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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!

      In addition, I have included a bonus story Crave Part One.  If you enjoyed this story please consider leaving a review.  Thank you so much!

      

      XOXO,

      Mindy Wilde

      

      Find me at:

      www.mindywilde.com

      www.facebook.com/mindywilderomance

      twitter.com/mindywilde

      

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

      Mindy Wilde Mailing List
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      Fuck!  There is no way that I am going to be able to pays my bills this month.  The car payment alone takes up almost all the money I earned last month.  I should have gone to college like all my friends.  Right now I could be getting trashed and wearing pajamas to class.  Instead I made the stupid decision to party my way through high school which left we working as a server in that gross Sushi restaurant.  How on earth they didn’t get shut down I will never know but at least I was paid me on time and I could basically set my own hours.

      The savior of my sanity was the freedom of living on my own.  After my Dad left, my mother basically flaked out and became too much for me to handle.  She still loved me but with a new guy entering the revolving door of our house each night I was relegated to a low priority.  Finding my own place was the best move I ever made, even if it was now pushing me into insolvency.  At twenty years old I was being forced to grow up quickly.

      Sitting back in the broken office chair my computer whirred to life and the mindless distraction of the internet began to take hold.  Clicking randomly across the screen I had no clear destination in mind other then to escape the confines of my own existence.  Just as my mind was drifting into a pixel induced coma my cell phone rang.  Pulling it out of my right pocket I noticed that another hole had appear on my last decent pair of pants.

      “Damn it!” I mumbled to myself as I raced the ringer to identify my caller.  Taken aback by what appeared on the screen I reached forward and swiped with intense curiosity.

      “Hello Mrs. Burns.”

      “Hi Melissa” a cheery voice echoed through the speaker.

      “What can I do for you?”

      Mrs. Burns was an old friend of our family from before my had father left.  I had not spoken with them in quite some time but I believed my mother still talked with them on occasion.

      “Well Melissa, I was talking with your Mom yesterday and she mentioned that you might be interested in making a little extra money.”

      I sat quietly waiting for her to continue.

      “We are in desperate need of a sitter for Chris and Annie.  In fact we were hoping that you might be available Saturday evening.  If it goes well and you are interested this could be made into a regular thing.”

      Looking over at the kitchen table I gazed upon my unpaid bills which lay scattered in some order of priority.  I really had absolutely no desire to sit for their kids.  I was a grown woman and too old for that kind of thing.  However as the bills sat staring back at me I realized that I desperately needed the money and could not afford to refuse.  Plus the Burns family was loaded and in my youth had paid very well whenever they required my services.

      “Sure.  I think I can rearrange my work schedule and make that fit.  What time would you need me?”

      “Why don’t you come over around eight if that works for you.”

      “I will be there.  It was good to hear from you Mrs. Burns and I will see you soon.”

      “Please you can call me Maggie.  It was good to talk to you as well and I will see you Saturday.”

      Hanging up the phone I shook my head.  Now while my friends were out partying at college I would be stuck sitting some kids that by all rights were probably too old to need one.  Accepting my fate I returned to my computer, disappointed that they hadn’t need me to come earlier.  If I was going to go all the way over there I would have preferred to make a day of it.  Besides, I could really use the extra money.

      [image: ]

      Saturday could not come quickly enough.  Over the past two days I had suffered some of the worst shifts in my life.  The caliber of customers which attended Yoon Sushi at any given occasion were not the classiest of people. In recent months this trend had seemed to get much worse.  A one or five dollar tip on a seventy-five dollar bill were not uncommon.  In several cases I had served customers who left me with nothing more then a note on the check stating that times were tight and that they did not have the money to tip.

      This was something I could never understand.  What was the thought process behind it.  These people were saying that they had the seventy five dollars to go out for a nice meal but could not afford to pay for the staff who cooked and served them that nice meal.  The best part was that even if the customer did not tip I was still required to tip out to the bartender and cook staff.  This meant that I was literally paying to come to work and serve these people a meal.

      It was in the shadow of this forty-eight hour period that I actually found myself looking forward to my new babysitting gig.  The Burns were very nice people and they lived in an absolutely incredible house.  I still don’t remember exactly how our families became friends but Mr. Burns was some sort of investor and by the looks of it a very successful one.  They both drove BMW’s which filled only two of their four garages.  The towering white columns that greeted you on the front porch gave the feeling of pulling into a five star hotel.  For all the glitz and glamour that seemed to surround the Burns’ though I had always thought of the they were a very down to earth couple.  Perpetually happy they could always find the time lend a hand.

      Driving down their tree lined street I admired the other palatial estates that hid behind the leaves.  Each homestead had a unique style.  There was definitely nothing cookie cutter about this neighborhood.  I slowed as I approached their driveway.  Stopping in front of the iron gate I pushed the worn red button on the box beside me.  After a few seconds pause a buzz sounded and the gate slowly opened.  Their driveway was long and hilly, twisting through groves of trees and exquisite landscaping.  Reaching the end of the path I parked on the far side of the pad.  I wasn’t sure which of the four garage doors they might be leaving from and didn’t want to block them in.

      Walking up to the door I forced a smile to my face and prepared to deal with some pre-teen angst for the next several hours.  The door bell echoed through their spacious home.  Moment’s later Maggie answered the door dressed in a stunning glittery silver top.

      “Hi, it’s so great to see you again” Maggie said almost shouting in excitement.

      “Come in.  Please come in.”

      I walked through the huge ten foot tall solid wood doors.  Their house always made me laugh when I entered because it looked to have been designed for giants.  The scale of everything in this home was massive.  You could walk inside of the fireplaces which had stones stacked up to their thirty five foot ceilings.  The interior was very well and obviously professionally decorated.  The few odd tacky looking trinkets that were scattered around the house had been provided by Maggie’s eclectic tastes and contrasted greatly with the cohesive look their interior designer had achieved.

      “So where are the kids?”

      “Oh they are down in the basement right now.”

      Mr. Burns walked in from the adjacent room and a subtle smile lit his face.

      “Hello Melissa, long time no see.”

      “Hey Mr. Burns it’s good to see you.”

      “Please call me Eric.”

      He leaned in for a hug and as he pulled me close I felt a hard poke into the top of my thigh.  He let go and I stepped back staring down at his loose fitting pants.  I couldn’t tell if I had just felt what I thought I felt.  Maybe it was just something in his pocket.  I brushed off the thought and rising to meet his glance heard Maggie begin to speak.

      “So we don’t have to leave for about thirty minutes.  Would you like to join us in a drink?”

      I looked quizzically at them not sure how to respond.  First of all I was only twenty and I was pretty sure they knew that.  Secondly I wasn’t sure how it would look having a drink right before I was about to take care of their children.”

      “Come on Melissa, we’ll just make it one drink.  The kids are old enough to basically take care of themselves now.  Besides, a drink might make it easier to tolerate their teenage attitudes” she said laughingly while guiding me towards the bar.

      In the corner of their living room a bar had been expertly installed and was quite stunning to look at.  The top was made from some type of stone which had been under-lit and glowed when on.  Custom blown glass drop lights hung over us as we took up residence on the soft padded seats.

      “So what would you like to drink this evening” Eric asked as he picked up the stainless steel shaker.

      “Oh I’m not picky.  I will just have whatever Maggie’s having.”

      “Two Maggie specials coming up” he stated with a wink.
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      As Eric expertly worked on our libations behind the bar Maggie turned and put her hand uncomfortable high on my thigh.

      “So Melissa, how’s the job?  How are things going in the new apartment?”

      I paused not quite sure how honestly to answer.  The caring look on her face and the softness of her touch disarmed me.

      “Well to be honest it is not going so great.  I am busting my ass at work but no matter how hard I try I can’t seem to make ends meet.”
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