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"What did you want me for, Mr. Vallas?"

"Tell me, Ms. Banks," his fingers interlinked in front of him and he leaned forward slightly, just close enough for me to see the light reflected in his deep brown eyes. 

Damn ,he was hot. 

I felt as he if was inhaling my body with just one gaze. 

"Tell you what, Mr. Vallas?" I breathed. 

"Do you enjoy being naked?" 

Sweet baby Jesus. 

"... I suppose..." I answered honestly. 

Suddenly, there was a man behind me, his body hard and firm against mine. 

"Why don't you check and find out if Ms. Banks enjoy being naked in front of everyone, Larry."  

Larry must be one of his black bodyguards. He was a good head taller than me. I was wearing really tall heels to offset the height difference and his legs pressed against the back of my thighs, his pelvis against my rear end.

I could feel his firm muscular chest against my back. 

"Oh!" I gasped. "This is highly inappropriat- oh!" 

He draped one arm across me and pulled me in close to him, pressing me against him. I crossed my arms over my chest as I cried out in surprise and his muscular forearm rested safely over my hands instead of directly on my naked breasts. 

My nipples prodded against my arms and I bit a moan from my throat. This was ridiculous. 

His breath tickled across my neck and I could feel heat radiating off his body like a furnace. 

Larry, whoever he was, exuded sexual prowess. 

God. 

I had assumed Mr. Vallas was the one to fuck the women until they couldn't walk. 

I was wrong. 

It wasn't just him.

It was all of them.  
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"Ready for another performance, guys?" 

I checked Shane's band into the hotel room, giving them their usual room on the fourth floor: Room 42. They seem to think it was funny.

Vicky looked ready to puke her lunch out, but Shane looked as stoic as ever. Jesse and Lake stood a little to the side, though they weren't looking too good themselves. 

"I don't think I'm ready to do this," Vicky groaned, pulling her dark purple hair out of her face. She did look a little pale. Shane sighed, turning to her with an expression that promised a world of pain if she was thinking of leaving. 

The hotel was paying them a ridiculous amount of money for a single performance and they only had gigs here once a week. 

Most of the customers who would show up to hear them were regulars and the enormous tips they left behind were nothing to joke about. It was probably more than all their other gig's combined. 

They were good though. We wouldn't hire them if they weren't any good. Unfortunately, everybody but Shane suffered from horrible stage fright. I thought they would've gotten over it after a few performances, but it worsened every time.

"You'll be fine," Shane said a little callously.

Vicky's lips parted as if to respond, then she leaned over the counter and I reacted instantly, kicking my wastepaper basket under her face to capture anything she was thinking of releasing from her stomach. She made a few rather loud retching sounds, but nothing came out. Thankfully. 

I wasn't sure if I was prepared to clean up after her mess. This was hardly acceptable behavior for a five-star hotel like ours. If they didn't step up to the plate within the next few performances, we were going to have to replace them. They were good, but not irreplaceable. 

We were prepared for a very important customer today and I knew I had to get them onto the stage before the entourage arrived. Or at least, get them away from the reception desk. 

I had talked to the higher ups about needing to hire an events manager after the last one quit, but they seemed to think I was handling the extra work rather well. And the increased pay didn't hurt me either. 

Of course, the extra work meant I had to be involved in arranging arrivals of our more important clients. There was one that I had my eyes on since the beginning of time. Mr. Nikolas Vallas, a.k.a. the sexiest man alive. 

Just thinking about his masculine voice and beautiful dark brown eyes was enough to make me shudder. Not that he'd give me a second glance. I was a nobody. Just another hotel drone making sure his room was clean and his complimentary cigars were refilled. I thought of his soft lips closing around the long dark cigar, sucking in and puffing up a ring of smoke before lifting it into his lips again. Lucky cigars...  

Vicky made another gagging noise and I was brought rudely back from my daydream. I swept Vicky's hair to the side and held it above her head as she continued to gag loudly.

"You're going to be fine, Vicky," I said with a professional smile.  Nerves were to be expected, but puking was probably bad for her throat. And she needed her throat. She was the lead singer. 

"Listen to Jen," Shane said. "You have a great voice. Just pretend the stage is the rehearsal room." 

Vicky's caught-in-headlights expression melted my heart and I wanted to reach over and give her a hug. Instead, I merely nodded in acquiescence. 

A part of me wondered if I should warn them about how their pre-performance jitters were going to cause them their gig here. Perhaps after the show. They didn't need any more stress. 

The rest of the group were non-the-wiser, hanging around in the lounge looking like a group of lost twenty-year-olds. Jesse and Lake were busy fine-tuning their instruments, creating a cacophony of noises in the otherwise quiet hall. Vicky was the only female of the group.  

I sat back down once Vicky was composed again and keyed their information into the system. 

"Be sure to be on the stage by 8:00pm, alright?" I handed them their key card and watched as they disappeared.  

"Are they gone?" Mary peeked from behind the door. 

I giggled, "Yeah, they're gone." 

"I can't stand them," she sighed. She took her seat next to me and went back to looking professional.

"They're not that bad," I started. 

"The gagging noises makes me want to vomit," she groaned. "They really need to learn to behave well or else management is going to fire them." 

"It could be worse. At least she didn't really puke this time," I rationalized. 

She rolled her eyes, but didn't add anything to that. 

"I'm just glad they're out of the way before Nikolas arrives," I murmured. 

"Speak of the devil," Mary whispered as the heavy double doors opened and in stepped the most impressive customer of the hotel. I straightened up and glanced at my reflection to make sure I was presentable.

I had chosen the outfit specifically to suit his taste. And I knew his taste by now. Tight. Sexy. 

Maybe I should unbutton the top few... too late. 

"Good evening, Ms. Banks." 

Mr. Vallas was too important to deal with us in person, so I have to deal with his assistant, which was a treat in itself. He was tall, about six feet and had black hair that rumpled and fell just short of his eyebrows. He still held onto that sexy British accent that he hadn't quite managed to get rid of after only a few years in the States. 

He spoke with in a deep, vibrating bass that was too masculine to be legal.  I had only heard Mr. Vallas speak a few times, but his voice was even better. A little smokier and harsher, like a Mafia boss who had shouted too much in his youth.

Mr. Black was wearing a grey suit that was tight over his broad chest, his powerful shoulders. I wanted to make eyes at him forever. 

"Good evening, Mr. Black," I smiled, sliding over their key. "Mr. Vallas's suite is all set up."

"As efficient as ever," he said, setting his beautiful green eyes at me. I wondered if he wore contacts, but decided he was sexy enough not to have to resort to wearing colored lenses. 

"Only the best for our best customer," I flashed Mr. Vallas a thousand-watt smile and Derek Black pretended I had shot him in the heart with an arrow. 

"Only eyes for my boss," he sobbed.

"Oh, don't be ridiculous, Mr. Black," I laughed, though our little banter had gotten his employer's attention, who turned to us with piercing eyes. I looked away hastily and turned my attention back to Mr. Black.

"Farewell, my sweet," he said melodramatically and hurried back to the group. I could see his entire composure change on the short walk back. Gone was the happy banter and cheerful chatter. He was all seriousness and control. 

I wondered if it was a coincidence that all eleven of his bodyguards were black. They straightened up as Mr. Black approached them, then stood to attention when he finally stopped in front of them. 
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