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      As Rachel watched, the baggage carousel ground to a halt. She frowned, and then impatiently strode to the chute where the luggage had been coming out and glared up it. Someone wearing a Delta uniform walked past and she got their attention.

      “Excuse me,” she said. “I haven’t gotten my luggage yet.”

      The other woman, who looked tired, glanced at the carousel. “You were flight 233 from New York?”

      “Yes.”

      “That’s all the baggage we had. You’ll have to talk to the baggage claim desk.”

      Rachel looked at her watch. She was supposed to be going to a cocktail hour for the conference in one hour, and she needed to check into her hotel and get changed first. The line for the baggage desk was long and it looked slow. As a busy CEO, she didn’t have time for this sort of thing.

      “Can I just give you my address?” she asked the woman.

      “Sorry,” the woman said. “I can’t help you with this.”

      Rolling her eyes, Rachel stood in the line and sent some emails on her phone.

      

      Thirty minutes later, Rachel was in the car service her assistant had reserved for her, making her way to the conference hotel. She wished she’d taken her own advice and packed a change of clothes in her carry-on; as it was, all she had was her wallet, some gum, a book on sales, and her laptop. Not even fresh underwear for tomorrow, and definitely not a cocktail dress for the mixer tonight.

      Maybe she wouldn’t even go to the mixer. She could stay in and catch up on the Real Housewives or something.

      But, no, she had to go. As the first female CEO of Dempson, Inc., a small paper business, she felt like she needed to prove herself, and things like this mixer were where she’d meet people, schmooze them, make business contacts.

      Rachel tilted her head back and leaned it against the seat in the back of the cab.

      Then, out the window, she saw a perfect dress in the window of a little boutique: black, sleeveless, attractive but classy.

      “Driver,” she said.

      “Yes?”

      “Could you pull over here?”

      “We’re almost to the hotel, ma’am.”

      “I’ll walk,” she said.

      Obediently, the driver pulled the Town Car to the curb and Rachel got out right in front of the little store.

      CHEESECAKE BOUTIQUE, the sign in the window said.

      What a dumb name, Rachel thought. She walked inside anyway.

      The store seemed to sell things almost entirely like the little black dress: attractive clothes for the successful business woman. Rack after rack of pencil skirts, button-down shirts, fashion-forward blazers.

      I’ve got to come back here and do some real shopping, thought Rachel. This stuff is great.

      “Welcome to Cheesecake,” said a perky voice, coming forward from the back of the store. “How can I help you?”

      Rachel pointed at the window. “I need that dress,” she said. “I’ve got a party in fifteen minutes and Delta lost my luggage.”

      The woman turned and looked at the dress in the window, then appraised Rachel. Rachel, in turn, looked at the woman and marveled: she had one of the most exaggerated figures Rachel had ever seen. Even though she was wearing a respectable skirt and a button-down shirt, there was no mistaking that she had enormous, perky breasts, a tiny waist, and a perfect bubble butt. Idly, Rachel wondered how on earth she found bras — she must have had to special order them.

      “You’re about a size six?” the woman asked.

      “Usually,” Rachel said.

      “Fitting rooms are right back there,” the sales woman said, pointing toward a little back room. “I’ll be right back with the dress.”

      Rachel went back and went into one little room with a pink striped curtain. She undressed, taking off her jeans, long-sleeve t-shirt and tennis shoes, and just as she was ready, the woman handed two dresses through the curtain.

      “There’s a six and an eight,” the woman said. “This one tends to run small.”

      Rachel pulled the dress on and zipped it up, then turned to look at herself in the mirror.

      The dress fit perfectly, almost like it had already been tailored to her. She turned this way and that, looking at herself in the mirror. For a moment she wished that she had the saleswoman’s proportions instead of her own — she was built more like a rectangle than an hourglass, flat-chested and no ass — but this little black dress went a long way toward making her look pretty good.

      Just as she was about to unzip, the perfect pair of shoes slid underneath the curtain: strappy mid-rise stilettos, not too high, not too sexy. Exactly right — and in her size!

      Rachel was beginning to wonder if the saleswoman was magic.

      “Everything fitting?” the saleswoman called.

      “It’s perfect,” answered Rachel, unzipping the dress and unbuckling the heels. “I’ll take everything.”

      She checked her watch — she still had five minutes before the mixer, and she could be a little bit late. Frankly, she was amazed this had worked out.

      “I grabbed you something else, just in case,” the woman’s voice sounded from outside the dressing room.

      A small pile of black leather, hot pink piping, and lace slipped beneath the curtain. It was followed closely by two very high heels.

      Stripper shoes? Thought Rachel. Is this a whole stripper outfit?

      She opened her mouth to tell the woman no thanks, but then, she thought for another moment. She had enough time to try on something else, and why not make it something sexy, for once?

      When was the last time she’d felt attractive — and not in a “good for business,” way, but really sexy?

      Hell, when was the last time she’d gotten laid?

      Rachel shrugged, the little black dress already off, and reached for the pile of leather and pink and lace. When she held it up, she realized that it was barely even a dress: the top was backless, held together by a few straps, and the front only had two leather circles over where the nipples would go. The skirt was short and leather, but laced up the sides, leaving most of her thighs exposed.
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