini skirt and white front tie top, she slid the others to the side. After getting dressed she focused on her makeup. She wanted to work the floor before she had to get on stage, so she didn’t go heavy on her makeup. By the time she finished her makeup, she was alone in the dressing room. She strapped on her white heels and left the dressing room.  

After checking in with the DJ, she made a round through the club on her way to the bar. She greeted some customers and flirted, letting them know she’d be up on stage soon. Menot wasn’t at the bar where she left him. Instead, he was at the couch rooms watching over Ryan’s position while Ryan ate some wings at the bar. 

“Nina, let me get a tequila and a beer please.”

“Coming right up.” Nina handed a drink to a customer then turned to get the tequila from the shelf. 

“Thanks,” Foxy said as Nina slid the shot glass her way. 

“You were right,” Nina said. 

“About what?” Foxy tossed back the shot and set the shot glass back on the bar.

“Jasmine didn’t run him off for long.” She nodded over toward the door. Antoine came through the club doors and went to the opposite end of the bar for a drink.

“Does that surprise you?” Foxy laughed. 

“He’s a loyal one. You should make him a loyal customer card.” Nina laughed. “You know buy five dances, get the sixth one free.”

“Ain’t nothing free here, darling.” Foxy raised her brow. “I work too damn hard to give it away for free.” 

Nina set the beer down in front of her. She took a sip and looked over the crowd for target. She could easily get a dance from Antoine, but she’d give him time to settle in. Spotting a table free of dancers, she made her way to them. As she walked between the tables, Antoine came up beside her.

“I know you saw me come in. Didn’t you want to say hello?” Antoine asked her.

“I thought I’d let you get a seat first.”

“Here’s an empty table,” he sat down at the next table. “How about a dance?”

“Sure.” She positioned herself in front of him as the song faded to another. 

When the next song began, she started dancing. Even though she was dancing for a customer she was thinking about dancing for Menot. Would he like a private dance of his own? 

“You’re into it tonight,” Antoine commented. “Something got you happy?” He asked staring into her eyes. 

“I just like this song,” she told him and spun around, shimming out of her skirt. 

“You should add it to your playlist.”

“You know I can’t take another girl’s song.” She insisted as she untied her top. She opened her blouse for his viewing pleasure but didn’t take it all the way off. 

“You dance to it better. Even that bonehead bouncer knows it, he keeps looking.” He nodded toward Menot.

“The new guy? He’ll get used to it.” She shrugged, trying to play it off. 

“Give him something else to look at it. Let’s do another.” Antoine said setting money down on the table.

“One now, then I have to get on stage,” she told him as the song faded. “When I’m done, I’ll come back and do another.”

“When you come back, I want to go to the champagne room. That way I have you all to myself.” 

“Deal.” She grabbed her skirt from the empty chair. Taking the money, she counted out what he owed for the dance and handed him the rest. 

“Keep it,” he told her, closing her hand around the money. 

“Thanks, I’ll see you shortly.” She slipped her skirt on and left the table. 

On the way to the dressing room she adjusted her top. She tied it in front, concealing her breast from everyone’s view. When she got into the dressing room, she checked her makeup in the mirror and waited for the song to end so she could get on stage. She brushed her fingers through her hair as she headed to the stage curtain. The song began to fade, and Jasmine came barreling out from behind the curtain. 

“Careful there, sister,” Foxy teased as Jasmine righted herself. “You don’t want to bust a nose.”

“Fuck you, Foxy,” Jasmine spat out as Foxy went through the stage curtain. 

Foxy laughed making her entrance on stage. She loved to get under Jasmine’s skin. Jasmine’s attitude made it easy, too. All she had to do was look at her and she’d get pissed. Foxy focused on her dance. When she’d pose for the audience she would look to where Menot was standing. Most times she could catch him looking her way, other times he was focused on the customers and what was going on around him. She finished her three-song set and collected her tips off the stage. 

The dressing room was empty when Foxy got to her station. There was a long package at her station. The box was wrapped in red wrapping paper with a black ribbon wrapped around it. She dropped her money down on the counter, next to the box, and plopped down in her chair. She looked for a card but there wasn’t one with the box. Pulling one end of the ribbon, she untied the bow. She pulled the ribbon off, dropping to the counter. Gripping the sides of the box with her hand, she lifted the top off. Laying on the inside of the box was a long stem black rose.

“That’s not at all creepy,” she said sarcastically. 

She closed the box and set it aside. Someone had to know where the box had come from. Looking for her red dress, she unlocked her locker to check in there. Last time she saw it, she had it on her makeup station before she went on stage. Defeated in her search, she pulled out her purple dress and slipped it on. It was not the look she was going for, but it would do. She needed answers and she needed them now. She stashed her tips in her locker and locked it up. Leaving the dressing room, she went in search of answers. 
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Ten
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Menot observed the crowd from his post by the couch rooms. Even though the post by the bar gave him more opportunities to talk to Foxy; this spot gave him a full view of the club. He could watch Foxy dance without being obvious. As if his thoughts beckoned her, Foxy came storming out of the dressing room like a woman on a mission. To his surprise, she was storming his way. 

“What’s up?” He asked as she approached. 

“Whose been in the dressing room since I got on stage?”

“The only one that went in there was Paris. Why? What happened?” 

“You didn’t see anyone go in there with a big ass box? That’s not possible.”

“I’m telling you; no one went in there.”

“Someone did,” she huffed. “When I got off the stage there was a package at my station. It was a black rose. Why would someone give me a black rose? Doesn’t that mean death? Does someone want to kill me?”

“Unless it’s Jasmine, I don’t think anyone wants to kill you. I didn’t see Jasmine go back there, either.”

“You were probably distracted and didn’t see someone go in.” Foxy stormed away, heading for the bar. 

Maybe he was distracted when Foxy was on stage. Though with how close he was to the dressing room door it wasn’t likely that he’d miss someone going in. He couldn’t leave his post until Ryan came back to relieve him. He looked out at the crowd, trying to determine if anyone was in the club both nights that the roses came in. Tobias, the lion shifter, sat near the stage. Menot remembered him roaring both nights. There was Antoine, Foxy’s regular customer, he was in both nights. To think of it, he was in the club most nights from what Foxy told him. 

Menot kept watch over the club. He noticed Antoine glaring at him. He didn’t get good vibes from the man looking at him with nothing but disgust. Foxy had made her way over to Antoine’s table. Antoine gave Menot a victorious smile then turned his focus on Foxy. Something didn’t sit right with Menot. 

Ryan came back to relieve him from the post at the couch rooms. He made a round through the club on his way to the bar. As he weaved through the tables, grabbing empty bottles off tables, he overheard Antoine talking to Foxy. He wanted a dance from her before he left for the night. Grabbing a bottle from the table behind Foxy, he smelled the faint metallic copper scent of blood. Menot had the sudden urge to find out where it was this man goes after he leaves the club. 

He went back to Ryan and told him he was taking his lunch break. There was enough time for him to make it down to his truck before Foxy finished her dance. Taking the staff elevator down to the parking garage, he rushed to his truck. He needed to be parked out by the street before Antoine made it down to his vehicle. He pulled out of the parking garage and parallel parked across the street. From here, he’ll be able to confirm when Antoine made it out. 

It didn’t take long for a grey utility van pulled out of the parking garage. It was the same van parked a couple spots away from Foxy’s car. As the van made it’s turn onto the main road, Menot recognized Antoine driving. He pulled out and followed the van. Making sure he didn’t follow too close. He followed the van down town to the warehouse district. Not exactly the type of place he expected Antoine would go. Menot had to hang back, since there weren’t that many vehicles around. The warehouse district was filled with drugs, prostitution, and those down on their luck. He lost track of the van when he had to put distance between them. The smells were overpowering, making tracking nearly impossible. He checked down another row of warehouses before turning back. He needed to get back to work before his lunch break was over. Giving up the search, he headed back to the club. 

******
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Menot made it back to the club with ten minutes to spare. The club was more crowded than when he left. He checked in with Ryan, who was at the couch rooms. He had hoped to take over Ryan’s post, that way he could talk to Foxy when she came out of the dressing room, but Ryan stationed him at the post at the end of the bar. He made his way to the end of the bar and stood facing the crowd.

“Menot, would you be willing to run these beers back to the dressing room?” Nina asked.

“Now, I’m a waitress?” He asked sarcastically as he grabbed the two beers off the bar. “I’m just messing with you. I’ll take them.” 

“You can collect a tip from them.” She smiled then turned to other customers. 

He brought the beers to the dressing room, hoping one was for Foxy. As he walked through the dressing room door, he found Foxy and Raven sitting at Foxy’s station with a large pizza between them. Foxy bit into her slice of pizza and the cheese stretched from her lips to the pizza. The cheese broke off the pizza and dangled from her chin. He placed the beers between them since their hands were full of pizza. 

“Thanks,” Foxy and Raven said in unison. 

“No problem,” he replied. 

“I’d offer you a slice but since you left for lunch, I’m guessing you’re not hungry,” Foxy told him. 

“I’m good, thanks,” he said before leaving the dressing room. 

He would have loved to stay and talk with her but he needed to get back to his post before Ryan came looking for him. Back at the bar, he watched over the crowd. The rest of the night was peaceful, no arguments or fights broke out. Menot thought for sure he would be breaking Foxy and Jasmine apart. He looked around and realized he hadn’t seen Jasmine in a while. 

“Nina, where’s Jasmine?” He asked the bartender as she pulled a beer from the cooler next to him. 

“She left a couple of minutes after you took lunch,” she informed him. “Personally, I thought she was going to meet you.”

“Why would you think that?”

“When you left, she ran in the back and got dressed. She rushed out saying she’d be back tomorrow. I think she was trying to catch up with you. You didn’t see her?”

“No, I had something to do. I didn’t hang around,” he told her. “Hey, what can you tell me about Foxy’s regular customer, Antoine?”

“Here you go, Theirno.” Nina set a scotch glass down in front of the man a couple bar stools down before turning back to Menot. “Antoine? Not much to tell really. He’s been coming here for three years to see Foxy. He’s never caused any problems. Plenty of money to keep her busy. Why do you ask? Is this about the roses?”

“Yeah, just trying to figure out who sent them,” he told her then turned his attention back to the crowd. 

Menot didn’t get a chance to talk to Foxy until the end of their shift. As she headed for the door, he offered to walk her out and carry her bag. She took him up on his offer, handing him her bag. Together, they walked to the staff elevator. 

“Where’d you go at lunch?” Foxy asked as the elevator door slid closed. 

“I had to check on something.” 

“It’s fine, you don’t have to tell me.” She crossed her arms and leaned against the elevator wall. 

“I think there’s something going on with Antoine,” he said, knowing she wouldn’t like what he was going to say. “I think he’s the one getting you the roses.”

“That’s crazy! He’s been my customer for three years now. Why would he start sending roses now?”

“Maybe his infatuation grew to a stalker mode,” he suggested. 

“Seriously?” She raised an eyebrow at him. “That’s bullshit. This didn’t start until you came along.”

“Are you serious? Are you blaming me or accusing me?” He asked crossing his arms in front of him. 

“I’m just saying everything was fine until you came along. Then things started to get weird.”

“You really think I did it?”

“I don’t know much about you. For all I know you could have. Makes more sense than Antoine doing it,” she told him as the elevator door slid open. 

“Darling, if I bought you roses, I damn well would admit it.” Menot couldn’t believe how ridiculous she was being. Why can’t she see something isn’t right with Antoine? 

“I can take it from here.” Foxy grabbed her bag from him and stormed off the elevator. 

“So, I take it you don’t want to go for breakfast?”

“No, I just want to go home.” Without another word, she went to her car. 

Deciding to give her space, Menot didn’t chase after her. He went to his truck and waited for her to get safely in her car and drive off. He didn’t mean to piss her off by accusing her customer. He was only trying to warn her of his suspicions. He’d try to make it up to her tomorrow. Though it won’t be with roses. Instead, he’d buy her some hot wings from the restaurant upstairs. 
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Eleven
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The next evening, Foxy decided to go to work early in order to avoid running into Menot. She didn’t blame him for thinking it was Antoine. If she didn’t know better, she would think Antoine was responsible too. He couldn’t have put the black in the dressing room last night. She was with him until she got on stage. He wouldn’t have had time to leave and come back before she got off the stage. 

She pulled into the parking garage at Heads N’ Tails. There was a gray van in her usual parking spot. It was the same van she had seen the night before. Parking several spots down, she looked around for Menot’s truck. She got out, grabbing her bag and phone from the passenger seat. With her phone in hand, keys in the other she headed to the staff elevator. 

As she was passing the van, a noise sounded behind her. She spun around and listened but didn’t hear the noise again. She gripped her keys between her fingers like mini daggers. If someone attacked her, she had no problem stabbing them with her keys. She turned and got the jolt of her life. Her entire body stiffened and she fell against the back of the van. As she hit the ground her phone slid across the concrete, stopping midway under the van. A figure stepped out from beside the van. She kicked his ankle causing him to fall forward. She tried to scoot away from him, even though her body was on fire from the stun gun. The hooded man fumbled around with the stun gun and tasered her again. Every muscle in her body tightened from the electric current running through her. She could hear the van door open. The man picked her up from the concrete and slid her in the back of the van. She barely registered the stun gun coming at her the third time. The second the volts jolted through her body, she blacked out. 

When she opened her eyes, she was no longer in the back of the van. Blinking a few times, she tried to focus. She was tied to pole in an open area of a warehouse. There were crates stacked up all around blocking her view of any exits. On top of one of the crates was a vase with long stem red roses. A black rose laid on the crate next to the vase. She was positive it was the same ones that were delivered to her at the club. A black stage curtain hung from the ceiling to her right. A large overstuffed chair sat across from her with a small table beside it. The table had a bucket with a bottle of champagne chilling in ice. She looked down at her body. A glowing blue rope was wrapped around her neck, body, and legs. She tried to pull her arms out of the rope but it only seemed to make the rope around her neck tighter.

“I wouldn’t move if I were you,” a familiar voice sounded from behind the crates. 

She looked but didn’t see him. Wiggling, she tried again to loosen the rope. The rope around her neck tightened to the point that it was digging into her skin. 

“Keep it up and you’ll end up cutting off your own head. It would be a shame to ruin that beautiful head of yours.” Antoine came out from behind a stack of crates.   

“Antoine? Why are you doing this?” She couldn’t believe it, Menot was right. How could she have been so wrong?

“Why? Because you’ve been an ungrateful bitch.” His voice grew louder. “I’ve been patient. I’ve waited for years for you to see me, for you to love me. I was right there in front of you. Instead, you chose to call a matchmaker.”

“This might sound strange to you, since you’re not a shifter, but listen. When shifters find their mate, they feel it,” she tried her best to explain. “I’m sorry Antoine, but it’s not you.”

“After all that I’ve done for you, you don’t think I’m the one?”

“All you’ve done?” She glared at him. Every bit of money he gave her, she had worked for.

“I’ve protected you,” Antoine told her with a smug look.

“Protected me from what?” She was taken back by his declaration. 

His smile grew sinister and he rubbed his hands together. He walked over to the large crate to the left of her and grabbed a remote from the top. After he pressed a button the curtain on her right fell to the floor. A large metal grate hung in front of another curtain. Foxy screamed when she realized what was in the center of the steel grate. 

“Landon!” She screamed trying to get his attention but she feared he was already dead. 

“Scream all you want. He can’t hear you.” Antoine laughed. 

Landon hung from the center of the grate by the same type of glowing blue rope. His right hands were missing, and in their place was blood-soaked gauze. He was in the same clothes as he was when he was at the club. There was a heel of a stiletto stuck in his chest.

“Why?” She cried. “Why would you do that? Landon didn’t hurt anyone.”

“No? He forced his hands upon your body.”

“He didn’t hurt me. I took care of it. He wouldn’t have done it again.”

“And I made sure of that. Just like the others.”

“What others? No, please God no.” Her knees nearly buckled with the realization of his words. He’d killed before. 

“They all deserved it,” he claimed, walking over to the large crate the remote had been on. 

He pulled pins out of the top of the crate and stepped to the side. The front of the crate came crashing down to the concrete floor with a loud bang. Inside was a large glass display case filled with large mason jars. Each mason jar held a pair severed hands inside, and labeled with a date. Foxy held back from puking. The sight before her was horrific. Nine jars in total lined the shelves. Nine lives this man has destroyed. 

“It’s you,” she stated. “All the men the detective was looking for, you killed them.” 

“I told you, they deserved it.”

“The detective thinks I’m responsible for their disappearances,” she informed him. 

“You are.” Antoine smiled. “They even died the same way you threatened them.”

“Are you trying to frame me?”

“No, but I could. I think it gives it a personal touch. Don’t cha think?”

Suddenly, Foxy heard a muffled scream coming from her right. For a moment, she thought Landon may still be alive. She jerked her head in his direction and focused on his chest, hoping he was breathing. 

“I saved one just for you.” Antoine grabbed the remote back off the crate. “You’re going to like this.”

Foxy prayed Menot wouldn’t be hanging from a grate like Landon. When the curtain dropped, she didn’t want to look. She heard a panicked mumble, followed by another muffled scream. Foxy took a deep breath to calm herself before looking.

“Snagged this one last night. Thought you might want the honor of doing this one yourself.” Antoine pressed a button on the remote and she heard a grate moving.

Foxy looked toward the moving grate. She felt a slight relief knowing it wasn’t Menot hanging there. Jasmine was bound by the same type of glowing rope. Their eyes met and Foxy could see the silent pleas in Jasmine’s eyes. She mumbled, trying to say something but the duct tape over her mouth prevented anything audible. 

“I think she has something she wants to say.” Antoine walked over toward the grate. He pressed another button on the remote and the grate lowered to the concrete. Jasmine tried to turn her head when Antoine reached his hand out. He smiled and ripped the tape off her mouth. 

“I’m sorry. Foxy, tell him I wouldn’t hurt you. It’s only sisterly bickering,” Jasmine pleaded.

“Now’s not the time for lies,” Foxy told Jasmine. No matter how much she disliked Jasmine, she didn’t deserve what Antoine was doing to her. “We may not like each other, but she doesn’t deserve to die. I believe she learned her lesson. She won’t be an obnoxious bitch anymore. Will you?” She looked over to Jasmine. 

“That’s right. I’ve turned over a new leaf. I won’t say another rude word,” Jasmine pleaded. 

“See?” Foxy looked at Antoine. “You have me. Let her go.”

“She’s not going anywhere and neither are you.” Antoine pulled his phone from his pocket. 

He sat down in the chair across from Foxy and focused on his phone. When he set his phone down on the table beside the chair, music started playing. Foxy recognized the song from her playlist at work. He poured two glasses of champagne and set the bottle back into the ice bucket on the table.

“Your rope accessories were magically crafted. Try to escape and it will tighten so fast you won’t be able to breath. Continue to flee and it will likely cut off your head.”

He waved his hand and muttered a few words she didn’t understand. The ropes loosened from around her. It unraveled itself from around her and separated into two pieces. Each piece wrapped itself around each of her wrists like bracelets with arm bands. The rope around her neck loosened slightly and rested along her neck like a choker.    

“Tonight is ours. Dance for me, only me,” Antoine instructed. 

“No,” Foxy refused. 

“No?” Antoine grinned, and held up the small remote. 

His thumb slid over the red button at the bottom. The moment he pressed down on the button sparks came from the grate Jasmine was hanging from. Jasmine screamed out as electricity coursed through her body. 

“Stop!” Foxy screamed at Antoine. 

“What? Too shocking for you?” Antoine pressed the button again. Jasmine screamed, then went silent and her body started to spasm. 

“Stop it, please,” Foxy pleaded. 

“Would you rather me get that new bouncer boy you’ve been so smitten with?” Antoine asked. “I can grab him up in the morning.”

“No one else,” she looked at Jasmine’s limp body. “Let her go. She doesn’t deserve this.”

“No, she’s not leaving. She’s been making things difficult for you for weeks. She needs to be punished.”

“You’ve done that already. She’s been punished. Look at her.”

“I’m afraid that’s not how this works. Now dance,” he ordered her. He held up the remote again and slid his finger over the red button. 

“No!” She screamed. “I’ll dance for you.” 

Foxy forced her body to move with the music. Her movements were stiff with resentment. If she danced, he won’t hurt Jasmine. Jasmine was a complete bitch most of the time, but she didn’t deserve this. No one deserved this. She didn’t take off her clothes while she danced. When she spun away from him, she tried to look for a way to escape. The tough part would be how to get Jasmine out. Foxy turned back around and looked at Antoine. He tsked at her and shook his head. He didn’t look pleased with her dance. He reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a pistol. Foxy watched as he set the gun down on the arm of the chair. That might be the ticket out of here. She was too focused on the gun to notice Antoine’s other movements. Suddenly, electricity sparked and Jasmine weakly screamed out. 

“Dance like you mean it.” Antoine placed his hand on the gun. “I’ve seen you dance for your rent, now dance for your life. Matter of fact, dance for hers.”

She started dancing again as another song started. She didn’t get far into the dance before Antoine was shaking his head in disappointment. She swayed her hips more, but it did nothing for his displeasure. 

“Your outfit isn’t doing anything for me,” Antoine said. 

“We can go to Heads N’ Tails. I have a variety you can choose from.” She offered but knew he wouldn’t be fooled. 

“I’ve already taken care of that,” Antoine reached behind the chair and pulled out a black duffle bag. He opened the bag and pulled out a red outfit and threw it at Foxy, complete with g-string. 

“This is mine!” She turned the dress over in her hands. It was the dress that she couldn’t find last night. “You didn’t happen to grab my heels, did you?” If she had her heels, she would have a fighting chance. 

“Do I look stupid enough to give you a weapon you could use against me? Now change.” Antoine pressed the button on the remote again, sending Jasmine into a screaming fit. “You’re not going anywhere. Change right there.”

She looked up at Jasmine, who could barely hold her eyes open. Foxy did what she was told, hoping to save Jasmine from further pain. She pulled off her clothes and tossed them to the concrete. She was all too aware of Antoine watching her every move. Shimmying out of her panties, she grabbed the g-string and began to dress in the outfit he picked out. 

“That’s better,” he said, sitting back in the chair. “Now dance.”

She danced for him but she stayed by the pole. She needed to find a way out. If she could get to the gun, she had a chance. As she danced around the pole, she checked its sturdiness. Her heart sank when she realized it wasn’t a cheap stripper pole that could easily be ripped from its spot. Instead it was bolted to the concrete with large bolts. There goes the chance to whack him in the head. With each song that came on she bid her time. She tried to come up with some kind of plan but they all included getting her hands on the gun. 

“Remember this song?” Antoine asked as a song began. Foxy couldn’t place the song other than hearing it at the club. “This is our song. We had our first dance to this song. I tried to find the red dress that you wore that night but it wasn’t in your locker at the club. That one looks good on you too.” He grabbed his phone from the table and restarted the song. “Show me what I like. Come and dance, right here.” He pointed right in front of him and put his phone back on the table.

She obeyed his command since it brought her closer to the gun. If she could get her hands on the gun, she could save both her and Jasmine. She went over to him, dancing in rhythm of the music. Certain he would be wary of her, she didn’t go for the gun straight off. Instead, she ignored it completely. Slowly, she peeled down her dress. Standing between his knees, she leaned forward. She tried to gain his trust by not taking a chance. With the best smile she could manage, she looked down at the table. She could use the champagne bottle and hit him over the head, but he’d shoot her before she could even grab the bottle. 

Her patience was rewarded when Antoine moved his hand away from the gun, so he could adjust his pants. She saw this as her opportunity to make her move. It’s go time! She grabbed for the gun, but before her finger could touch the metal the rope around her neck squeezed hard. It cut into her neck. Immediately, she brought her hands to the rope trying to pull it loose. She stumbled back a few steps, trying not to lose consciousness. 

“You shouldn’t have done that,” Antoine gritted out. 

He picked up the gun and aimed. Foxy wasn’t even able to scream before the gun when off with a big bang.  
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Menot pulled into the parking garage and was surprised to see Foxy’s car already there. It wasn’t in its normal spot which was odd since her spot was empty. If she wasn’t going to use it, then he would. He parked in her spot and got out of his truck. He wanted to catch Foxy before work to apologize for upsetting her. 

When he got up to the club, he expected to see Foxy out on the floor dancing for a customer, however, she wasn’t in sight. He took his post at the end of the bar and hoped she would come speak to him when she came over for a drink.

“Passion, is Foxy still in the back?” He asked after several songs had played and still no sign of Foxy. 

“She hasn’t come in yet. Good thing too, because that detective is looking for her,” Passion said, leaning against the bar. “Nina, I need a Lemon Drop shot and a beer.”

“Why would he be looking for her? He already talked to her the other day.”

The door behind the bar opened and Tony stepped out followed by the same detective from the other night. Passion grabbed her drinks and hurried away from the bar. 

“What did Foxy do?” He asked Tony when he came out from the bar. 

“She did nothing,” Tony clipped out and narrowed his eyes at the detective.

“She’s wanted for questioning in the murder of Harvin Lakes and the disappearance of Landon Peirce. There’s a few other unsolved murders I can probably link her to,” Detective Haze explained.

“Don’t be so quick to pin this on her,” Tony blurted out. 

“Murder? You have to be kidding me.” Menot stood there dumbfounded. “What makes you think she has anything to do with it?”

“She threatened to cut off a man’s hands and stab him in the chest. Today we find a body in a back alley. He’s been stabbed in the chest and his hands are missing. What do you think?”

“I think someone wants you to think it’s her,” Menot told him. “Why would she kill someone in the same way she admitted to threatening him? It doesn’t seem smart and Foxy is smart.”

“Then she’s smart enough to think she could pull it off. Do you know where she is?” Detective Haze asked Menot. 

“No, I haven’t seen her since my shift ended early this morning.” Menot admitted.

“If she comes in, you need to call me,” he told Tony then walked off. 

“Is he for real?” Menot asked Tony. 

“Afraid so.” Tony sat in the stool next to Menot’s post. “Nina, give me two shots of Moonmist.”

“You know she didn’t do this,” Menot told Tony. 

“I know.” Tony nodded. “We need to find your girlfriend before the detective does.”

“Excuse me?” Menot was taken back by Tony’s statement. 

“Don’t play dumb. I know you two have the hots for each other. I’ve seen how you look at each other. It’s the same way I look at Bryan and Annette. Plus, Gerri gave me a heads up the night we met.” He smiled over at Menot and slid him a shot that Nina poured. 

“Thought you said no Moonmist on the job?” Menot hesitated. 

“You’re a bear, you can handle it.” Tony held up his shot glass, encouraging Menot to do the same. 

“Fuck it.” Menot picked up the shot glass in front of him. With a small salute they downed their shots. The sweet liquid had an amazing zing behind it that tightened his cheeks. He slid his shot glass over to Nina. 

“You really have no idea where Foxy is? It’s not like her to miss work. Matter of fact, I don’t think she has ever missed work. 

“I saw her car down in the parking garage. I thought she was here.” Menot admitted.

“Jasmine didn’t show up either,” Tony said. 

“Do you mind if I run back down there to see if she’s still here?” 

“I’d rather you take the elevator but sure.” Tony shrugged. “I’m going to check with Tyra, see what floor her keycard was used for.”

“Why didn’t you tell that to the detective?” Menot asked. 

“Same reason you didn’t tell him about her car being in the garage. I want us to find her before he does.”

“Thanks,” Menot said and pulled out his phone. 

On the way down to the parking garage, Menot tried to call Foxy’s cell phone several times. Each time it kept going to voicemail. Shoving the phone back in his pocket, he exited the elevator. He walked past his truck and spotted Foxy’s car in the exact spot. Her car was easy to distinguish from the others because it had a fox decal in the back windshield. He looked in her driver side window in case she was hiding from the detective. The car was empty. Her work bag was even missing. 

He could still smell her magnolia perfume even though it’d been awhile since she stood here. He tracked her perfume toward the elevator and tried her phone again. When he pressed send, he heard a ringing not too far away. Is she hiding behind my truck? He followed the ringing around his truck before it went to voicemail. No one was there. He redialed her phone and the ringing began again. Getting down on his hands and knees, he looked under the vehicles. Her phone was laying under his truck. He must not have seen it when he first pulled in. He reached under his truck and grabbed Foxy’s phone. Standing up, he tried to track her scent again, but it didn’t go further than his truck. She must have gotten in a vehicle because her scent disappeared. His worry spiked, knowing she wouldn’t have left her phone on purpose. With all the disappearances lately, he wondered if someone could have grabbed her before she could make it in to the building. 

Menot rushed to the elevator to see if Tony came up with anything. He found Tony sitting in the same spot where he left him. He was talking to Theirno, a dragon shifter, Menot met the night before.

“Is her car still here?” Tony asked as Menot walked up.

“Yeah, did she make it into the building?” Menot leaned against the bar next to Tony.

“Tyra said her keycard hasn’t been used since she left at four this morning,” Tony replied. 

“I think Antoine took Foxy,” Menot claimed. 

“How do you know that?” Tony asked straightening in his seat. 

“It’s the way he acts towards her. I think he’s the one that’s been sending her roses. He stared daggers at me last night. He also smelled of blood last night.”

“Maybe he cut himself shaving,” Tony offered. 

“You talking about that guy you asked about last night?” Theirno asked from beside Tony. “Yes, there’s definitely something off with that one.” 

“How can you tell?” Tony asked. 

“When you’re around magic long enough, you pick up a thing or two. He’s into some dark stuff but I doubt he’s very strong. I felt no real power, just his dark aura.” 

“I bet he took her to the warehouse district. Maybe I can track her once I’m there.”

“What makes you think that’s where he’d take her?” Tony asked. 

“I kind of followed him last night,” Menot begrudgingly admitted. 

“Go, we’ll talk about you following customers when you get back.” Tony waved him off. 

“Here take this.” Theirno took off his necklace with a snake charm hanging down. “This will keep magic from touching you.”

“Where was this when we went up against Mara?” Tony asked Theirno. 

“It won’t work against the magic that made it. Mara made it for me when one of her coven friends tried putting a love spell on me. I’ve been wearing it ever since. Antoine may not be strong, but you don’t know what kind of magic he’s working with.” Theirno handed the necklace to Menot.

“Thanks, I hope I don’t have to use it.” Menot flipped the charm over in his hand.

“You don’t use it, you wear it. It will do all the work for you.” Theirno stood up. “Maybe I should go with you. In case you need back up. Everyone could use a dragon in their corner.”

“Suit yourself.” Menot shrugged and slipped the necklace around his neck. “We’ll take my truck.”

Menot took Theirno down the staff elevator since it was a straight shot to the parking garage. He kept glancing over at Theirno. His thoughts kept going to the same thing. The elevator dinged and the doors slid open. 

“Why would you help me?” Menot asked as he led Theirno to his truck. “You don’t even know me.”

“Not too long ago, I was faced with a similar situation, but I was unable to help. I’m just trying to make up for what I couldn’t do then,” Theirno said, then went around to the passenger side of Menot’s truck. 

“I appreciate it,” Menot said getting in to the driver seat. 

“Don’t thank me yet,” Theirno warned. 

Menot peeled out of the parking garage and headed to the warehouse district that Antoine drove to last night. He prayed this was where he took Foxy. He didn’t realize how much he needed her until he was faced with losing her. 

The warehouse district was dark. Most of the lights had been busted out, leaving the place in shadows and darkness. A few of the roads were filled with the homeless making shelter for the night with tents of cardboard and tarps. It would be hard to track Foxy with the strong smell of decay. Menot rolled down his window, hoping to catch her scent through the smell of impending death. It would be easier if his bear did the tracking. He stopped his truck where he lost sight of Antoine last night. They were deeper into the warehouse district and further away from the luckless lanes of despair. 

“I’ll go on foot. You follow behind me.” 

Menot got out of the truck and eased the door shut. Theirno slid over to the driver side and adjusted the seat for his extra height. Theirno nodded to him when he was situated. Menot didn’t waste time when he stripped his clothes off. He took off the charmed necklace and tucked it in his pants pocket and handed Theirno his clothes. He walked to the front of the truck and Theirno turned off the lights while he shifted to his bear. He walked to the edge of the warehouse and sat down. Closing his eyes, he took in all the scents around him. One scent stuck out from the rest, the scent of blood. Antoine. He opened his eyes and stood up. Looking back at Theirno, he gave him a nod to follow. In the distance, he could see a pair of car headlights. He didn’t wait to see if they would turn in his direction.

Menot turned down the road on the right and followed the bloody scent. The copper smell was hard to miss, and it got stronger the further down they went. Please don’t be Foxy’s. Menot picked up his speed and ran. The weight of his body thudded with every step. He followed the scent around another corner then he heard it. Music played, echoing out from a warehouse. 

Theirno pulled the truck to the side and got out, bringing Menot’s pants with him. Menot shifted and waited for Theirno to catch up. He quickly pulled on his pants. Can’t go on a rescue with your slong hanging out. Together they quietly eased up to the warehouse the music came from. From the looks of the other warehouses, there were doors on both sides of the building. Hoping the back door would give them the element of surprise, they crept around to the back side of the warehouse. The music was loud enough to hide the noise of Menot breaking the lock on the doorknob with a tight grip and a firm twist. He cracked the door open just enough to see what was going on. The scent of magnolias wafted out the door. Foxy. He knew immediately she was in there, though he couldn’t see her. All he could see was a row of crates stacked fifteen feet high. There wasn’t anyone in view, so he opened the door a little wider and slipped through. Theirno followed through the partially opened door and eased the door closed behind him.  

They were blocked by a wall of crates. Menot eased his way to the right. He quickly picked around the side of the stack of crates. Hanging from the ceiling was a grate with a woman tied to it with rope. Her head was hanging limp, but he knew it wasn’t Foxy. Menot signaled to Theirno that he was going to go to the other end. Foxy’s that way so that’s where he needs to be. He slowly made his way to the end where the music seemed to get louder. He peeked from around the crates. Foxy was in nothing but a g-string, giving Antoine a lap dance. Before it could register in his mind what she was doing, she grabbed for the gun sitting on the arm of the chair. She didn’t make it and she stumbled back clenching at the glowing blue rope around her throat. 

“You shouldn’t have done that,” Antoine stood up. He grabbed the gun and pointed it at Foxy. 

Enraged, Menot ran out from behind the crate. The shot rang out just as he jumped in front of Foxy. The bullet pierced through his shoulder but Foxy was unharmed. The front door of the warehouse burst open, but Menot didn’t know who came in behind the crates. Antoine pulled the trigger again as he aimed at Menot, but his gun jammed. Antoine threw down the gun and muttered words. With a grin he took off in the direction Theirno was waiting. 

“Get out of here,” Menot told Foxy as he started sitting up. 

A blue glowing rope slithered like a snake from under the chair. It came his way and tried to wrap around his leg, but when it touched him the blue glow faded away and fell limp to the floor. Shots rang out on the other end of the warehouse. Manot looked up to Foxy wondering why she didn’t leave. That was when he noticed her face growing pale. The blue rope around her neck was cutting into her neck. He could see blood dripping down her neck. Magic! Quickly he stripped off the charm necklace and placed it over Foxy’s head, letting it hang on her neck. The blue rope lost its glow. It turned to a regular brown rope and Foxy took in a deep breath. Wrapping his hands around the rope, he used the strength of his bear to break her free. She slid the ropes off her arms and engulf him in a tight hug. 

“Stay behind me,” he told her. 

Menot looked down the warehouse in the direction Antoine ran. Tactical police were on the left shooting at Antoine, but the bullets never reached him as if he had a shield blocking his back. He was facing to the left where Menot had left Theirno. Blue sparks flew from Antoine’s hands toward Theirno, who didn’t seem bothered by it at all. Theirno blocked every spark that flew at him, sending the sparks flying off in random directions. It reminded him of a video he played as a young boy. Menot ran over to the crate he came from, pulling Foxy along with him.

“Stay here.” He positioned her behind the crates. “Make yourself as small as possible so you don’t get hit by a stray spark.”

“No, I’m coming with you.” Foxy held on to his hand. 

“Baby, I swear I’ll come back for you. I need to help Theirno.” He kissed her hard before leaving her behind the crates. 

He eased himself down the line of crates, trying not to draw attention. Every spark Theirno sent back just barely missed Antoine. Antoine screamed with frustration and threw out two sparks at once. Just as Theirno blocked the spark, sending it back, Menot hit Antoine from the side. The push sent Antoine right in the path of his own spark.

Antoine screamed as the spark hit his chest. He flew back against the crate the police team was hiding behind. Antoine fell face first onto the floor in a limp lump. Detective Haze stepped out from behind the crate with two men from the tactical team. 

“I believe this is your murderer,” Menot told him as he walked over to Antoine’s body. With his foot, he flipped Antoine over onto his back. His chest was a blackened mess, charred from his own spark.

“Jasmine!” Foxy came running out from behind the crates. “Menot, she’s still alive.”

They all looked up to the crates hanging above them. The man that went missing from the club was hanging lifeless from one of the crates. Jasmine hung from the other crate, but she wasn’t moving. The glowing ropes holding her to the crate began to fade as the life drained from Antoine. When the ropes turned brown again, Jasmine began to slip from the crate. 

“I got her,” Theirno placed himself underneath Jasmine. When the ropes came loose, she fell into Theirno’s arms and he gently laid her on the floor. 

“Get a medic in here,” Detective Haze called out. 

“How did you find us?” Menot asked the detective as Foxy went to slip on some clothes.

“I had a warrant for Foxy’s phone, and I tracked it here. Seems I got the wrong person, but it led us to the real culprit.” Detective Haze checked Antoine for a pulse.

“How is that possible? I lost my phone when Antoine grabbed me.” Foxy came back over to them. She had a red mini dress pressed against the cut on her neck. 

“Actually, I found it.” Menot pulled her phone from his pants pocket where he placed it before leaving the club. He held it out to her. She placed her hand over his and stepped closer to him. 

“I’m glad you found me. I didn’t think you would even look for me,” she told him looking up at him with those beautiful eyes. 

“Baby, I will always come for you.” He pulled her close and pressed his lips against. She wrapped her arms around him, and he winced when pain struck his shoulder. 

“I’m sorry.” she back up. “You took that bullet for me.”

“I was just covering my fox. Any man would have done the same thing for the woman he loved.” He smiled at her and pulled her close, claiming her lips again. 

“I hate to break up your reunion, but I need statements from you,” Detective Haze interrupted them. 

“I think you should look in the crate at the end down there. You’ll have all the evidence you need to close the case. Antoine had been at this for a long time,” Foxy told him. 

“Unbelievable.” Detective Haze shook his head. “My case was solved by a stripper and her bouncer.”
	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]




Thirteen
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Foxy stood outside of the warehouse answering Detective Haze’s questions, refusing to go to the station, while a medic took care of the cut around her neck. One shift would take care of the wound, but it seemed to make the medics feel better if they wrapped it. She made a list of customers that suddenly stopped coming in. Not everyone was reported missing, so it gave him something to go off to try and identify who the hands belonged to. CSI was inside taking pictures and collecting evidence. Medics carted Jasmine away on a stretcher. Since she was a shifter, they believed she would make a full recovery. As one ambulance drove Jasmine away, Menot sat in the back of another getting his shoulder wrapped. No doubt refusing to go to the hospital as well. It took over an hour of statements and questioning for the detective to let them leave. Foxy couldn’t have been happier to get away from the warehouse district. 

“How are you doing?” Menot asked as he opened his truck door for her. 

“I’ll be fine. They found my bag inside, so I’ll be able to get into my apartment.” She got in and slid over.  “I just hope Jasmine will be okay.”

“You think she’ll be nicer to you now?” Menot asked climbing into the driver seat. Theirno got in on the passenger side, sandwiching her between them. 

“I highly doubt it. I’m sure she’ll blame me for this, even though I saved her from being killed.” Foxy shrugged. It didn’t matter either way. 

They rode back to Heads N’ Tails in silence. Foxy laid her head on Menot’s shoulder as he drove. Every so often, Theirno would quietly sing along with the music. Foxy couldn’t seem to grasp how he was happy after what just happened.  

“Why are you so cheerful?” She asked him. 

“Any time you go into battle and come out alive is always something to be cheerful about.” Theirno replied. 

“I guess you’re right.” She looked up at Menot. 

It could have easily gone the other way with her had Menot not shown up. Antoine would have shot her, then killed Jasmine. Menot pulled into the parking garage but didn’t park. 

“Do you want me to drop you off at your ride or are you coming up?” Menot asked Theirno. 

“I think someone owes me a stiff drink,” Theirno said.

“I can handle that.”

“How about two?” Foxy said between them. 

“Deal,” Theirno agreed. 

Menot pulled into a spot down from her car. He held the door open for her to slide out. Together they rode up to the 10th level in the staff elevator. Foxy held Menot close, not caring if Tony saw them. No one was in the hall when the doors slid open. Menot didn’t pull away from her. 

“You’re not worried about Tony anymore?” She asked him as they stepped from the elevator. 

“He knows already.” Menot shrugged. “He didn’t fire me on the spot, so we have that going for us.”

“Tony’s one thing, my customers are a different story. So, once we enter those doors it’s strictly a work relationship.” She set her boundaries. She couldn’t have customers seeing she was taken. That’s the quickest way to lose money in this business. 

“I can handle that. I told you. I won’t come between you and your money. I’ve seen you do your thing and there’s nothing wrong with that.”

“I personally love when y’all do your thing,” Theirno interrupted. “I’d like to see more do their thing.” He nodded toward the door. Foxy let out a laugh and stepped away from Menot.

“Alright, let’s go,” she told them. 

Passion was dancing on stage and waved as they came in. The club was as busy as always. Tony was bartending, which meant Nina was on break. They went down to the end of the bar where Menot stood most nights. 

“I’m glad to see you made it back.” Tony wiped the bar in front of them. “Should I expect Detective Haze to come busting down the doors?”

“We just left the detective. Can we get a round of vodka?” She asked Tony. 

“How about a shot of Moonmist?” He offered.

“Even better,” she agreed. 

“Tell me what happened.” Tony poured them each a shot of Moonmist and one for himself. 

They each tossed back their shot and set the empty shot glasses back on the bar. Foxy told Tony how Antoine had grabbed her before work and what happened with Landon and Jasmine. Menot explained how they found the warehouse and what they found when they got there. Theirno told him about Antoine’s attack and the police busting in, only to take cover. 

“Where were you when Theirno was fighting Antoine?” Tony asked Menot. 

“Oh, he was covering his fox.” Theirno winked at Foxy. 

“Hey, I did save us from being there all night with you two slinging sparks back and forth,” Menot claimed. 

“How did you bounce those sparks off?” Foxy asked Theirno. 

“When I was younger, I ran into some bad luck with a witch. My sister, Mara, taught me how to deflect. I’m not that great with aiming it back, as you saw, so she created the charm you’re wearing to block or neutralize magic.” 

“Well, thank her for me.” Foxy took off the necklace and handed it back to Theirno. 

“I would but she isn’t with us anymore.” Theirno looked over at Tony. 

“I’m sorry. I didn’t know.” Foxy felt bad about saying anything at all.

“It’s okay,” Theirno said.  “We lost her to dark magic long before she died.”

“At least something good came from her magic.” Tony filled the shot glasses with a double shot of Moonmist. “You two can have what’s left of the night off.” 

“That’s good because I wasn’t planning on clocking in.” Foxy laughed. “I need to shift so I can get rid of this blood necklace I have going on.”

“Yeah, I don’t want you bleeding on my stage,” Tony agreed. 

“Let’s go for a run,” Foxy suggested to Menot. “We both need the healing.”

“I agree with you there.” Menot nodded. “Theirno, I can’t thank you enough for all you’ve done tonight.” He shook Theirno’s hand. “You’re alright in my book.”

“And you in mine,” Theirno replied. 

“Tony, we’ll see you tomorrow.” 

“Come up to the restaurant tomorrow before work. Dinner’s on me because you’re not getting hazard pay for tonight.” Tony smiled. 

Saying goodbye, Foxy and Menot headed out to the elevator. On the way down Foxy insisted on driving. She didn’t want Menot using his arm until he was able to shift. The wound on her neck stung from the gauze pulling at the drying blood. His gunshot wound had to hurt more. When they exited the elevator, Foxy took his hand in hers. He smiled and kissed her forehead.

“You should stay at my apartment tonight. You know, so I can nurse you back to health.” She pulled her keys from her bag and unlocked her car. 

“Sure, I would have invited you over to my house but all the furniture doesn’t arrive until Daylyn gets here tomorrow.”

“Is Daylyn one of the guys living in your house?” She asked then got in the driver seat. 

“Yeah, him and Brayson,” Menot said as he got in. 

“You should invite him to go with us tomorrow. Show him around a little.” 

“I’ll see if he wants to ride up here.” 

Foxy drove out to the park. She pulled into the same parking lot as the last time they were there. She wasn’t planning on running to the small lake like they did last time. They just needed the healing power of the shift to start the healing process. They shifted out by the car after throwing their clothes in her car. Foxy dashed into the wood line and waited for Menot. He had a slight limp from his shoulder wound. The more they walked around the woods the less his limp would show until it finally went away. That was how she judged their time out there. She wanted to make sure he healed properly. The more time they spent as their animals, the faster they healed. After an hour of chasing each other through the trees, they headed back to her car. Menot’s limp wasn’t noticeable anymore. When they arrived back at her car and shifted, Foxy looked in her side view mirror. The cut around her neck had completely healed. There wasn’t even a red line to show where it was. Menot’s shoulder wasn’t completely healed. It was now a red puffed up scar inside of a bullet hole. 

On the way to her apartment, they stopped by a drive-thru and grabbed some food. She dropped Menot off at his truck so he could follow her to her apartment. It wasn’t too far from Heads N’ Tails so it only took them a few minutes to get there. They parked it the parking garage attached to her apartment building. Before she could get out of her car, Menot came around to open the door for her as he did often. As she got out, he pulled her into his arms and pressed his lips against hers. 

“Can’t believe I almost lost you.” He kissed her again. 

“I’m not that easy to get rid of.” She smiled and kissed him again. Truth was, she was scared she’d never see him again. “Come on, I want to get you to my place.”

“What’s the rush?” He asked. “We have all night.” He took her hand as they walked to her apartment. 

“Maybe I want to properly thank you for the rescue.” She grinned and pulled him into the elevator when it opened. 

Her apartment was the first door when they got off the elevator on the fourth floor. She quickly unlocked the door. Dropping her stuff by the door, she went to the bathroom to start a shower. The dried blood on their bodies was not romantic. 

“Wanna hop in the shower with me?” She asked and wagged her eye brows. 

“Only if I get to wash you.” His lip curled into a grin. 

She stripped her clothes off and jumped in the shower. The hot water felt heavenly on her body. Menot stepped in behind her. He pressed his body against hers as he reached around her, grabbing the soap. She popped her ass out to tease him. To her surprise he was already hard. He lathered the soap on the wash cloth and handed her the soap. She swept her hair to the side as he washed her back. As he washed her stomach, his hand raised to her breast. He washed away the blood that had ran down her neck and dried. She turned toward him, so he wouldn’t miss a spot. His hand caressed and lightly kneaded her soft breast. Tilting her head back, she let the water spray down her body, giving him a soap free place to put his lips. He didn’t disappoint as he took one of her nipples into his mouth and lightly pinched with his teeth. It sent tingles down her body, all the way to her core. 

She took the wash cloth from his hand to wash him as he had his way with her. He lowered his body as he kissed his way down hers. She was easily able to wash his shoulders, taking care to get all the dried blood off. Her breath hitched when his tongue found its way to her clit. Gripping his shoulders, she forgot about what she was doing and focused on what he was doing to her. He dipped two fingers inside her, readying her body for him. She leaned her back against the shower wall and propped her foot up on the shower ledge. He suckled on her clit as his fingers pumped inside her and she nearly came undone.

Menot stood up and wrapped his arms around her waist. She kissed him hard as he lifted her up. She wrapped her legs around him and he eased her down on his cock. Water sprayed down on them like a massage while he massaged her insides. He lifted her up and set her back down on him. Each thrust he pumped her harder and harder. He pushed her against the shower wall, claiming her neck with his lips. The water started turning cold. Foxy reached over with her foot and turned the water off. She wasn’t about to stop what she was doing. It was feeling too good to stop.  

“Hang on to me,” Menot told her. 

Foxy held on tight with her legs as Menot carefully stepped out from the shower. He walked into the bedroom and sat down with her still on top of him. She pushed him back and leaned down on him. Raising her hips, she rode him. His hands found her ass, kneading and massaging. 

“Oh, that feels good,” her voice was low. 

His finger tapped against her back entrance causing her to press harder against him. She moaned as her body came closer to her climax. She buried her face in his neck. As her body began to spasm, she bit into his neck claiming him as hers. It was impulsive, she hadn’t planned on claiming him tonight. It just happened. She felt him smile against her skin right before his fingernails raked down her back, claiming her as he came inside of her. 

“I love you, Foxy,” he claimed, tucking her hair behind her ear. 

“I love you.” The moment was better than she could’ve imagine. “Stay the night with me.”

“I wasn’t planning on going anywhere.” He kissed her lips and pulled her into him. “It’s going to be hard for you to get rid of me now.”
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Epilogue 
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Foxy arrived at Heads N’ Tails restaurant a little later than she had planned. Her hair took longer to dry and style than she was used to. Menot’s truck was already in the parking garage. Opening her car door, she grabbed her work bag before stepping out. She rode the staff elevator up to the restaurant on the 18th level. The hostess led her to a table out on the rooftop. Menot was sitting with another man with dirty blond hair. When he noticed her approach, Menot stood and pulled a chair out for her. 

“Thank you, handsome.” Foxy gave him a kiss before sitting down. 

“Foxy, I want you to meet Daylyn.” Menot introduced the man standing beside him. He shook her hand as she went to sit down. 

“Are you here for good or do you have to go back?” She asked Daylyn.

“I’m here for good. The bears are moving to the city.” He clapped his hands together. “I’m happy to see Menot has finally found someone.” 

“I didn’t even want to find someone right now,” Menot admitted. “Now, I don’t know what I would do without her.”

“I told you, you just didn’t know it yet.” Gerri stepped up to the table. 

“This is true. Daylyn, this is Gerri. Be careful around her. She’ll have you fixed up before you even know it.”

“It’s my specialty.” Gerri shook Daylyn’s hand. 

“I wouldn’t have anything to offer a woman. Maybe another time,” Daylyn claimed. 

“I’ll hold you to that. Foxy, I’m glad you learned a little patience.” Gerri nodded to her. 

“He certainly took his sweet time.” Foxy laughed and kissed Menot on the cheek. 

“You would too if a dragon warned you to stay away,” Menot said, and Gerri started laughing. Everyone at the table looked at her. 

“I may have had something to do with that.” Gerri looked at Foxy. “What? I was trying to teach you some patience. I told Tony not to make it easy for you so he pretended to enforce the rule.”

“I should have known.” Foxy eyed her but couldn’t help but grin. Gerri looked at her phone then toward the door.

“I have to run. My next client just came in.” Gerri took a business card from her purse and handed it to Daylyn. “Give me a call when you’re ready to find your happiness.” 

“I’ll keep you in mind.” Daylyn tucked the card in his pocket. Gerri said her goodbyes and left the table. 

“You should really give her a shot to find your match. She’s amazing. It took her weeks to find Menot for me, but he’s perfect,” Foxy insisted. 

“I couldn’t think of anyone better suited for me than Foxy,” Menot said and kissed the back of her hand. 

“Like I said, I’ll keep it in mind,” Daylyn said. 

“I imagine she could find the whole clan matches,” Foxy suggested to them. 

Foxy couldn’t be happier. Now, she wanted everyone to have that happiness for themselves. She’d give Gerri a heads up when the rest of the clan got to the city. Gerri can work her magic for them all. 

She looked past Menot and saw Gerri greeting a man with ash blond hair. They sat at a small table near the windows. Hope he’s prepared for the ride Gerri has in store for him. Foxy smiled and placed her hand on Menot’s thigh. She couldn’t wait to spend the rest of her life with him.  
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