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Blurb
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Best night ever or biggest mistake of her life?

While at the Venetian for her best friend's whirlwind wedding, curvy Justina decides to cut loose and have a one-night stand for the first time in her thirty-four years. Handsome Michael is perfect and drawn to her curves. Their sweet, passionate night leaves both longing for more, but will Justina discover she's made a giant Vegas mistake?

This is a BWWM romance with a touch of steam, mistaken identities, and a dash of fairytale.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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Justina Underhill led her inebriated friend back to the hotel room Elena had reserved at the Venetian on the Strip. It was quite a feat to get her to the eighth-floor room, because both women had imbibed more than a few martinis at Elena’s bridal shower held in the V Bar downstairs. 

“I love you, Justina,” said Elena, giving her an exuberant hug that nearly knocked them both off balance. The petite bride-to-be tottered in her four-inch heels, but steadied herself against Justina. 

“I love you too.” She was slightly more sober than her friend and managed to steer them to the right room. After all, it was her duty as maid-of-honor to make sure her friend survived until the wedding. That prevented her from drinking as freely.

“I love Mitchell so much.” She threw her arms wide, nearly taking a dive in the process. “I just love the whole world.”

Justina managed to catch her, supporting her tiny friend with her bigger frame. Next to Elena, most women seemed large, but she seemed huge in comparison. Most days, she tried not to draw comparisons between them, but tonight, vulnerable from the alcohol and her own envy of Elena’s happiness, it was impossible to not come up wanting. Miss Petite versus Miss Curvy? Of course she would feel inadequate.

She pushed Elena gently against the wall so she could search for the keycards to their rooms in the impractical black bag she carried. It matched the plunging, sequined dress perfectly, but had just enough space for a credit card, her ID, two keycards, and a lipstick.

“You deserve to be as happy as I am.” Elena rubbed her face against the wall, as if snuggling the elegantly striped gold and taupe wallpaper.

“I agree.” 

“Someday, you’ll meet the right man...he won’t care about anything but who you are.”

Elena’s comment sobered her up slightly. Justina retrieved her friend’s keycard and slid it through the reader on the first try. She put an arm around Elena’s waist to guide her into the luxurious room and dumped her a little less than gently onto the bed. Normally, her friend wouldn’t have broached the topic of her weight, and Justina would never bring it up on her own. “I’m going to my room now. Call me if you need anything.”

Without bothering to strip out of the slinky black and silver skirt or red velvet tank top that were such a striking contrast to her ebony skin, she kicked off her heels, curled up with the pillow, and asked, “Whoever decided I couldn’t see Mitchell before the wedding? It’s a stupid tradition.”

“It’s not the just the tradition, remember? His flight didn’t arrive from the UK until this afternoon.” Her white fiancé had spent the last six months working in England, learning the banking industry. He had another six months of his assignment ahead of him, but the two lovers had decided they couldn’t wait any longer to get married and had thrown together the upcoming ceremony in two weeks. “By the time he made it to his bachelor party, he wouldn’t have had time to come see you tonight.” She pushed the hair off Elena’s face. “You’ll see him tomorrow afternoon in the chapel.”

“’Going to the chapel...’” Elena mumbled the rest of the lyrics into her pillow, if she continued singing. That was one area where Justina had no reason to envy her friend. She sounded like someone torturing a bullfrog whenever she burst into song.

“Good night, Elena.”

“’Night, Justina.” Almost immediately, her loud snores filled the room. 

Justina left her friend after covering her with a blanket. As she walked out of the suite, headed to her own room, she decided she wasn’t yet ready to retire. It was almost three a.m., but the pleasant buzz she’d been riding the past few hours had mostly dissipated, and she wanted it back. After all, she was young, single, and in Sin City. It would be criminal not to take advantage of all the delights Vegas had to offer.

Besides, it had been way too long since she’d gotten laid. She might not find a partner, but she could at least test the waters. 

* * * * *
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JUSTINA WALKED INTO the Tao Nightclub a few minutes later. The last thing she wanted to do was put a damper on the men’s fun. She scanned the room as quickly as she could, looking for remnants of Mitchell’s bachelor party. Though she had never met the groom, she knew several of the men who would have attended, including Elena’s two brothers and cousins. No one looked familiar, so she slipped into a free seat on one of the upholstered benches. Two men were a couple of cushions away, and she considered making eye contact and trying to strike up a conversation. Her core quivered when she imagined what it would be like to have two lovers at one time.

The passionate kiss the men leaned forward to exchange soon broke up that fantasy. With a sigh, Justina forced herself to look away from the strangely arousing display, not wanting to be a peeping Tom.
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