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      Dear Readers,

      Thank you for purchasing this ebook.  Hopefully you will enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it!

      For all of my books you can visit my website www.mindywilde.com.

      

      XOXO,

      Mindy Wilde

      

      Find me at:

      www.mindywilde.com

      www.facebook.com/mindywilderomance

      twitter.com/mindywilde

      instagram.com/mindywilderomance

      

      You can sign up for my monthly new release mailing lists:

      Mindy Wilde Mailing List

      

      For More Stories By Mindy you can click on the tab in the table of contents or see the page in the back of this book.
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      “God I am fucking broke,” I yelled to no-one in particular.

      My state of affairs lately had gotten rather bleak, which was quite apparent from the wrappers laying around the room.  Specifically, they were all wrappers from the dollar menu since I was currently trying to live off of just a couple of dollars a day in food.

      It was depressing but on a pure calorie for calorie basis there was nothing quite as cheap as the fast food restaurants.  With just a couple of dollars I was able to muster a thousand calories a day which at the grocery store, despite my best efforts, had proven far more difficult.

      I had tried a depressing array of methods to stretch the food budget from noodles to peanut butter and jelly but nothing packed quite the economically efficient punch of the local burger joint.  Now I had no idea what this was doing to my health but I was just going to have to worry about that later.

      The bitch of it was that all of this sacrifice was because of him.  It’s all because of that stupid no-good mother-fucker that I somehow blindly fell for.

      Why the hell had I blown all my money trying to save his ass?  He was a small-prick guitar player of a band that wasn’t even all that good.

      Somehow the asshole had swept me off of my feet.  I got caught up in the romance of it.  It all seemed so perfect at the time and for some reason his mountain of debt and horrible habits with money didn’t set off any red flags.

      I was nothing special.  I came from a pretty fucked up household as a kid and moved out as soon as I could.  My battling parents provided a particularly toxic environment which did nothing but help toughen me up.  From the first day on my own after leaving their house I took responsibility for my life.  I worked my ass off to provide for myself because I knew that no-one else would.

      I never went to college and I didn’t have any connections.  Pure grit scored me that first job and determination built up my savings.  I was in a really good place went that train-wreck of a man crashed into my life.

      Somehow he convinced me that it was my own idea to pay off his debts.  I then worked my ass off to allow him to live rent free while he pursued his musical dreams.  All of this while he fed the fantasy in my head of him taking me away from my decidedly difficult and grinding blue-collar life.

      He was going to pay me back ten-fold.  He was going to give me a life a luxury.  It would all be worth it in the end.

      What a sucker.  What a chump.   I am such a fucking idiot.

      Amazingly an opportunity eventually did come their way and they were offered the chance to go on the road and open for a pretty popular up-and-coming band.

      He didn’t even have the decency to lie to me.  He just packed up his shit and left.

      I had served my purpose.  He had gotten his free-ride.

      I swore to myself that I would never, ever, be anyones free ride ever again!
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      “I’m so sorry Lucy but I have to let you go.”

      The words hung in the air as I tried to process what I was hearing.

      No.  It can’t be.  It can’t.

      “It’s nothing personal Lucy, you’re great.  It’s just that the restaurant hasn’t been doing so well for the past couple of years and it’s getting to the point where I am having trouble paying the bills.”

      “But Andy…,” I replied without knowing how to end the sentence.

      “To be honest, I will probably be out of business soon enough and we will all be looking for jobs.  In the meantime I have to try and cut expenses and you were the last one hired so you have the lowest seniority.  It’s only fair.”

      It was hard to argue with sweet simple Andy.  I loved him and he had been good to me.  Although I felt like I was a better worker than some of the others in the restaurant, none of them were bad and no-one deserved to be let go.  I couldn’t argue with his seniority logic.  However, given my current circumstances I didn’t have the luxury of being agreeable.

      “Andy, I understand, I really do.  But…um…can you keep me on just a little while longer?  Just while I look for a new job?  Please?”

      I was begging at this point and I hated the sound of my own voice.  This was not like me.  I was the strong independent girl who made it all on my own and now I was reduced to begging for a handout.

      The truth of the matter was that the job market around us sucked for a girl like me and I barely had two pennies to rub together.  I wasn’t sure if I would starve first or be kicked out onto the streets.

      My mind drifted as I considered that maybe before I starved I would have just enough time to hunt down that guitar playing limp-dick pussy and cut off his…

      “I am sorry Lucy, I really am.  I wish that I could help but I have to think about my family and the families of all the other employees.  Every extra day that I keep you on means we are that much closer to shutting our doors for good.  I am truly sorry.

      My entire body slumped as my eyes drifted from his down to the floor.  I was done fighting.  After losing all my money, the man I thought I was in love with, my family, and now my job…I was just…done.

      “If there is anything else I can do Lucy please let me know.  If you need a reference or anything I will tell them that you are one of the greatest hardest working women I have ever met.

      Andy hugged me and I let him.  I hated what he was doing but I had no hatred for the man.  He had been nothing but good to me over the years.  Eventually, as the tears started to gather in the corners of my eyes, I pulled away from his embrace.

      “Is it ok if I go ahead and close out my tables before I go?”

      “Of course it is Lucy,” Andy responded with a pained tone in his voice.  I could tell that he wanted to take it all back and that he would if he could.  Instead, Andy reached up and wiped away some wetness from his own eyes before returning to the kitchen.

      I spent the next twenty minutes making sure that all of my customers had their food and settling the checks when they were done.  There was always an interesting mix of people in Andy’s diner.  Today I had a family that looked like they had gotten dressed up in their Sunday best for something.  I had a young hopeful couple flirting away while another couple in their seventies sat silently in the booth behind them, holding each others hands without a word needing to be said.

      My eyes lingered on the sweet older couple.  I wondered about their life.  I wondered about the stories they could tell.  I wondered if I might someday ever be able to find that same thing.  Would I ever find someone who I could sit across from without a word said, feeling completely content?

      “Lucy, order up,” Derek shouted from the kitchen.  This plate was for my last official customer.  The man whom I would be delivering it to definitely didn’t seem like he belonged here.  The dark haired man with the penetrating blue eyes looked to be wearing a suit that was worth more than I could make in five years.  He was impeccably groomed but had a confident relaxed low-maintenance feel about him.

      He looked like he would be just as at home modeling for a famous fashion line as he would running some multi-billion dollar company.  People like him did brunch in fancy hotel restaurants, they didn’t stop into diners like this.  He seemed out of place but I couldn’t complain about the view.  He almost had me forgetting about the fact that my life had just completely exploded.

      “Here ya go,” I said with a trembling voice.  “Is there anything else I can get for you?”

      I was having a hard time keeping it together and it was obvious that I had been crying.

      “Are you ok,” the stranger asked with a look of true concern in his eyes.

      “Yes…um…well…no to be honest.”

      With little left to lose I found myself opening up to this complete stranger.

      “I just got fired actually.  I just got fired right after my previous boyfriend ran off with all of my money so actually today is turning out to be a real shitty day.”

      My own words shocked me and I looked around to see if anyone was staring.  Why was I telling this stranger about my problems?  This sexy-model of a man had just stopped in for something to eat and now he had to listen to his waitress babble on about her fucked up life.

      I decided to cut myself off and go hide in the back until all the tables had turned and I could leave.

      “Um sorry, I shouldn’t have said that.  I gotta go.”

      As I was turning to run away I could see him open his mouth in an attempt to say something.  I didn’t give him the chance and instead headed straight for the bathroom where I spent the next ten minutes crying.

      When I finally emerged from my personal pity party I looked around the restaurant and saw that all of my tables were empty.  I hadn’t even brought the dapper man his check yet.  Did that asshole dine-and-dash?  Is that how he afforded such expensive suits.  That cocksucking motherfuck…

      Before I could finish the though Andy walked up to me.  “It looked like you could use a moment so I went ahead and closed out your checks.  There was one…well…there was one guy that left you a rather large tip.

      I looked up from the floor into Andy’s eyes.

      “The man in the corner booth, he left this for you.”

      Andy handed me a huge wad of cash that made my eyes go wide.  I couldn’t help but start counting it and almost forgot to breathe when I realized that the sexy man in a suit had left me a $1000 tip on his $32 bill.

      “Is this real,” I asked Andy.

      “Yes, this is real and it is yours.  I love you Lucy and thank you for being such an excellent person to work with.”

      Andy pulled me back into his bear-like grip and gave me one last hug.

      With my last shift over it was time to leave.  I pushed the cash into my pocket and shuffled out of the restaurant, not sure exactly where I was heading.  I must have walked for hours before finally heading home with sore burning feet.

      My body collapsed onto the bed and I didn’t even take the time to undress.  I was exhausted, mentally and physically exhausted.  I just didn’t have the energy to even take off my shoes.

      As my eyes slid shut I knew that I would need to spend the rest of the day on the internet looking for new work.  I still had internet at my apartment for the moment so I may as well use it.  That was another bill that I was not going to be able to pay after the mysterious man’s money ran out.  Soon I would need to lug my computer around town looking for free wifi, that is of course if I wasn’t kicked out of my apartment first for not being able to pay my rent in which case wifi could end up being the least of my problems.

      With that last wonderfully painful thought my eyes finally sealed shut and my brain closed down operations from complete and utter depletion.

      I had nothing left.  I needed to sleep.
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      What was meant to be a nap turned into an entire day in bed.  I was asleep for most of the time but when I did awake I could not summon the energy to confront the world that lay before me.

      The next morning I did finally slid reluctantly out of my warm sheets and took a long hot shower.  Today was going to be a long day.

      I needed employment, like right now!  Because of my former resident music shit-head I was left with no cushion to get me by while I looked for another job.  Every day that ticked off the calendar was another bill that was not going to get paid.

      After running through most of the hot water I eventually got out and dried off.  It was now time to sit my butt in the chair at the computer and spend as many hours as it took to find someone, anyone, that would hire me.

      The biggest problem these days was that it was hard to find a job for someone like me unless you knew somebody.  Most of the openings online were for college graduates or for special skills that I didn’t have.  The other option was to drive around town and knock on doors but that could be a huge waste of both time and gas which of course meant money…which I didn’t have.

      I clicked through several of the traditional job sites spending hours getting more and more depressed.  With each description I tried to fit my square peg into the round hole of their job description but in the end it seemed useless.  There just wasn’t anything that remotely fit my “resume” and it would be a waste of my time and their’s for me to apply.

      Eventually I found myself moving on from the traditional job boards and onto the more local online bulletin board that was more famous for selling your old shit and casual hookups then for finding a good job.

      As I scanned through the job listings I at least started to see some that might consider a girl like me.  I right clicked and sent each of the possible jobs to a new tab in my browser.  None of these listings were anything I would normally look at but the fact is that I was desperate and not too proud to work hard at any job.  I just needed to find something that could pay the bills and hopefully get me out of this financial pit that the asshole had left me in.

      Then I saw it.

      House-keeping.  Not exactly an exciting job title but the hourly pay listed was incredible.  I blinked my eyes a few times just to make sure I was seeing things correctly.  How the hell could a house-keeper make so much money per hour?

      Well I didn’t care if they had me cleaning up dead bodies at a crime scene.  For what they were offering to pay I was willing to clean up just about anything and despite the current state of affairs in my apartment I was actually a normally very tidy person.

      I clicked on the email provided and sent along my resume with the best possible letter I could put together explaining how exactly a recent waitress would make an excellent housekeeper.

      After rereading what I had written probably twenty times I finally pressed send and crossed my fingers.  As luck would have it, I didn’t have to wait long.

      A red notification bubble popped up just an hour later letting me know that there was an unread message.  It was from a woman named Mrs. Stark.  I had scored an interview and she wanted me to come by tomorrow if I was available.  Little did she know just how available I was.

      I spent the rest of the evening trying to focus on other job listings but always coming back to tomorrows interview.

      “How the hell do they pay so much money for that job?”

      I just couldn’t figure it out.  Was this whole thing some sort of scam.  I mean the earnings were almost in-line with something I would have expected to make with a newly minted engineering degree.  I just didn’t understand.

      The thought also occurred to me that if that was on a public bulletin board and others could see the pay rate then there would probably be a line a mile long for interviews tomorrow.  What were the odds that I could score something like that, especially without any direct experience?

      Eventually my frazzled brain tired of the guessing games and urged me to sleep.  I shut down the computer and slid back into the bed I had spent so much time in already.  Tomorrow was going to be a big day and I needed some rest.
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      “What the hell?”

      I looked down at the phone in my hands again to check the address.

      Yup, this was it.  The job listing had not said exactly what kind of business the housekeeper was for but this was not what I had been expecting.  When I think of housekeepers I think of hotels or the cars that drive around to peoples homes.  From this looks of it, this was neither.

      I was now parked in front of an old sprawling mansion that was located about forty-five minutes outside the city.  The house, if it could be called that, was enormous and sat privately nestled in the middle of a gigantic wooded estate.  I had no idea this part of town even existed before.

      The driveway had been long and meandering and once I finally arrived a young good looking man met me at the car before it even rolled to a stop.  I rolled down the window, feeling quite intimidated by my surroundings.

      “Good afternoon, you must be Lucy.  Mrs. Stark is expecting you.”

      This was not exactly the welcome I had been anticipating for a housekeeper interview.

      “If you will leave your keys with me I will be happy to take care of your car for you.  There is someone just inside the doorway who will show you were to go.”

      “Um…ok,” I said timidly as I put the car into park and slowly slid out of the front seat.  I looked back several times making sure that I had not forgotten anything, or more likely, that I had not left anything embarrassing out for the valet to find.

      Steadying myself, I then proceeded to the large massive front doors of the building.  I grabbed the handle and pulled expecting to meet the weighted resistance of massive solid core wooden doors but instead they were perfectly balanced in such way as to make them almost weightless.  The door accelerated at quickly and I almost hit myself in the face as I pulled far too hard.  Luckily I was able to react and stop the door before making a complete ass of myself.

      “Ok Lucy, just breath you idiot,” I told myself as I walked through the doorway threshold and into the large ornate foyer of the well appointed mansion.

      After closing the door a sound startled me and I yelped.

      “Hello Ms. Edwards.  I hope that you had a pleasant drive in.”

      I spun around to see a slightly older woman with a kind look on her face and I couldn’t help but blush in embarrassment at my less than graceful entrance.

      “Yes, thank you,” were the only words I could seem to muster at the moment.

      She smiled and motioned for me to sit down in a well-cushioned chair sitting just opposite of her reception desk.  As the woman picked up the phone my eyes drifted around the room and I took in all the amazing art and decorations that surrounded me.

      My eyes moved from one object to the next and it soon became apparent why they might pay so much for this job.  The value of each item in this room is probably more than I would make in a lifetime and I would imagine that they want a housekeeping staff that is not going to break the priceless artifacts.

      There was absolutely no way they were going to give this job to someone like me.  I had exactly zero experience with anything like this.  Quite frankly, as I looked around the room I wasn’t sure that I wanted the job anymore.  I couldn’t imagine how nervous I would be day in and day out knowing that one clumsy act might destroy some million dollar piece of art.

      “Ok Ms. Edwards, Mrs. Stark is ready for you now.”

      My stomach dropped.

      Fuck.  I needed a job and this position paid so well.  My gut started to tie in knots as the urge to run away from this scary looking mansion battled with the urge to earn enough to eat.

      I took a couple of deep breaths before pushing myself up and off of the chair.  The muscles in my legs flexed to propel me forward as my doubts fought to keep my feet firmly planted to the floor.

      “Fuck, come on Lucy.  Pull yourself together.  You are stronger than this,” I said quietly inside my own head as I mustered the courage to let my legs take me down the hall and towards the dark mahogany door that the receptionist had pointed to.

      One foot slowly swung in front of the other until finally I had arrived.  I knocked before I had time to reconsider and after a three-second pause there was a response.

      “Come in…”
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      I turned the door knob and pushed the heavy door forward.  The office was beautiful and looked as if it might be the showpiece of some high-end interior decorator.

      My eyes darted from the wall art to the beautiful ornate rug before moving up and connecting with the smiling face of Mrs. Stark.

      I froze.  I suddenly felt way out of my depth.  This place was way too classy for me.  For fuck’s sake just a couple of days ago I was a waitress working for a second rate diner in the shitty end of town.

      “Hello Lucy, please come in.”

      Mrs. Stark’s voice shook me from my stupor and I finally snapped back to reality.

      “Um…yes…of course.  Hi.”

      “Strong start you fucking idiot,” I scolded myself as I entered the room and shut the door behind me.

      “Please have a seat,” she said in an extremely pleasant and disarming voice.

      I proceeded to take the desk in front of her chair and tried as hard as I could to focus on not fidgeting.

      “So Lucy, tell me about yourself,” she asked as she leaned back in her chair.

      The atmosphere in the room seemed to instantly get less formal and I found myself feeling almost comfortable.  Mrs. Stark let off an air of friendliness that was almost hard to describe.  She was very disarming and her smile forced you to have one of your own when you looked at her.

      I started going over my background in the most curated way possible.  I skipped over the thief boyfriend, the financial hardships, the train wreck of a family, and the firing.  I tried to highlight myself as a hard worker and evening tried to spin my firing as me looking for better opportunities.   Mrs. Stark, in her very polite manner, was having none of it.

      Lucy, my first impressions of you are good.  I like you.  However, there is one thing that I value above all others…honesty.  I do my homework and know more about you than you probably realize.

      I already spoke with your previous boss.

      My heart skipped a beat as I realized I had just been caught in a lie.  She had already talked to my boss?  How, why?  Don’t they normally call references after the fact?  I had just assumed for a job like housekeeping I didn’t have to worry about providing references.

      She continued, “Now I know that you did not quit but that you were let go.  I also know that your boss spoke very highly of you and your work ethic.”

      I sat silently and listened, not sure exactly where she was going.

      He said you could always be trusted to not only get the work done but to always do it to the best of your ability.  In fact, he sounded pretty torn up about letting you go and that speaks more to me than any spin you want to put on the situation.

      I flushed, feeling guilty for the little white lies.

      We are quite selective about who we hire here and I need to know that I can trust you.  We have some very important clients and your discretion is paramount.

      Discretion?  What the hell was she talking about?

      “So, before we go any further why don’t we start again.  Lucy, why don’t you tell me about yourself.”

      I paused for only a moment before letting the floodgates open.  Mrs. Stark was so easy to talk to and one story led to another.  Before long she knew more about my life than almost anyone ever had.

      During my info-dump my eyes had drifted to the floor in shame.  I still felt so stupid for letting a guy do that to me.  I felt like an idiot for some of the other choices I had made along the way.  Although I knew that I was a hard worker I was sure that anyone who worked as hard as I did and had half a brain should be miles ahead of where I was in life.

      “Lucy, look at me.”

      It was then that I realized I had been looking at the floor for the last several minutes and again felt like a moron.

      My eyes slowly drifted upwards until they met hers and I saw that damned infectious smile still on her face.

      “Lucy, I am very impressed with the obstacles you have overcome.  You sound exactly like the kind of girl we like to employ here.”

      I was shocked.  This was officially turning into the weirdest interview I had ever heard of.

      “Now before we go any further, do you have any questions for me?”

      I couldn’t believe it.  I might actually get this job.  All my troubles might actually be coming to an end.  I did have a question for her but I was afraid to ask it.  I begged myself not to.

      “Just be grateful and move on you idiot,” I scolded myself.

      But my curiosity got the better of me and Mrs. Stark’s disarming demeanor made it all too easy to be bold.

      “Um, yes…I…I have one question.”

      I pause for a moment thinking about how exactly to frame the question.  Eventually I realized there was just no delicate way to ask it and so I just pulled the trigger.

      “Why are you paying so much money for a housekeeper?”
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      Mrs. Stark laughed and then responded, “I was wondering when you might ask that.”
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