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Author’s Note

 Just a
couple of things before I let you go and get your read on. While I
am doing my best to work with better editing and proofreading
software, all my books are solo, independent works. I write my
books, proofread my books, edit my books, create the covers, etc. I
have one beta who gives me feedback on my stories, but other than
that, all my books are independent projects.

 


That being said, I apologize, in advance, for
the typos, grammar inconsistencies, or any other mistakes I may
make. Since writing is strictly a hobby for me, I haven’t looked
into commitments in regard to publishers, editors, etc. My hope is
that my stories are enjoyable enough that a few mistakes, here and
there, can be overlooked. However, if you’re a stickler for
grammar, my books are probably not for you.

 


Also, I am an avid reader-I mean an
AVID reader. I love to read above any other hobby. However,
the only downside to my reading obsession is when I fall in love
with a series, but I have to wait for the additional books to come
out. And because I feel that disappointment down to my soul, when I
started publishing my works, I vowed to publish all books in my
series all at once. No waiting here…LOL. Now, the exception to that
will be if enough readers request additional stories based off the
standalone, such as in Facing the Enemy. At that point, if I decide
to move forward with a requested series, I will make sure all
additional books are available all at once. As much as this is a
hobby for me, I am writing these books for all of you, as well as
myself.

 


Thank you, for everything!


Contact Me

 I really
appreciate you reading my book and I would love to hear from you!
Now, unfortunately, because I do have a full-time job, and a family
I love spending time with, at this time, I’m afraid it would be
very hard for me to maintain a multitude of social media sites.
However, for the sites I do participate in, here are my social
media coordinates:

 


 


Website

 


 


Facebook

 


 


Instagram

 


 


 Email

 


 


Newsletter


Dedication

 For my husband –

Your constant efforts to make sure I know that I’m
always enough, heal me more than you can imagine. I love you more
than you can possibly ever know.
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Prologue

 The Seven
Deadlies.

There's Sloth, Gluttony,
Envy, Lust, Greed, Wrath, and Pride.

So, which is the
worst?

First,
there's Sloth. Being lazy and
unproductive can be just as addicting as drugs or gambling. Your
mind and body get used to doing nothing, to being nothing. Sloth can make you neglect responsibilities
and make you lose value in yourself and others. Laziness can keep
you poor, unfit, and a burden on society.

Second,
there's Gluttony;
over-indulgence. There's a guilty feeling that comes with gluttony.
We feel it when we overeat, when we overspend, etc. I think it's
safe to say, we've all experienced gluttony at least once in our
lives. Gluttony likes to sneak up on you. There's nothing wrong
with having just one more slice of pizza...until you find yourself
fifty pounds overweight one day, of course. What's the harm in
having ten different purses, when you can only carry one at a time?
Gluttony will have you overweight and in debt before you even know
what’s hit you. The sneaky little bastard!

Then,
there's Envy. Envy can keep
you from making any real personal connections in life. I mean, how
can you really call yourself a friend if you secretly hate whenever
one of your friends find good fortune? Envy can make you detest
everything you own and have worked hard for. Your car, your house,
and your clothes are all perfectly fine...until your neighbor gets
a fancier car, bigger house, and designer clothes. Envy can eat you
up alive. Envy can turn your soul dark. That's no bueno...no bueno
at all.

Now, let's
talk about Lust.

Lust.

Lust is a
motherfucker of a sin. Nations topple because of lust. Families are destroyed because of lust.
People become diseased because of lust. Lust clouds the best of
judgments. But to be fair, can you name one
thing-just one
thing-that feels better than
sex? The feel of a man's hands on your body, the goose bumps you
get when his lips touch your skin, the heat you feel when you know
he's turned on by you, the power you feel because you know there is
nothing that he won't do to satisfy you, that first thrust inside
you, and let's not leave out the aria of the entire sexual
opera...when he makes you cum. What feels better than
that?

Next,
there's Greed. Greed can make you
shady and underhanded. It can make you so hungry for more, that you
go into debt because your neighbors just bought a Lexus, but you're
driving a Toyota. Greed tricks you into believing your life is
always missing something. It makes you become an episode on
Investigation Discovery because you poisoned your husband for his
life insurance. Greed has you always feeling empty and, for some,
there's almost nothing you won't do to fill that void. When you're
greedy, contentment is a false achievement. You will never be
satisfied. Never.

Onto Wrath.
Wrath is the equivalent to
temporary insanity. You can literally lose your mind when you are
in a state of wrath. Wrath will have you destroying property, and
it can make you verbally and physically abusive. Wrath will have
you looking at a life prison sentence because you've gone and
murdered someone in the heat of the moment. Wrath will make you
unreasonable. Wrath can make you feared by those you love and who
love you. Wrath can consume your soul. It's mind-numbing to all
things good and peaceful. Wrath is a true monster with no
rationale. Wrath can destroy everything good in your
life.

Finally, we have Pride.
Pride, pride, pride, pride, pride...it sure is a nasty little guy.
Pride can cause an insurmountable amount of pain. It keeps you from
saying sorry when you really should. It is the largest killer of
relationships around. It makes life harder because you refuse to
ask for help. And it kills love because you cannot bring yourself
to forgive. A lot of people can forgive mistakes, but when all you
can think about is how that mistake made you look stupid? Lying,
infidelity, neglect…all that can be worked through. Humiliation,
not so much. Pride can make you walk away from the best thing that
has ever happened to you. It can also make you lonelier than you
have ever been.

So, let
me introduce
myself...

My name is
Avery Christine Ellis, and
this is a little story about how my night out with the girls was
interrupted by these seven sonsofbitches and turned my existence
into a Lifetime made for T.V. movie event.


Chapter 1


Sloth: Because when it's Friday and you work for a
complete asshat,

all
you want to do is go home and do
nothing.

 


Avery~

I
loved my job.

Really, I
did.

My boss? Not
so much.

My job would
be perfect if not for
him.

I was one of
many administrative assistants
who worked for SMA Global, Inc. SMA was one of the top ten
investment firms in the world and was founded by Nicholas Savage,
Julian Moretti, and Chase Alexander about ten years ago. The
company’s reputation as a money maker had spread quickly, and
within six years, SMA had cemented itself as a financial
powerhouse.

The
story went that they were
childhood friends-like kindergarten childhood friends-from Oakland,
California. They had grown up in one of the roughest neighborhoods
around, and at the ripe old ages of sixteen, they had made a pact
to become better than how they’d been raised. Nicholas was the
investment genius, Julian was the financial guru, and Chase was the
client magnet.

All three were
very much a mystery as far as their personal lives were concerned, though. If you were to look
up any of their interviews or public speeches, you wouldn’t be able
to find any mention of their families or details about their
younger years. During an early interview with Chase Alexander, he’d
been asked why none of them ever spoke about anything before the
birth of SMA Global, Inc. His simple response had been, ‘The only
time anyone cares about anything that has to do with us is when
we’re making them money. We couldn't make anyone money before SMA,
so why talk about it?’

That
had shut the reporter up.

It was rumored
that Nicholas once told a
reported to, ‘Take that sheet of questions you have in your hand,
roll it up, and shove it up your ass sideways’. Supposedly, they
didn’t agree to any interviews anymore, unless it was contractually
stipulated that no personal questions were to be asked, and Julian
Moretti rarely conducts any interviews at all. Made you wonder what
the hell their childhoods were like. At least, it made me
wonder.

And
then there's also the fact
that all three of them were gorgeous as sin.

I. Mean.
Gorgeous.

It was
truly unfair for people to be
that beautiful. I mean, have you ever seen someone so stunning that
you were struck dumb by their beauty? How in the hell were us
average humans supposed to behave when we come across these
earthbound gods? I was usually a bumbling idiot when in the
presence of such greatness. I mean, what did you expect, really? I
had been taught that staring was rude, but c’mon, cut a girl a
little slack here. If it weren’t for the laws of society, I’d be
all over those beautiful strangers. I swear society’s rules existed
just to keep us from making new friends.

But even in
the company of The Beautiful
People, those three men would still stand out. They were all well
over six-feet tall with Julian Moretti being just an inch or so
taller. Nicholas Savage had dark brown hair with eyes the exact
same shade, and the color reminded me of melted chocolate. Julian
Moretti had inky black hair with hazel eyes that burned with
seriousness. And Chase Alexander had mocha coffee-colored hair with
bright blue eyes that sparkled with cockiness. And while I’ve never
seen any of them in anything other than a suit, they sure filled
the hell out of those expensive suits.

The
three of them often decorated
the covers of financial and business magazines, and I’d be lying if
I said I’ve never been tempted to wallpaper my bedroom with those
covers. Individually, they came off as intimidating and powerful,
but when they were all together-fan yourselves, ladies-it was like
mortals gazing upon the Gods of Olympus. They were hot as
hell.

However,
it wasn’t any of them three
that made me want to slit my wrists by noon. I wasn’t that high up
on the food chain to work directly for any of them. They were my
boss' boss' bosses. And my direct boss was a one-of-a-kind douche
canoe.

One. Of. A.
Kind.

William
Spillner was his given name,
but you could call him The Billster if you so choose. Yes-The
Billster. Of course, unless Mr. Savage, Mr. Moretti, or Mr.
Alexander were around, then he was William or Mr. Spillner. He had
short man syndrome to the point where-I may not have a PH.D.-but
even I knew when a person was in dire need of professional couch
time. He was that bully who thought his position as boss made him
more attractive than he really was. Of course, it would help if he
were any kind of attractive to begin with, but he wasn’t. At least,
not to me. I preferred my men to not be short, slimy, and
lazy.

That's just
me, though.

Mr. Spillner
was five-foot-six on a good
day and had the beginnings of a potbelly with no wife’s
home-cooking to blame it on. He was forty-two and already going
bald which wouldn't be bad if he just let himself go bald. Instead,
he was holding onto his remaining hair with a vengeance. It looked
like someone tried to attach a layer of blonde weave to the middle
of his bald head. It looked ridiculous.

I
wasn’t sure how he got his job with
SMA, but he must be smart as hell behind the scenes because I
wasn’t seeing anything else remotely appealing about the fool. I
have been working for Mr. Douche Canoe for a little over three
years and why am I still here, you ask? Because the pay, even at my
level, was enough to live comfortably on, the benefits were great,
I worked Monday through Friday with the prefect hours, and the
company had such a strong, positive reputation that I felt proud
telling people I worked for SMA Global, Inc. The work was
challenging, and I felt like I was good at my job. Or, at least, no
one has ever told me otherwise.

Now,
Douche Canoe’s boss was Ian
James, and while I didn’t come across him often, his reputation was
that of a fair and hardworking division manager. He was reportedly
quiet and level-headed. While it hasn't happened yet, if Mr.
Spillner ever did cross the line, I felt confident that I'd be able
to go to Mr. James and report him. Why some of these other women
working under Mr. Spillner haven't reported him, I had no
idea.

So,
here it was, three in the afternoon
on Friday and Douche Canoe has been on my helmet all week. All I
wanted to do was go home, eat dinner, take a bubble bath, be in a
pair of pajama pants by seven, and then finish reading Eleventh
Grave in Moonlight. Hopefully, I can fall asleep with the book
still in my hand (yes, I still buy hard copy books) and not wake up
until ten on Saturday. I wanted to be lazy.

Laaazzzyyyy.

“Hey, Hooker.”
I looked up to see one of my best friends peeking her head over my
cubicle partition, easing all thoughts of The Billster from my
mind.

“What up,
Hoe?” I automatically replied and Quinn rewarded me with a big,
cheesy grin.

Quinn
Erickson had become my lifeline when
I had started working for SMA. On day one, she had taken me under
her wing and had shown me all those little things that no one
thinks to tell you. She had shown me all the tricks to the copy
machines, how to hide my lunch, so that no one stole my good
snacks, how to screen unwanted calls, how to work the fancy,
degree-needing coffee machine...you know, the important
stuff.

She was also a
knockout, and she didn’t rub
it in your face. She was five-foot-five with a natural head of
straight, shoulder-length light brown hair that she dyed whichever
color or colors she was feeling at the time. Currently, she was
rocking her natural light brown with what she called Dodger Blue
peek-a-boo highlights underneath. She had big, doe-like brown eyes
with perfectly arched eyebrows, a cute button nose with beautiful
lips that were almost always smiling, and porcelain skin that was
lightly sprinkled with freckles. She was a dedicated kickboxing fan
and it showed as her body was slender and toned.

She
was funny, wild, compassionate, and
didn’t take life too seriously. She was just all around perfect. I
totally planned to spend the rest of my life with her if I ever get
past my prime and never find a husband. We'll grow old together and
share our golden years with each other and our cats…lots and lots
of cats. My life's Plan B rocked.

“You're going
to have to stand your book and bathtub up tonight. We’re going to
go out tonight, Ace,” she announced, effectively putting my plans
to be lazy on hold.

I
didn’t look up from my
computer. I wasn’t going to let her use her weaponized doe eyes on
me. “Uh, no,” I retorted. “I know you can’t understand, what with
your judgmental ways and all, but my ménage relationship with my
books and bathtub is what real love is meant to be. I will not let
you come between us.” I kept typing away on my computer. “You don’t
have to approve but I won’t let you drive a wedge between us,
either.”

I could feel
her rolling her eyes. “I
wouldn’t dream of it,” she lied.
“However, if they cannot survive one night without you, how strong
is your relationship really?”

My eyes shot
up and I gasped, “How dare
you, ma’am?”

“I dare
because we haven’t gone out in months and I need to get laid, Ace,”
she said as she explained her daring ways. “And when I say laid, I
mean by a real live male person and not a book boyfriend while my
hand is down my panties.”

“Total visual
I could have done without, thank you.” I shook my head to try to
rid myself of her rather graphic image.

“The
point iiisss that while I
respect how faithful you are to your books and bathtub, I’m pulling
the friend card and we are going out tonight,” she
insisted.

She was
standing against my cubicle wall with her arms
folded over the top, looking
absolutely forlorn. While Quinn didn’t have them often, she didn’t
have anything against one-night stands. Her stance was that as long
as no one was married and the sex was safe and consensual, then
there was no harm in ‘de-stressing’. “What’s
in it for me?”

Her big,
chocolate eyes rounded as she
answered, “How about your best friend’s sexual happiness, you
hoebag?”

She had a
point. I did care about my
friends’ happiness. “Did you call Izzy already?”

“Pfft, of
course.” She flapped a hand at me. “If I couldn’t guilt trip you
into going, I needed her to help me peer pressure you,” Quinn
reasoned.

Isabella, Izzy, or Iz was
our other friend that made up our quirky little trio. She had
adopted us two years ago when Quinn and I had run into her on the
busy sidewalk of Santa Teresa Boulevard. Like, seriously run into
her. She had been rushing to work with her hands full with a
four-cup coffee carrier when not any one of us had been paying
attention to where we’d been going and-crash-all three of us had ended up sprawled out on our asses
covered in frappomochadecafawhatever. Izzy had looked so horrified,
and then shocked when Quinn and I had started laughing our asses
off. Between our bouts of laughter, we had managed to ask Iz if she
were okay. She had been so thankful that we had turned out to be
unbalanced crazies instead of uptight bitches, that she had
proclaimed we were going to be her new best friends. However, I
didn’t think she was prepared for how crazy we actually were. Well,
Quinn, at any rate.

We’ve been great friends
ever since.

“Okay, so
where are we going?” I absolutely did not want to go club hopping.
I wasn’t mentally prepared for that lively a night.

Quinn smiled,
and let me tell you, Quinn’s
smile-her genuine
smile-could end wars. While
her face was perfection, her smile was breathtaking. “Okay, so
there’s this new lounge called Xavier’s and it’s supposed to be a
class act. We can go, have a couple of drinks, and if I don’t see
anything I like, we can try Calico’s. If that’s a bust, I promise
we’ll head home.”

“Oh, alright,”
I conceded. Truth be told, it had been a long time since we’d all
gotten together and have actually gone out. We weren’t even thirty
yet and already we were heading towards a Bingo-living
life.

Quinn started clapping
her hands. “Yay! We’ll meet at Izzy’s around six. That’s early
enough to get a few drinks in us and still make it around to
Calico’s if Xavier’s blows.”

“Fine.” I
waved her away. “Now get going, so I can close up this sweat shop
that is my cubicle and we can get this night started.”

After Quinn
sauntered off, I started to
close down my computer and put my stuff away for the day. I was a
public transportation type of girl. Whether it be cabs, Ubers,
trains, buses, whatever…I preferred it over driving. I owned a car
but only used it in the event of an emergency or traveling outside
of San Jose, so it stayed parked in the parking spot assigned to my
apartment in the building I lived in. I lived ten blocks away from
SMA Global, Inc.’s home office on Hostetter. I often walked, and on
the rare occasions when I worked late, SMA had a car service for
such occurrences. There was a strict policy that no employees were
to struggle for a ride home if they were required to work into the
night.

I thought that
was awesome.

A
half-hour walk later, I was
heading up the steps to my apartment building. I lived in a well
enough neighborhood, but the building I lived in still had a
security gate where you needed to be buzzed in if you weren’t a
tenant or had the code to get in. I didn’t really consider it a
safety feature when any of the tenants could give out the code to
whomever they chose. Case in point, Q and Iz both had the code.
However, before you judge me on my lack of respect for safety, know
that Quinn and Isabella have never murdered anyone. The only thing
they have ever killed was great music when we were drunk enough to
karaoke; talk about something being slaughtered. Of course, I’ve
only known Q for three years and Iz for two, so who knows what
they’ve done before then. Still, the past was the past,
right?

Besides, if
I ever needed to bury a body,
it’d be comforting to know that one of them, if not both, had
experience with this sort of thing.

 


*****

 


Nicholas~

I had already
put in over fifty hours at the
office this week, so the last thing I wanted to do was go drinking
at some annoying hipster watering hole. Sure, Chase had assured me
that this new place was hipster-free, but it wouldn’t be the first
time Chase has misled me, so that he could get some
pussy.

Now, don’t get me wrong
here. I enjoyed getting laid just as well as the next guy, it just
wasn’t as much of a priority to me as it was to Chase. If a woman
came on to me and I was in need, then I went with it. However,
no-strings-attached women were hard to find, and I just flat out
worked too many hours to be a decent boyfriend to anyone.
Therefore, I didn’t bother putting in the effort outside of
one-night stands.

The
door to my office opened
without a knock, so it could only be one of two people, Chase or
Julian. Julian strolled into my office like someone who knew he
could. “I think I’m going to stick with club soda this
evening.”

I looked up
from the Wall Street financial
reports I was reviewing and chuckled at one of my best friends.
“Why?”

“I swear, Sav,
if I overhear one more inappropriate comment out of that twit,
Spillner, there’s going to be a court date in my future.” Julian
plopped down on the leather couch that occupied the left side of my
office.

“Jesus. What
did that fool say now?” William Spillner was a division manager in
SMA’s accounting department. On paper, he was everything we looked
for in a manager and his interview with our former H.R. Manager had
gone extremely well by his accounts. William’s been with the
company a little over six years, but it hasn’t been until recently
that we’ve been hearing whispers of inappropriate
behavior.

The
first time we heard something,
we immediately had our current H.R. Manager, Cynthia Giles, do an
investigation on him. After a month, she had come back and said she
couldn’t report anything definitive about his conduct. Most of the
women who worked with him had confirmed no wrongdoing. The only two
women who had commented on his behavior had played it off and had
claimed no offense in the least.

We had
also contacted his immediate
boss, Ian James, and had shared our concerns with him. He had
assured us that, moving forward, he would pay special attention to
anything that struck him as odd. And because Ian was a stand-up
guy, we knew he wouldn’t hesitate to do the right thing.

The corporate
world was a vicious one, and
as ruthless as we have been and could be, there was one thing
Chase, Julian, and I didn’t bend on, and that was how we treated
our female employees. Every woman alive was either a wife,
daughter, mother, or sister to someone, and while I didn’t have a
sister and my mother could burn in hell, I knew what I would do if
anyone ever mistreated my wife or daughter-if I ever got myself a
wife, so that she could give me a daughter, that is.

“I was just
outside the executive break room on the fourth floor, and I
overheard someone say, and I quote, ‘How are we expected to work
around here when there’s so much prime pussy walking up and down
these halls?’. It sounded just like Spillner, but when I walked in,
all conversation stopped.” Julian laid himself out on the couch
until he was sprawled across it which wasn’t an easy feat as big as
he was.

I
swiveled my chair to face the
couch. Leaning back, I asked, “Did you address the
remark?”

Julian
sighed. “Of course, I did.”
Julian threw his arm over his eyes as if he were about to take a
nap. “As a matter of fact, I may be called into H.R. next
week.”

It
wouldn’t be the first
time.

Chase and I
were still working with Julian
on his people skills. All these years later, still hasn’t mastered
how to choose his words wisely. A lot of people thought he was the
moody, quiet type when, in actuality, Julian just felt it was
easier to not say anything rather than deal with the hassle of
offending people. Julian didn’t suffer fools gladly.

“What did you
say to earn you a trip to the principal’s office this
time?”

“I may have
said something to the effect of missing the memo where we’re
allowed to bring our pets to work because, surely, that’s the pussy
they were referring to. And that if it wasn’t, it had better be
moving forward,” he answered.

I really
couldn’t fault Julian. I
wasn’t sure I would have handled it any better and I know for sure
Chase wouldn’t have. “How did they respond?”

He lifted his
arm a bit and picked his head
up to look at me. “How do you think?” He dropped his head and arm
back down. “Ha-ha, oh, Mr. Moretti, just joking, blah, blah, blah,
whatever. The thing is that I know it was
Spillner’s voice, but they all played it off.” Julian let out
another sigh. “I just hope we can get this fucker before he costs
us a lawsuit or before I go to jail for fucking him up.”

Me,
too.

“Maybe you
need more than club soda tonight. Actual alcohol might mellow you
out,” I suggested.

“Maybe. Or
maybe Chase is right and we’re overdue. God knows a good fuck would
definitely calm me the hell down.”

I tried
to think back on the last time
I had sex, and admittedly, it’s been a few weeks. “Maybe, but don’t
ever let Chase know that.”

Julian finally
sat up with a laugh. “I’m sure
the fuck not telling him he’s right when it comes to anything
relating to women,” he agreed.

“No shit.
There’d be no living with him after that.”

Getting up off the couch,
Julian headed for the door to leave. He looked back with one hand
on the doorknob. “Okay, so see you at Xavier’s at
seven?”

“Yeah, I’ll be
there.”

“And you’re
right. I don’t think club soda’s going to cut it.” Julian shut the
door behind him.

I
tried to get back to the
financial reports I had been working on before Julian’s little
interruption, but my mind kept wandering back to what tonight could
possibly bring. I couldn’t argue that all three of us have been
putting in more hours than usual and were in dire need of a break,
but it was hard to balance life and work when other competitors
were always nipping at your heels. Someone was always out to get
you-always.

Julian,
Chase, and I had grown up in Oakland,
California, or more specifically, around the Deep East on High
Street. Every day had been a struggle and it hadn’t helped that we
had been the epitome of children growing up in the ghetto. The
entire neighborhood damn near had been. Still, believe it or not,
growing up in a poor neighborhood educated you in ways you wouldn’t
realize until you were older. You learned what it was to
truly be loyal. You learned what it was to
truly feel fear. You learned what it was to
truly understand sacrifice. You learned what it was
to truly
be honest. You learned what it was
to truly
experience gratefulness. And my
personal favorite, you learned how it was to know who was fake and
who was genuinely real.

Knowing
the difference between fake
and real people was what was at the heart of SMA’s success. Growing
up in a poor, violent neighborhood, you had to learn how to judge
people and situations. More often than not, your life could depend
on that one skill alone. We were all pretty good with assessing
people, but Chase was the better of us three, hands downs. We held
on tight to SMA because we owed our lives to it. The concept had
been born in the minds of invincible sixteen-year-olds and it had
held our hands through the roughest of times. SMA Global was our
saving grace, and we poured our souls into it every day to make
sure it won’t ever fail it. Once SMA had become sustainable, we had
moved forward and never looked back. The only two reasons we ever
went back to Oakland were business and to attend Raiders’ home
games. Chase had moved his mother and brother out of Oakland within
the first year of SMA’s success, and they had been the only people
worth keeping ties with.

I
was an only child and thank fuck for
that. My mother had been a stereotypical crack whore, but she
hadn’t been a complete degenerate. She had managed to keep herself
from being homeless, and she had managed to hold down a job.
However, she hadn’t been shy about her drug use, and she sure as
fuck hadn’t been shy about having male company all the time. When
I’d finally been old enough to realize what my mother was and what
she did, it had destroyed everything young inside of me. Little
boys’ moms were supposed to be beautiful and loving, sacrificing
and loyal. Hell, before I knew her to be the monster that she was,
I hadn’t cared that my father had split. My mom had been enough.
However, that had all come to a stop the day I had walked into our
house after school to a full-blown drug-fueled orgy. I remember
running out the front door, throwing up in the yard, and then
running all the way to Chase’s house.

I
ended up not going home for three
days and my mother hadn’t even noticed. I had been ten-years-old,
and from that day forward, I had spent as much time as I could at
Chase’s, and I thanked God every time I’d been able to spend time
there.

After that day, my mother
and I had become more like roommates. I left her alone, and unless
she was on one, she left me alone. She’d had no conscience when it
came to her only child, and she’d had no concern for how her
lifestyle was shaping me. If anyone asked me today, I couldn’t tell
them if she were alive or dead, and I didn’t care either way as
long as she left me the fuck alone.

Chase and
Julian hadn’t fare much
better. I would guess that Chase had it the best out of all of us.
His mom, Teresa, was a sweet, giving soul. Unfortunately for Chase,
she had also been weak. His father had cheated on her and had
beaten her on a regular basis. Chase even had a half-sister
somewhere, though he never cultivated a relationship with
her.

Growing up,
Chase had tried to get his mom
to leave his dad all the time, but she would never go for it. The
only thing Chase was ever able to do for her back then was, when he
had gotten old enough, he had finally been able to put himself
between his mother and father, and his father had stopped beating
her. At least, until Chase had moved out at eighteen. After that,
the job of protecting her had been left to his sixteen-year-old
brother, Kane, who had done a good a job as Chase had. When Chase
had moved his mother and Kane to San Jose, he had left his father
behind, and last we heard, he was still stuck in the Deep
East.

Julian’s childhood had it
far worse than the both of us. While my mother’s specialty had been
neglect and Chase’s father’s had been abuse, Julian’s mother’s had
been neglect, abuse, mental torture, and a whole basket full of
other shit. Not only had she gotten off on beating and berating her
son, but she had also allowed her boyfriend-of-the-week to beat on
him, too. She had been a hateful woman who needed someone to blame
for all her lousy life choices and that someone had been Julian.
Like me, Julian had always been grateful that he had been an only
child. He had always feared that had Sandy ever given him a little
brother or sister, he’d have gone to prison protecting them. Where
I may be hot-tempered, Julian was violent when provoked. And, yes,
there was a difference.

Now,
Julian was a big motherfucker,
and he had come into his size at fourteen. About a week after his
birthday, one of his mom’s boyfriends had tried beating Julian
because he drank the last of the milk and it hadn’t gone well…well,
for the boyfriend, that is. It had taken his mom jumping on his
back and trying to gouge his eyes out to get Julian to stop
pounding on the scumbag. However, no one fucked with him again
after that. Still, the damage to his soul had already been
cemented, and while the physical abuse may have ended, the verbal
abuse and neglect had still run strong in his household.

We
had known our futures were bleak and
we had known we couldn’t keep going the way we were going. So, at
the wise, old ages of sixteen, we had each gotten part-time jobs
and had put all our extra time into actually using school for what
it was intended and learned all we could about economics, finance,
and the stock market. We had been able to save all the money from
our jobs-because we had lied and said we were working for school
credit and not actual money-and the day Chase had turned eighteen,
we had pooled together every dime we had ever made and had invested
it under Chase’s name. We ended up making twenty thousand dollars
off that first initial investment and the rest was
history.

And ten years later,
there was nothing I wouldn’t do for those two men. Including going
to a hipster watering hole so that Chase could get laid.


Chapter 2


Sloth: Because if I’m not on a mission to get laid
(like some people I know),

why aren’t sweats and a
t-shirt acceptable attire?

 


Avery~

After I’d gotten home, I
had made a quick dinner of boxed lasagna because, until a family
came into the picture, boxed dinners worked just fine for my life.
Once I cleaned up dinner, I didn’t have time for that bubble bath I
had been wanting, so I had cheated on my tub with my
shower.

Goddamn Quinn.

Now, I usually wasn’t big
on caring what people thought, and while I wasn’t the stunner Quinn
was or matched the beauty that Izzy had, I wasn’t entirely
hopeless. I had black hair down to my waist that had a natural
curl. I loved that about my hair because, if I was in a hurry, my
hair curling itself helped give me the look that I had actually
taken some time with my appearance, and the natural curl
helped with the messy bun look. I loved the messy bun look. I
wasn’t tall at all. In fact, I was shorter than Q with my
five-foot-three-inches, but that’s what heels were for. There
wasn’t anything fabulous about my figure, either. I was so
adequately proportioned that nothing about my body stood out. I had
decent sized boobs and hips, and as long as I could be identified
as a female, I was happy. The only odd thing about me were my eyes,
and they sort of gave me a minor complex. They were this weird sort
of silver color.

Yep. Silver.

Not a normal
grey like most human beings,
but a metallic-looking silver. People always asked me if they were
contacts and when I would say they weren’t, they always looked at
me like I was an alien life form-or a liar. I started letting
people just believe they were contacts. It made me feel less
self-conscious that way. They sat below dark brows that by the
grace of God didn’t need plucking, and the rest of my face was
rather unremarkable. Normal slender nose, pink cheeks, full lips,
and a slight tan complexion made up what was Avery Christine Ellis.
Thankfully, I wasn’t one of those women who worried about every
little imperfection; I wasn’t beautiful, but I wasn’t ugly,
either.

Once my hair
and makeup were completed, I
went to my closet to find the perfect outfit. I didn’t overdo it
with the makeup since I was there for moral one-night stand support
only and wasn’t actually looking to get some vagina love. Some
eyeliner, mascara, and lip gloss were enough to do the job. I
didn’t realize how sad the state of my social life had become until
I saw that all my going out clothes were hidden behind the
stay-at-home t-shirts, lounge dresses, and work outfits. But in all
honesty, why couldn’t I wear sweats and a t-shirt if I weren’t the
one looking to get laid?

After twenty
minutes of sifting through my
closet, I finally settled on a nice pair of black hip-hugger jeans
and a button-up charcoal grey short sleeve blouse. I finished off
the look with a pair of black four-inch heeled ankle cut boots.
Casual enough for an after-work lounge, but stylish enough for
Calico’s if need be.

I left my hair
down and let it do its thing.
I threw a clip in my purse just in case I decided to get drunk
later. Being the evil genius that I was, I always carried a clip in
my purse in case I found myself hugging the toilet when I got home.
Being single, I lost out on those special moments when the man you
loved had to hold your hair back while you puked out tequila
shots.

I decided to
take a cab to Izzy’s, and
while I knew public transportation could add up, it was just so
much easier than driving. Jesus, I was pretty sure that I really
needed to re-evaluate my level of slothiness. I was starting to
wonder if I was reaching intervention status.

While Quinn
and I both lived fairly close
to SMA Global, Izzy lived about a fifteen-minute cab ride away on
Junipero. I texted both ladies that I was on my way, so using her
genius math skills, Q opened up the door right as I was lifting my
arm to knock. Full disclosure, it could also have been my hollering
‘I’m here, bitches’ as I was walking up to the door that clued her
in on my arrival.

“You guys just
about ready,” I asked, walking in, then heading towards the
kitchen.

“Yeah, Iz is
throwing crap in her purse, and then we can be on our
way.”

I
followed Quinn towards the kitchen
bar and saw that there was already a bottle of wine open. “Getting
a head start?”

“Don’t judge.”
Q sat down next to me and took another drink from her wine glass
that had been sitting on the bar. “Don’t forget, while you were
hidden away safely in your cubicle all week, I actually had to sit
in Douche Canoe’s office for three different conference calls this
week, and
he sat next to me for one of
them.”

“Okay, you got
me there. Drink away. As a matter of fact, let me get you another
glass. That’s a double fisting kind of week,” I
sympathized.

“Who’s being
double fisted?” Izzy asked as she came out of her bedroom looking
directly at Quinn.

Isabella lived
in a two-bedroom condo which
was very sleek, but cozy. So, while she’d been in her bedroom, it
still hadn’t been too difficult to overhear us from the kitchen.
The condo consisted of one bedroom with an adjoining bathroom. The
kitchen and living room were separated by the kitchen bar where we
were currently sitting at. Izzy had a small extra bedroom that she
had turned into an office space. And while the condo didn’t have
many rooms, the rooms it did have were spacious. The décor was very
classy and reflected Izzy’s tasteful nature. Her bedroom, however,
was where you could see the real Iz. It was the only room that
didn’t have matching furniture and was all cozy chaos.

“What the
hell? Why are you looking at me when you ask a question like that?”
Q countered, clearly offended but not really.

Izzy rolled
her eyes. “Oh, puhleeease,
because I know for a fact Ace isn’t getting fisted, doubly or
otherwise.”

I jumped
up off the barstool as I
objected to her slanderous remark. “Hey? How do you know I’m not
getting fisted?”

Izzy raised one perfectly
arched brow. “Because in the two years that I have known you, every
sex story you’ve ever shared with us has been rated PG-13, that’s
how,” she retorted.

“Really,
PG-13?’ I asked incredulously. “I’ll have you know, while there
have only been two or three, nudity has been involved in all of my
sexual encounters, so that calls for at least an R-rating.”
PG-13 my ass.

“It’s 2018,
Ace. You can damn near find nudity on Sesame Street. Your sex life
is so rated PG-13,” Quinn quipped as Isabella nodded her agreement
while she started putting away the wine.

“Okay, Q,
finish drinking that glass up, so we can go.” Izzy finished off her
glass, prompting Quinn to do the same.

I
side-eyed the whores as I
said, “Fine, but I’ll have you judgmental barracudas know that I
can get kinky. I just haven’t met a man who brings it out in me
yet.” Little did they know, I longed to get kinked on. And just
like most women who have ever read a romance novel, I wanted that
sexually perfect guy to do it. However, not all guys were cut out
to be sexual superheroes. There was an art to being forceful and
talking dirty in bed. If the guy was playing a part, it could end
in a fit of giggles and an orgasmless disaster. Trust me.
Unfortunately, I knew from experience.

“Of course, we
know you’re a sexual dynamo, Ace. I’m completely jealous.” Izzy
deadpanned as she delivered that little gem of sarcasm. She didn’t
even bother looking at me as she looked around her condo to make
sure everything was good to go before we left.

“Fuck the both
of you.”

Q started
laughing. “Okay, okay. Let’s
make a deal then, and-”

“I’m all
ears,” Iz said, already agreeing.

“Sweet Jesus,”
I groaned.

“I propose
that whoever gets lucky tonight has to take the guy home, or
wherever, and live out one or all of her sexual fantasies.” Quinn
smiled, all proud of her insane idea. Take note folks, this was the
sort of thing that happened when you hung out with insane people;
they offered up insane ideas.

Izzy was quick
with her response. “I’m down,
but I’ll need to bring a bigger purse for all my props.”

“Seriously,
Iz?” I asked. “You’re supposed to be the sweet, quiet one. Also,
Quinn, no.” Someone needed to stop this crazy train.

Looking
at me, Izzy put her hands on
her hips. “I am sweet and quiet, but
for the love of God, Avery, I don’t care what any woman says,
sometimes you need to be straight up fucked until you can’t move.”
I looked over to see Quinn nodding in agreement. “And any woman who
says otherwise or claims she doesn’t have any unfulfilled fantasies
is a liar.”

“Except the
Amish,” Quinn chimed in. “I think the Amish are legit in their
sexual beliefs.”

“Even the
Amish, Quinn. Even the Amish,” Izzy argued.

I knew the
girls were kidding, but deep
down, in a way, they weren’t. We all had fantasies-whether they
were sexual or romantic-and fear was the only reason we rarely
voiced them and made them real. Nothing was scarier than laying
your soul bare and telling your partner what you wanted sexually or
romantically from them. What if they laughed at you? Or worse,
thought you were a perverted sicko? Once you said the words, you
couldn’t take them back, and then every time you went to have sex,
that unfulfilled fantasy would be hovering over the both of you. It
was just easier to get out your vibrator, close your eyes, and keep
that shit to yourself.

“You guys are
nuts. And do I have a choice?” I found myself agreeing. Apparently,
I was insane right along with the both of them.

Quinn smiled
her war-ending smile. “Should
we slutty ourselves up some more?” she asked
mischievously.

Quinn
was wearing her hair up in a
casual clipped-up look which looked stylish with her blue
peek-a-boos showing and her spiky bangs faced every direction,
giving her a natural look. She had kept her makeup minimal, as
well. She donned some light eye shadow, eyeliner, and mascara, but
she had left her lips bare. She hated reapplying lipstick, and she
claimed it just made a mess if she got lucky-which it did. Thank
God for lip stain lipstick. She was wearing a bright blue, low cut
blouse that hung in a cowl neck fashion with a plain black skirt
that stopped at the middle of her thighs. The outfit was completed
with a pair of black five-inch, opened-toed heels. As always, she
looked stunning.

Now,
where Quinn was sweetly
stunning, Isabella was something else, altogether. Izzy was
beautiful from the dark brown hair on her head to the toes on her
feet. Iz was five-foot-four-inches and had a face created by God
and a body created by Satan. She had unusual, amber-colored eyes
that sat on a perfectly proportioned face. Her brows were long and
plucked to perfection, her slender nose was perfectly centered, and
her lips were soft and full. She had high cheekbones with a smooth,
light complexion. Her dark brown hair stopped at her shoulder
blades and curled into striking ringlets if she didn’t take the
time to dry and straighten her hair. Isabella was also a runner.
She swore by cardio, giving running credit for her figure and what
a figure it was. Izzy was built like a real-life Jessica
Rabbit.

She was
dressed in a white, untucked
button-up men’s style shirt with a pair of black dress slacks, and
she had on a pair of black four-inch heels. She had created a smoky
eye with brown and black shades, had dusted her cheeks with a
little blush, and had topped off her look with a light mocha
lipstick shade. She had opted for straightening her hair and was
wearing it straight down. It was parted down the middle and fell
perfectly to the sides and out of her face. Her beauty was
accentuated by the fact that she was quiet until you got to know
her. Izzy gave off a mysterious, untouchable vibe. She brought out
that protective side of you and I felt sorry for the man that would
one day land her. He had better be super secure and confident
because a wimp just wouldn’t do.

“Unless The
Hooker and Her Client are in the fantasy lineup for tonight, we
look fine,” I reassured them.

Quinn leaned
in closer to me. “Awwwe c’mon,
Ace, you don’t want your first john of the night pulling your hair
and telling you what a good little whore you are?”

Isabella and
I started laughing. “Depends.
Did he pay for that right? You can’t just call me a whore for free,
you know.”

“Okay you
sexual degenerates, time to go,” Izzy announced.

Quinn and I
placed the bar stools back
underneath the bar lip and gathered our purses. Once we all made
sure our purses contained all our essentials, we headed
out.

As we waited
on the sidewalk for our cab, I
realized how much I was actually looking forward to this night. We
hadn’t had a girls’ night out in months, and whether single or in a
relationship, all girls needed girl-time with their friends. No
matter how devoted a mother, wife, sister, or daughter you may be,
we all needed some time to be ourselves. And I knew, without a
doubt, I could always be myself around Isabella and Quinn. And
despite the crazy living-out-our-sexual-fantasy situation I found
myself in tonight, I would never judge Izzy or Quinn,
either.

Except when they sang
karaoke

We really sucked at
karaoke.

 


*****

 


Nicholas~

Apparently, I have become lazier than I had
realized because the Raider pajama pants that I put on when I’d
gotten out of the shower were so comfortable that I seriously
wondered why I couldn’t just wear them to Xavier’s. I mean, hell,
it was Chase who was on a mission to get laid, not me. Granted, I’d
have to put on a shirt and a pair of shoes, but slippers were
shoes, right?

My phone rang
as I was pulling out a pair of
dark blue jeans. Placing it on the dresser, I hit the speaker
button. “Savage.”

“Just making
sure you’re still meeting us, and I don’t have to send Julian over
there to drag you out,” Chase’s voice echoed back through the
speaker.

“Sending
Julian because you know you can’t do the job yourself?” I pulled
out the drawer containing my exciting array of socks.

“I just don’t
want to chance you getting in a lucky shot and damaging this
perfect face of mine, thus ruining tonight’s mission.”

“Dude,
your mission for tonight, not mine,” I clarified. It
was killing me to change from my pajama pants to my jeans. Style
versus comfort sucked.

“Yeah, right.
Like you’re not going to bite if some hot, willing woman comes on
to you? Sell that shit to someone who hasn’t known you since
kindergarten.”

I picked my
phone up and took Chase off
speaker phone. Putting it up to my ear as I headed towards my
closet to pick out an appropriate shirt, I said, “Having some
drinks and winding down with you and Julian is a good enough time
for me.”

“Awe, you’re
so sweet. I love you, too. However, do me a favor, and leave your
vagina and copy of your Notebook DVD at home tonight along with
your man purse,” Chase ridiculed.

“Laugh all you
want asshole, but more than once you’ve cried on my shoulder,” I
reminded my dear friend.

“We were
six-years-old, fuckface.”

“That doesn’t
change the facts, jackhole.” I finally found a plain black shirt
that would work for tonight. “Are you done peer pressuring me? I
need to finish getting ready, you know, so that I can meet my
friends at this new fucked-up place called Xavier’s because my
loser friend needs my help to get laid.”

Chase laughed
into the phone. “You’re going
to be thanking me later when you’re blowing your load into some
kinky piece.”

“Bye, Chase,”
I finished as I hung up on him.

I
decided to let my hair
self-dry, and even though I had some styling products, I only used
them when I had to actually do something with my hair to look
presentable for charity events, interviews, etc. For the most part,
I was a low-maintenance kind of man. We all were. Growing up like
we had, there hadn’t been extra money for styling products or
whatever. Besides, while I agreed that men should make the effort
to clean up a bit once in a while, I wasn’t a fan of men
man-scaping or getting facials or pedicures or shit like that. Men
were supposed to be fucking men, not act like we’re goddamn women.
Word to the wise ladies, if your man takes longer to get ready than
you do, you have a girlfriend, not a boyfriend…just
saying.

Once I
finished dressing, I went into
the kitchen for a quick bite. I didn’t want to start drinking on an
empty stomach, and while I had no problem holding my alcohol, I
didn’t want to get shit-faced drunk. Therefore, I decided to
prepare a couple of simple ham sandwiches. Hopefully, Xavier’s had
a small appetizer menu if I got hungry later.

My kitchen was
state-of-the-art, complete
with all stainless-steel appliances. I didn’t cook much since I
didn’t have anyone to cook for, but whenever Julian, Chase, and I
hung out at my place, Julian put my kitchen to good use. With his
mother being the piece of shit that she was, Julian had learned
early on how to cook for himself, and let me tell you, the dude
could cook.

I lived in
the penthouse suite of an
apartment building that was owned by SMA. I was only a few blocks
away from our home office and that made life super convenient.
However, we each had an adjoining room to our offices where we
would sometimes shower and sleep if we were knee-deep in a project.
The office spare rooms were identical to looking like an open floor
loft. It was a room with a small closet, full size bed, a toilet,
sink area, and a closed-in shower. There was barely room enough for
a bedside nightstand, but since we didn’t use the rooms often,
comfort wasn’t that big of a deal. And to be honest, it was still
more spacious than some peoples’ homes.

My penthouse
was nothing elaborate. It
looked like any hundreds of other penthouses you saw in Home &
Garden magazines. The best thing about the place was the view from
any window, though. It looked out over San Jose and was absolutely
calming. I had paid an interior decorator to make it look how it
looked and the only room that had any personal touches to it was my
bedroom.

My
dressers and nightstands were
decorated with framed pictures of me, Julian, and Chase. Some had
Kane, Chase’s younger brother, in them and a couple had Chase’s mom
in them. There was a family portrait with all five of us hanging on
the wall near my door. I could see it from my bed, and I always
glanced at it when I left my room. It was one of the reasons I
never brought a woman to my house. My house was for family only.
While Julian’s and Chase’s homes each had an extra spare bedroom
for when any of us had to crash, my house was the only one that
actually had a separate room that each belonged to Chase and
Julian. I had told them each that since this was an SMA building,
they had a right to this penthouse just as much as I
did.

Chase lived in
an upscale condo. There were
three condos to a section and Chase had purchased an entire section
and had remodeled it to one three story condo years ago. He’d made
the bottom floor into a gym, complete with full kitchen for
whatever protein smoothie you desired, a bathroom, a steam room,
and small boxing ring. The second floor made up his home office. He
kept the kitchen also and had added an entertainment area with a
big screen television, surround sound, an X-Box, and a cabinet full
of games and DVDs. It came with a bathroom and the office portion
was almost identical to his office at SMA, except for the personal
pictures of his mom and brother he had aligning his bookshelves and
desk. He had some of him with Julian and me, too. The top floor
made up his actual living space and the only way into his house was
to walk up the flight of steps to the third floor or have access to
his private elevator.

Julian
was the only one of us that chose to
live in a house-based neighborhood. He lived two blocks away from
Chase’s mom, and even though he claimed he just like the area, I’ve
always felt like he had chosen that particular house to be close to
Teresa. We could never repay her for all the things she’s done for
us that she didn’t even realize she’s done, either.

Julian’s home was very
simple, except for the basement. The house originally hadn’t come
with a basement, but Julian had them lift the entire house to put
one in. It had been expensive as fuck but worth it for his piece of
mind. While the house was an average three-bedroom, two-bath,
kitchen, living room, dining room, two-car garage set up, his
basement was a home gym worthy of professional boxers or MMA
fighters. Julian had a lot of violent demons and often worked out
his anger or anxiety in his basement. It’s been over six years
since he’s gotten into a fight, but you could never be too sure
what will set him off, so we were grateful for his basement. Prison
was always a very real possibility with Julian.

As I
was finishing up my second
sandwich, my mind wandered back to William Spillner. He’s been with
us six years and did a well enough job, so I was baffled by his
recent behavior. At least, I’ve never heard of anything
inappropriate or incompetent before recently. It hadn’t been until
this last year that we started hearing rumors of him speaking
freely around the workplace. Supposedly, he limited his locker room
talk to an audience of men, but it was still not what SMA was
trying to represent.

Not to mention, any one
of our hundreds of female employees could always come walking
around the corner and come up upon Spillner flapping his gums. And
regardless of both Julian’s mother and mine, we had the upmost
respect for women thanks to Teresa. We worked hard to make sure our
female employees were treated fairly and generously. No single
mothers who worked for SMA would ever struggle to feed their
children.

And,
yes, Chase was happily single and
indulged in one-night stands, but he never mistreated the women he
chose to be with. He was always honest about his intentions, and
with the exception of a couple of psychos who he had the misfortune
of coming across, he has always parted amicably with the women he
spent time with.

Julian was
a little more discrete with
his conquests. I knew he didn’t take women home and preferred
hotels like I did, but he never told stories. And the only time
we’d know when he got laid was if we caught him wearing his clothes
from the night before.

I
didn’t brag, but neither did I
keep it a secret. If it came up, it came up. If it didn’t, it
didn’t. I loved women physically, and I loved sex, but my first and
true love was SMA. I respected women from a clinical viewpoint. I
knew what they could be at their best, and I knew what they could
be at their worst. And while I respected their struggles, I didn’t
trust women on a personal level. It didn’t take a genius to figure
out why.

Still,
whatever issues with women Chase,
Julian, and I may have had, they didn’t clear the way for Spillner
to be an asshole. I just couldn’t figure out what had changed to
make him think he could act like a fuckwad at work. Also, it wasn’t
that he’d be hard to replace because we had a lot of talented
people at SMA. I was sure Ian could suggest at least five qualified
people who could take Spillner’s place. However, we still didn’t
want to fire him unjustly. And contrary to what people believed, it
wasn’t that easy to fire a person without solid just cause, and
rumors of him saying random, inappropriate things around the office
wasn’t solid enough.

It
also didn’t help that our H.R.
Manager had done an investigation and had come up with nothing.
Cynthia had come to us a little over two years ago and has been
great at her job, so we had no reason to doubt her inquiry results.
Between her investigation and Ian not coming across anything
substantial, Spillner’s behavior was stellar on paper. Still, we
knew in our gut that something was off about him.

However, what bothered me
most about this situation was that, if he was acting inappropriate
with our female employees, it was obvious that none of those women
felt comfortable enough coming forward, and I wanted to believe
that we had created a workplace that encouraged a work culture
where employees felt safe enough to speak up against any injustices
they may feel. That bothered me because, while Julian, Chase, and I
worked hard to be where we were now, we would never place money and
status above treating people fairly and doing the right
thing.

The
best way to explain our life’s
viewpoint was that we played defense. If you were good to us, we
were good to you. If you came at any of us stupid, we hit back. We
weren’t bullies, but we weren’t pussies, either. Now, don’t get me
wrong. We weren’t perfect and didn’t profess to be, but we didn’t
use or hurt innocent people, either.

Maybe tonight, after a
few drinks in us, we may be able to come up with a game plan to
catch Spillner with his dick in the trap. It wouldn’t be the first
time we’ve brain stormed while drinking and I was sure it wouldn’t
be the last.

I
grabbed my keys and wallet
from my dresser, then headed out. Riding my private elevator down
to the lobby, I was actually starting to feel good about going out.
It’d been a while, and we deserved a carefree night with no
pressure.

Well…except if Chase
didn’t get laid.


Chapter 3


Sloth: Because I don’t dance or take shots, so how
much

fun is this night really
going to be?

 


Nicholas~

It looked like I wasn’t going to have to
punch Chase in the face after all.

Xavier’s was exactly what Chase claimed it
would be with not a hipster in sight.

We were
standing near the bar, looking for a
spot to get comfortable, when a familiar face came walking towards
us. “Hey, guys, welcome to Xavier’s.” Brian Sloane held his hand
out to shake our hands.

He shook my
hand, Julian’s, and then
Chase’s. “Brian, my man, you work here?’ Chase asked.

“Nah, man,
Xavier’s is mine. I own it,” Brian replied with a huge, proud smile
on his face.

“No shit?
That’s awesome.” Chase pulled him in for one of those
slap-on-the-back guy hugs.

The year we
all turned eighteen, we had
spent it investing and making as much money as we could to get out
of Oakland. However, when Chase and Julian had turned nineteen,
they had finally enrolled in college. We knew that we were going to
need some fancy degrees before anyone would take us seriously, and
at least one of us was going to have to know more about financing
than what we already had. I had spent the next two years taking
random college classes while focusing on our investments, and once
Julian had graduated with his degree in finance and Chase had
graduated with his degree in marketing, I had taken on more
classes, and a couple of years later, had graduated with a degree
in business management and economics.

Brian
and Chase had been old college
buddies. “What are you guys down for tonight?”

“Just came to
check the place out and have a few drinks,” Chase answered
casually.

Brian
nodded. “Well, there are three
VIP sections here. The balcony sits two of them and then the third
one is on the other side of the dance floor over there.” He pointed
to all three sections as he explained where they were located. The
two on the balcony were side-by-side but separated by the landing
at the top of the stairs. The room on the left was made up in
greens and the one on the right was decorated in blues. The dance
floor room was a chaotic mix of blacks and greys. “The Black Room
is already reserved for tonight, but I can set you guys up in one
of the rooms upstairs,” Brian offered.

“Hell, yeah.”
Chase was already on it. “Just put it on our tab.” While we didn’t
flaunt our wealth, we still indulged in the finer things every now
and again.

“Nah, it’s on
the house tonight. It’s good to see you guys, and to be honest, it
won’t hurt business if word gets around that you three are known to
chill in one of Xavier’s VIPs,” Brian laughed.

“Anything we
can do to help,” I offered. Hell, this was a win-win as far as I
was concerned. We had a spot where Chase could check out every
female who walked into the place, and I was far away from the
action that I could drink in peace. I still wasn’t sure where
Julian stood on his plans for this night because one could never
tell with Julez.

As
Brian called over a server, I
gave the place a curious glance around and noted that there was
already a decent amount of people here, even though it was still
fairly early. There was music playing through the speakers, but I
could see from where we were standing at that the DJ was already
setting up his set.

Brian’s voice brought me
back to the discussion at hand. “Cheryl, will you please escort
these three men to one of the VIPs upstairs. Let them pick which
room they prefer better.” Looking back over at us, Brian let us
know that he wanted us to have a good time. “Let me know if you
guys need anything else tonight.”

Cheryl made no
bones about looking all three
of us up and down before she smiled coyly. “Of course, Boss.” She
turned to head towards the stairs and looked over her shoulder with
that smile still plastered on her face to make sure we were
following her. “Just follow me, gentlemen.”

“Thanks man,
we appreciated it.” Chase shook Brian’s hand one more
time.

We
followed Cheryl like three little
ducklings in a row: Chase, Julian, and, lastly, me. Once we reached
the top landing, Cheryl placed one of her hands on Julian’s chest
and leaned in close. “Which room did you guys want?”

It
wasn’t that she was ugly. On
the contrary, she was pretty hot. She just happened to look like
every other young, hot blonde you saw. Nothing stood out as
original. She had the big hair, fake eyelashes, big store-bought
tits, and fake nails…the works.

Julian smiled
as he placed his hand over
hers and casually removed it from his chest. “We’ll take the Blue
VIP, doll.”

I had
to keep myself from laughing
at her confused expression. Julian was so smooth that she couldn’t
tell if he was rejecting her or not. I decided to help save him.
“The Blue VIP is fine, Cheryl. Thank you for escorting
us.”

She looked over towards
me. “Uh…okay, yeah. Unfortunately, since you guys didn’t pick the
Green VIP, this is where I must leave you. Becky and Rhonda have
the Blue Room tonight. Marla and I have the Green Room.” She
pouted, trying to cute us into changing our minds. Little did she
know, pouting wasn’t cute to any of us. Plus, we weren’t here to
fuck Brian’s staff. If this place turned out to be okay, we’d want
to be back as drama-free as possible.

Chase came to
the rescue. “But if no one
reserves the Green VIP tonight, that means we can find you down on
the floor where not everyone can see everything,” he smooth-talked
her with a wink.

“Good point,”
she giggled.

She fucking
giggled.

If I wanted
to hear females fucking
giggling, I hang out near the middle schools.

She opened the
door leading into the Blue
VIP. “Make yourselves comfortable and I’m sure Beck and Rhonda will
be up shortly.” She winked, then closed the door behind
her.

“This is some
nice digs,” Julian stated as he started walking around the room.
Chase headed straight for the large couch centered in the middle of
the room and sat down.

I gave
the place a curious glance
around. The room was very tastefully decorated. The carpet was so
blue that it looked almost black. The walls were painted a faint
light blue that, without all the blue accents in the room, the
walls would look white. As Julian was opening shit up, I could see
that the wooden door at the end of the room lead to the restroom.
There were three very large paintings hanging in the room, one on
the wall near the restroom door and two hanging on the back of the
room behind the bar. They were just abstract paint brush strokes in
a variety of blue shades. The standalone bar against the back wall
matched the wood of the bathroom door.

“It’s stocked
with nothing but water,” Julian announced as he searched all the
cabinets and cubbies around the bar.

“Smart,” Chase
remarked from the couch.

The dark blue couch sat
right in the middle of the room and had two matching armchairs on
either side facing inward. There was a large glass coffee table
that ran the length of the couch, and it had a matching glass vase
in the center. The vase contained fake flowers with many different
blue shades. The front wall was made entirely of glass, so you
could look out directly into the club. The walls facing the stair
landing were also glass, so we could get a clear view of what was
going on in the Green VIP, and they could see inside the Blue VIP.
The Green VIP looked to have the same layout as the Blue, and
anyone who was so inclined could view everything going on in these
two rooms from the club floor.

I walked
over to the front wall and
looked down at the club. It was a great set up and from our room.
You could see the front door and bar area clearly. To the left was
the dance floor and stage that was in direct view of the Green VIP.
High-top tables and chairs were placed along the front door wall
and booths and couches aligned the right side of the club, past the
bar and leading to the restroom area. The only true privacy was the
Black VIP room. There was simply a black door with gray and white
accents and a door sign identifying it as such, and no one could
see inside. I had no doubt that whatever went on in that room,
there was a penal code attached to it.

“Brian’s done
a good job. This place has a perfect party-to-relax vibe to it,”
Chase boasted.

Julian
laughed. “We’ll see. It’s only
seven Chase. The freaky shit doesn’t go down until at least
eleven.” He came over and sat down on one of the
armchairs.

“I don’t care
what weirdos this place brings in,” I said. “The fact that these
rooms have their own restrooms is a win in my book. I hate having
to fight people to get to the restroom. And more often than not,
there’s someone fucking in those dark back hallways.” I sat down on
the chair opposite Julian.

“Order up
boys,” Julian nodded his head towards the door to the
room.

Chase looked
over, and when I turned to
look behind me, I saw a waitress walking onto the landing and
entering the room. “Good evening, gentlemen. My name is Becky, and
I will be working with Rhonda tonight as your server. What can I
get you guys to start?”

Chase gave her
an appreciative smile while he
looked her up and down. She was gracing us with a very pretty smile
and was remaining very professional, unlike our escort earlier.
Becky had red hair with blue eyes and a petite figure. I’d describe
her as pixie-like if anyone were to ask me to. The club uniform of
a tight black top with the word Xavier’s blasted across the chest
in white and the matching white short shorts actually looked
tasteful on her with her slender features. I was suddenly very glad
to know she was serving us tonight and not the blonde earlier.
“I’ll take a Seven & Seven and just keep them coming,
sweetheart,” Chase winked at her.

She
smiled as she looked down and
wrote down his order. Raising her head, she looked pointedly over
at Julian. “I’ll take a Bud Light with a side shot of Casadores,”
Julian ordered.

After
taking Julez’s order, she
looked over to me. “I’ll take Johnny Walker Blue neat, and we don’t
deviate much, so just keep these coming all night if you will.” I
smiled to soften my statement into more of a request instead of a
demand. I hated pricks who thought money was an excuse to be rude
to others.

“Thank you,
gentlemen. I will be right back with your orders.” With that, she
walked out and back downstairs towards the bar.

Chase jutted
his chin towards the club
floor. “Ten guesses on what goes on in that Black VIP
room.”

Julian
snorted. “I can tell you in
two; felonies and criminal acts against nature.”

“Hopefully,
instead of a vase full of fake flowers, they have a bowl full of
condoms on their table,” I agreed as I looked out towards the black
door.

“And some
antibiotics,” Julian added.

“And Plan B
pills,” Chase finished.

I
laughed. While we didn’t judge
stranger-sex, we all three were very careful about our shit.
Wearing condoms was like breathing to us; done automatically, no
matter how horny we were. And because some women could be
manipulative, we only wore condoms we personally purchased and put
them on ourselves. None of us have ever had sex without a condom,
and we also got tested regularly through the company’s health and
wellness program.

Becky came back with our
drinks and explained that there was an intercom button on the bar
that we could use if we needed anything in between her visits. I
had to admit, Brian really set up these VIP rooms to include all
you needed to avoid the crowds.

“Holy shit,”
Chase rushed out as he stood up from the couch and walked over to
the glass wall. “I think I already see our picks.”

Julian was seated on one
of the armchairs, so he had to lean up from his chair to get a
better look. I walked over to stand next to Chase, and following
Chase’s gaze, I let out a slow whistle. “Damn.” The trio Chase had
noticed were standouts, indeed.

“Look
elsewhere dickheads. That group of females is off limits,” Julian
announced as he returned to his original position in his
chair.

Chase turned to look back
at him while I continued to look out over the club at the trio of
ladies. “Fuck, too. What do you mean they’re off limits? You know
them?”

Julian
stretched again to look over at the
girls. “Technically, we know two of them. The third one is
irrelevant since the other two are a no-go.”

“Bullshit,
Julez,” Chase scoffed. “Trust me. I would remember if I had met
females who looked like that.” Chase raised his arm and gestured
back towards the glass wall.

“The one with
the grey top and the one in the blue top work for SMA. I don’t know
who the third one is, but again, doesn’t matter,” he sighed like
Chase was a simpleton.

“You’re lying.
You just don’t want to see my dick happy,” Chase accused. “You’re
an asshole, Julez. You know, an asshole.”

“Not trying to
kill your dreams, dude, just stating the facts. They report to that
twatwaffle Spillner,” Julian explained. “I’ve seen them around the
admin office floors.”

“Where’s that
fucking button? I need a goddamn shot to ease this sting,” Chase
muttered, heading over to the bar. “I mean, look at them. Just
look.”

I was looking
and I had to agree with Chase.
They were a beautiful sight, and if they worked in the finance
division of SMA, the odds were neither Chase nor I would have ever
run into them. We just had too many employees, and we were too busy
heading up our own divisions.

“How am I
supposed to drown my sorrows? I don’t take shots.” I raised my
brows over towards Chase.

“You do
tonight, Casanova.” And with that, Chase ordered shots for all
three of us.

 


*****

 


Avery~

We arrived at
Xavier’s a little after seven,
and it looked to be everything Quinn had promised it would be. It
was very classy, and the floor plan was very open to help limit
crowding. Luckily, it was still fairly early, so it had been easy
for us to find a table. We had chosen a high-top table near the bar
because nothing sucked worse than having to wait in line for a
drink and losing your buzz because it took so long.

“Okay, I have
first round. What are you two drinking?” I asked, already needing
to get some alcohol in me if I was going to get through this
night.

“Just get a
bucket of beers for now,” Izzy responded. “It’s only seven, ladies.
We need to pace ourselves and not hit shots until at least
ten.”

Quinn raised
her brows at Izzy. “You think
you’re going to be able to pick up a stranger to fulfill your sick,
twisted fantasies sober, Izzy?” she asked. I wasn’t sure about Iz,
but I have never slept with a man who I hadn’t gone on, at least, a
couple of dates with, so I was going to need shots to do
this.

“Uh,
no…however, I didn’t know we were picking them up as soon as we got
here. I was thinking the freaky ones wouldn’t make an appearance
until after ten.”

“She does have
a point, Q. If I ask a guy to smear peanut butter on me and
sprinkle me in glitter after ten that makes me sexually
open-minded. If I ask him to do all that before ten, then that
makes me a pervert,” I pointed out.

“Ditch the
glitter fantasy, Ace. That shit gets everywhere and you’re washing
it out of the crack of your ass months later. No glitter,” Quinn
advised.

“Okay, no
glitter. But I still need to be trashed to bring up the peanut
butter,” I reasoned.

Abandoning the
conversation, Isabella rolled her eyes and hopped off her seat to
head to the bar to order our drinks. I was pretty sure I heard her
mutter something to the effect of, ‘Bat shit crazy, I say. Bat.
Shit. Crazy.’

I
leaned in conspiratorially
towards Q. “I think Izzy just called us bat shit crazy.”

Q waved
my comment away. “Trent from
Match.com. Need I say more?”

“Oh, yep. I
had forgotten about Trent.” I leaned back in my seat. “Good
point.”

Q’s face was full of
shock. “How can you forget about a man who brought his mother along
on his dates?”

I scrunched up
my nose. “Probably because the
more unbelievable part of that entire story was that Izzy actually
sat through the entire date with both of them. Not to mention, she
actually became friends with his mom on social media
afterwards.”

“Exactly!
Which means that if she’s going to start throwing around phrases
like ‘batshit crazy’….”

I looked over
at my beautiful friend as she walked back to our table with a bucket of beers. I was very
aware that she didn’t think it, but she truly was beautiful, so I
didn’t understand her need to use internet websites to find dates.
She went about life just too seriously. “Take it back,” I demanded,
eyeing her.

Izzy
didn’t even pretend not to
know what I was talking about. “Fine. I take it back. You guys are
not batshit crazy. You’re free thinkers.”

Quinn
smirked, then reached for a
beer. “Trent.”

Isabella’s eyes rounded
like saucers. “You
whore. Do pinky swears mean
nothing to you? You guys were to never mention that name again in
my presence.” Then she proceeded to yank me out of my seat and
switch places with me.

“Uh, you do
realize there are only three seats, so no matter which one you
choose, you’ll still be sitting next to Q, right, you
psycho?”

“I needed to
make a dramatic point. The results are irrelevant,” Iz huffed as
she sat down.

“I guess
Izzy’s going for The Psychiatrist and The Psychopath fantasy
tonight.” Quinn looked around the club, presumably looking for a
‘Psychiatrist’ candidate for Iz.

“Ha. Ha,” Iz
deadpanned.

Even
though I knew no one could
hear us with the music beginning for the night, I leaned forward on
the table towards my friends. “Okay, are we seriously going to do
this?”

“Chickening
out already?” Quinn taunted, taking the first drink of her beer.
Isabella remained silent, letting me continue.

“No, I’m not
chickening out,” I denied. “I’m just saying that if we’re really
going to do this and share our darkest fantasies with a stranger,
I’m going to need shots to get through this.” I sat back and took
another drink of my beer.

“Darkest
fantasies?” Izzy’s eyebrows reached for her hairline. “I thought
you guys were joking about that. I figured we were starting off
light and easy. You know, glitter and peanut butter?”

“We nixed the
glitter, remember?” Quinn reminded her.

“Point being that I’d like to
save my darkest fantasies for my husband. Since he’ll be legally
bound to me, he won’t be able to just leave me once I voice
them.”

“No. However,
he would be legally able to commit you to any lovely institute of
his choosing, “I pointed out.

“Only if he
made it out of the conversation alive,” she countered. She had a
good point.

“Okay, okay.
No matter which fantasies we choose to fulfill tonight, I agree
with Ace. It’s more than likely going to take a little bit of
liquid courage, and beers won’t cut it.” Quinn started to signal a
cocktail waitress that had just started making her rounds.
“Tequila?”

Isabella
smiled. “Hell, yeah.” In case
you didn’t notice that beaming smile, Izzy was a tequila fan. She
drank water like a fanatic, so she’s never had a hangover to regret
tequila the next morning like most people.

Quinn
looked over at me for confirmation.
“I’m not going to get through this night with anything less,” I
assured her.

Quinn hooted as the
waitress made her way to our table. “Hello, my name is Rhonda. What
can I get for you ladies?” She was a lovely blonde with a welcoming
smile.

“Hi, Rhonda.
I’m Quinn and these are my friends, Isabella and Avery, and we are
in dire need of tequila shots.”

“I don’t know
about dire
need…” Izzy
muttered.

Rhonda
laughed a little. “Which brand
would you ladies prefer?”

“Patron
Silver, please. We’ll also pay as we go along. No tab,” Quinn
answered, then added, “Also, we’ll be refilling our buckets as they
empty.”

Rhonda raised
her brows in surprised.
“Drinking away a broken heart or are you females just
professionals?”

“Professionals,” Quinn clarified. “I’m quite fond of my liver
and I wouldn’t destroy it for any man. Any man.”

This time, Rhonda let out
a good-natured laugh. “Three Patron Silvers coming right up,
ladies.” She turned around and headed to the bar to get our
shots.

“So, we’re
really going to do this, huh?” Isabella asked before taking a big
drink of her beer.

“Yep.” Q
looked around the club for fellow adventurers. “It’ll be great,
Izzy. Just imagine…going home with a man who is going to please
you exactly
the way you want? Even if it is
NC-17, it’ll still be all about you. How fucking
awesome would that be?”

“Oh, so we’re
going to be able to be men tonight. Is that what you’re saying?” I
quipped.

Quinn
laughed while Isabella got
serious. “Avery, not all men are selfish like Eric.”

“I know that.”
I didn’t want to think about Eric right now. It would totally kill
my mission to have a good time tonight. “I just…men are
so…ugh.”

“No, men are
not ugh. Men are fantastic. Men are challenging. Men are the
neatest creatures on earth. We are what make
them stupid,” Quinn defended. “If women just had the nerve to tell
a man what she wanted and the confidence to not expect less, men
and women would get along famously.”

“So, it’s all
on us?” No way was I taking blame for Eric being an insensitive,
cheating asshole.

“No, that’s
not what I’m saying-”

Rhonda came
back with our shots and placed
one in front of each of us. “That’ll be twenty-four even.” Iz
handed over thirty and told her to keep the change. “Thank you.
Enjoy, ladies.” Smiling, she walked off.

Quinn went on
to finish her life lesson.
“All I’m saying is that if men felt women were strong enough to
take it, maybe they would be more honest with us, and communication
could be a real thing in relationships and not up there with
mystical unicorns.” Quinn got ready to take her shot.
“Maybe,
had you told Eric to go fuck himself
the first time he finished in bed before you, and instead of being
‘sensitive’ to his quick draws, the sex and your relationship would
have been better. Instead, you kept quiet to spare his feelings,
then stop giving it up because he sucked in bed which helped lead
to him cheating on you. I’m not trying to be a dick here, Ace, but
some of that disaster was on you, too.”

And that was
Quinn; honest, no matter whom
the recipient was. It was one of the reasons I loved her so much.
Her honestly, whether hurtful or not, always made me a better
version of myself. “You’re right, as always,” I agreed. I reached
for my shot. “Okay, hoes. Let’s do this.”

As one, we took our shots
together and got this ridiculous night started.


Chapter 4


Gluttony:
Because who the hell stops at only
one drink?

Weirdos, that’s
who.

 


Avery~

Two bucket of
beers and three tequila shots
later, my buzz was going full force. After our second shot, we had
proceeded to dance a couple of times and the DJ was good. He played
a perfect mix of dance music and didn’t slow anything down. For the
kind of night Quinn, Izzy, and I had planned for ourselves, slow
music would not do. It was also creeping up on eleven o’clock. We
needed to make a move soon.

We had just
downed our fourth shot of the
night when Quinn started kicking things off. “Okay, ladies, the
night is a wasting away. We need to start stalking our prey.” She
began looking around the club for who looked single and available.
Quinn didn’t have particular type. She really did appreciate men as
a species. She was also very casual in her dating life because she
wasn’t looking for a commitment. She was very set on the belief
that if you didn’t get serious, then you could never be left. She
had abandonment issues stemming from the deaths of her parents.
However, that was just my opinion.

Isabella was a
little more serious about her
dating life. She was more selective about who she dated because,
while she wasn’t looking for forever, she didn’t appreciate games.
She was always looking for a man who would just date her without
any expectation of happily-ever-after. She was a commitmentphobe.
Her mother had spent her whole life waiting for Izzy’s dad to make
an honest woman out of her, and it still hasn’t come to be.
Isabella once claimed that she would never be a slave to that kind
of relationship, so-no commitment, no expectation.

One of my
issues-because I had way more
than just one-was that I had trust issues. My parents were still
together, but my father had had an affair when I was fourteen, and
while my parents had worked through the dark times, the affair had
altered our family dynamics completely. I couldn’t understand how
such a great father, friend, and husband (up until that point)
could make such a horrible decision. It had made me question
everything. I mean, how was I supposed to be able to tell the bad
guys from the good guys now? I couldn’t, and that was a problem. It
made it very difficult for me to be completely free with men. Quinn
was partially right. Eric hadn’t been the only one responsible for
our failed relationship.

Maybe
stranger-sex was the way to
go.

“So, how does
this work?” Isabella asked, looking around the club, same as Quinn.
“We just walked up to them and ask if they want to help us fulfill
our fantasy of the night?”

I knew I was
borderline drunk when that
approach appealed to me. “That strategy sounds just as good as any.
Maybe we buy them a drink or something before bringing up the
peanut butter.”

Quinn put on
her serious face. “We have to
be smart about this if this is going to work-”

“Seriously?” I
interrupted. “We boycotted smart choices back at Izzy’s when we
came up with this stupid plan.”

Quinn waved
my logic away. “By smart, I
mean that we can’t scare them off and being that forward may give
them second thoughts.”

Iz
lifted one perfectly arched
left brow. “You’re seriously going to tell me that if a man had a
fairly decent-looking female approach him and ask him to make all
her fantasies come true, he would balk?”

“All?” I asked
a might bit confused. “I thought we were rationing out our
fantasies and limiting tonight to just one.” I was pretty sure I
needed another shot for this. Asking for more than one fantasy
fulfillment a night seemed a bit gluttonous.

“One, ten,
twenty…you know what she means,” Quinn clarified, all
exasperated-like.

“Twenty? You
have twenty unfulfilled fantasies?” I asked, all of a sudden
feeling very virginal. I turned to Isabella. “Iz, how many do you
freakin’ have?”

She drew in
her brows, giving it serious
consideration. “There’s a top three that I have in rotation when
I’m solo-lovin’, but I’d have to say I have at least six real ones
I’d like to try.”

“Will you
focus, Ace?” Quinn tried bringing me back to the topic at
hand.

I refused to
budge. “Do you really have
twenty, Quinn?” I seriously wanted to know.

“No. I have
about ten like any healthy woman does,” she replied.

“Well, if ten
is healthy, then I must be slightly sick with only my six,”
Isabella said, seeming disappointed in her number.

“Then I must
be anorexic because I don’t even have six in my line up,” I
confessed. I needed to start watching more porn. I didn’t want to
be anorexic.

“Sweet Baby
Jesus, you two.” Quinn waved Rhonda over again.

“Ready for
another round?” Rhonda started reaching around the table, picking
up our empties.

“Yes, please.
Both beer and shots if you don’t mind.” Quinn apparently was on a
mission of courage.

“Coming right
up.” And off she went to get our round.

Quinn went
back to scouring over the
club. “First, let’s find the-” Quinn stopped, her big, doe eyes
rounding to impossible proportions.

“What?” I
grabbed her arm, alarmed. “What is it, Q?”

“Don’t look.”
Of course, the first thing Iz and I did was start looking around.
“Goddamn, you fools. I said don’t look as in
the opposite of look!” Quinn whisper-yelled.

“Well, what
the fuck is it?” Isabella demanded, and I knew Iz was on her way to
drunksville. She only cussed when she was drunk or angry. She
didn’t have the mental capacity to monitor her words when she was
under the influence of alcohol or rage.

Q leaned
in. “Just promise me you guys
won’t look and make it all obvious.”

“Us promise?”
Isabella asked. “This from the woman who pisses all over sacred
pinky swears?”

Quinn
threw her hands up. “We can redo that
one later and I’ll pinky swear to pinky swear. Now will you shut up
and listen for a minute?” she hissed.

I glanced over
at Iz. “This must be
good.”

“Up on the
balcony floor, in the room that’s decorated in blue, are our
bosses,” she divulged.

Rhonda chose
that moment to arrive with our round of drinks. “Here you go, ladies.” I passed her enough to
cover the shots and beers and still leave enough for her tip.
Still, she hesitated for a second.

“Am I short?”
I went to go into my purse again.

“Oh, no, no,
no,” she stammered, shaking her head. “I just…it’s just, well, you
girls seem so cool, and I just wanted to…” She bit her lower lip.
“When you guys feel like you’ve had enough, please let me know, so
that I can call you a cab and have one of the bouncers see you
girls outside. I wouldn’t want anything unsavory happening to you,
ya know?”

“Awwwwwe,” I
started, “that is so sweet, Rhonda.” Drunk me leaned over and gave
her a kiss on her cheek. “You got a deal.”

“Great.” Then
she sashayed her way to her next table.

I looked back
at Quinn and Izzy. “How sweet
was that?”

“Yeah, yeah,
yeah. Hallmark worthy and everything. Now can we get back to the
discussion at hand?” Quinn frustratingly asked.

Isabella-loving hip hop the way she did-started rapping at that. “Perfection is
perfected, so I’ma let ‘em understand, from a young G’s
perspective, and before me dig out a bitch I have to find a
contraceptive.”

And because
this song was awesome, I just
couldn’t help myself. “You never know she could be earnin’ her man,
and learnin’ her man, and at the same time burnin’ her
man.”

Then
together…“Now you know I ain’t
with that shit, Lieutenant, ain’t no pussy good enough to get burnt
while I’m up in it.”

Before we
could continue, Quinn
interrupted with, “And it’s ‘but, uh back to the
lecture
at hand.’ not discussion, you weirdos,” Q corrected.

We both
just looked at her.

She was no match for
us.

Quinn
rolled her eyes before singing, “And
that’s realer than Real-Deal Holyfield and now you hookas and hoes
know how I feel. Well, if it’s good enough to get broke off a
proper chunk, I’ll take a small piece of some of that funky
stuff.”

Izzy and I
finally join in with her.
“It’s like this and like that and like this and uh, it’s like this
and like that and like this and uh, it’s like this and like that
and like this and uh. Dre, creep to the mic like a phantom.” I
couldn’t hold in my laugh any longer, ruining our flow. Quinn and
Izzy immediately joined in.

“Okay, okay,
okay,” Quinn started, finally calming down. “As I was saying, our
bosses are drinking up in the VIP rooms.” Quinn directed us upward
with her eyes.

I
finally stopped laughing. “Well,
since I’ve been instructed that I can’t look, are you sure it’s
them?” While Xavier’s was a nice place, it seemed a little too
common-folk for Mr. Savage, Mr. Moretti, and Mr. Alexander. Of
course, I didn’t know them personally, so maybe it was an unfair
assessment.

“Yes, I’m
sure,” Q confirmed. “I mean, you’ve vibrated to their cover picture
on Forbes before, would you mistake them?”

Shocked that
she would bring that up, I
stink-eyed her. “Is nothing sacred with you? I told you that in
confidence.”

“It’s not
confidential if you told Iz, too,” she pointed out.

Isabella just shook her
head. “It all started with the violation of the pinky
swear.”

“Anyway,” Q stressed.
“It’s them. Should we leave?”

“Why?” This
from Izzy as she drowned her shot.

“Because they
are our bosses and isn’t it inappropriate for them to see us
face-down drunk and picking up random dick?” Q took her shot
next.

“First of all,
we’re not face-down drunk. And second, we’re off the clock. We’re
not management, Quinn. It’s not like we’re wearing our key cards
around our necks and advertising that we work for SMA. Fifty bucks
says they don’t even know who we are.”

“She’s got a
point, Q,” Isabella agreed. “They can’t reprimand you for things
you do off the clock. That’s not how it works.”

“Okay, maybe
you guys are right.” Quinn was still taking sly glances upwards
towards the rooms.

“I can’t take
this anymore.” Izzy jumped off her seat. “Before we start
traumatizing random innocent men, I’m heading to the bathroom to
make sure there’s no lipstick on my teeth. Plus, I’ll be able to
sneak a peek at the men who control your destinies. Buahahahahaha,”
she started, laughing like a ghoul.

“Idiot,” I
mumbled.

“I’m coming
with.” Q jumped off her seat as well. “You coming?”

“No. I don’t
care if I have lipstick all over my teeth.” I reached for another
beer. “Besides, someone might snag our table. It’s getting packed
in here.”

“Okay, we’ll
be right back,” Izzy promised.

As they
made their way towards the restroom,
I noticed Isabella quickly glancing upstairs. She tripped upon
herself at the sight, and I had to laugh. They had that effect on
women.

I wanted so
badly to look up, but I wanted
to be able to plead ignorance if this turned out badly for Q and
me. Besides, I was fairly certain those three had their night
already planned and it didn’t include two of their
employees.

And as much as
it pained my female ego, I had
no doubt I was right, and those three up there had no inkling of
who Q and I were. I finally took my shot and toasted-sadly-to being
unnoticeable.

 


*****

 


Nicholas~

I knew
the girls were off limits, but
that didn’t stop me from passing glances their way all night,
though. They were a sight to behold, especially when they would
dance. They were obviously having a good time, but they were very
carefree when they danced. Not to mention very sexy.

“What are you
looking at over there, Sav?”

I turned
away from the front glass wall
to look over at Chase. “What do you think?”

Julian
sighed. “Again, off limits.
Look elsewhere. Pick someone else. Try door number two. How many
different ways do I need to explain it to you fools?”

Chase
kicked his feet up on the
table. “Apparently, more than once because I have been looking at
that front door most the night for something else to catch my eye,
and my eyes keeps finding their way back to a particular table that
is occupied by that particular trio of females.”

“Admittedly,
it’s been a while since I’ve read it, but do we have a
no-fraternizing policy clause in the employee handbook at work?” I
asked, still looking at the girls.

“No,” Julian
confirmed. “But what we do have is a no bullshit drama pact we made
when we started this company. That takes precedence over any
employee handbook.”

“How do you
know they would be drama?” Chase leaned up to be able to look over
at their table. “How do you know they’re not just here for a
one-night stand, too?”

I turned to
look at Julian. “Yeah, how do
you know?” Julian raised both his brows at me. It wasn’t often I
supported Chase in his arguments-because Chase was usually
ridiculous with his shit-but damn if my dick didn’t twitch every
time that I looked over at Avery.

Much to
Julian’s annoyance, Chase and
I had harassed him into giving us Avery’s and Quinn’s names. We
still didn’t know the name of the third girl, but I didn’t need her
name. I was fixated on Avery, and Avery only. I couldn’t make out
much from the distance, but what I could make out was enough to
entice me.

Julian stood
up off the couch and walked
over to stand next to me. He made no bones about being obvious in
his perusal of the girls. “I don’t know, but is it worth risking?”
He turned back to face Chase. “You-we have
more than enough money to lure any female we want to act out
whatever sick pleasures we need satisfied. Why would we even
entertain the idea of messing with a couple of our employees? It’s
unethical, immoral, unprofessional, and a whole host of other words
that can get thrown at us in court.”

“Julez, you
need to lighten the fuck up, dude.” Chase walked over to the bar to
push the request button. All night, Becky and Rhonda had been
serving us well, and I guess Chase figured this conversation was
going to need extra shots to go with it.

“Not to
mention,” Julian continued, “for all we know, they could be married
or have boyfriends, and just be having themselves an innocent
girls’ night out while you two perverts are up here turning their
innocent night into a porn free-for-all.”

I looked back
out the glass wall and saw Becky by the bar looking up at us. I twirled my finger in a
circle motion to let her know we wanted our regular round of drinks
and shots. I was not a shots person, but ever since we noticed the
girls, I have been on edge and needed the relaxation that only
tequila was able bring. “They’re not married or have
boyfriends.”

Julian looked
at me like I was high. “How
can you possibly fucking know that, Nick?”

“If any of
those three were your wife or girlfriend, would she be out in a
place like this, drinking like that, without you?” I challenged.

Julian
folded his large arms over his chest.
“Yes, Nick. It’s quite possible that my wife or girlfriend would be
out with her friends without me. It’s called trust. And you’d
better believe if I ever did get serious, I’d trust her like I
trust you guys, or else she wouldn’t be my wife or
girlfriend.”

I
laughed. Flat out laughed at
him. “Bullshit, Julez. You need to sell that shit to someone who
doesn’t know the difference between chicken and steak. I’ve known
you since we were sharing crayons, motherfucker. And if you ever
did get a girlfriend, men would be lucky to be able to look at her
without getting their eyes ripped out of their heads.”

Julian
unfolded his arms and flipped
me off. “Okay. Give me one good, genuine reason why it has to be
these girls and I will follow you two imbeciles to our doom,” he
proposed, giving a little.

Chase and I
glanced at each other. The
only justifiable answer here was love at first sight, indicating
the desire to start a relationship and throw ourselves into the
pitfalls of being someone’s boyfriend. Neither of us was looking
past tonight and we both knew it. Julian knew it, too.

“Exactly,”
Julian smirked as he sat his smug ass down.

Of course,
Chase was no fool. There was a
reason he handled the clients. “So, that hot little number in the
white isn’t catching your attention at all?” I saw Julian tighten a
little. It had been barely noticeable, but it was there.

“No,” he
denied. “And even if she did, she doesn’t work for us.”

Chase
pounced. “So, then you’re cool
if Sav and I rock, paper, scissors for her?”

While I
understood what Chase was trying to
do, I was a little disturbed by his methods. I have never, nor
would I ever, rock, paper, scissors for a woman.
Ever.

“Actually, now
that I think about it, she should go to me automatically. You two
were the ones claiming you were just tagging along while I found
someone to get under me.” Chase came back from behind the water bar
and made a pretense of heading towards the entry door. “You two can
just stay up here. “He winked at us both. “I might be back.”

Julian
stood up so quickly that he
almost upended the chair he was sitting in. “Stop trying to
manipulate me, Chase. I’m not one of your marks.” But we could both
see Julian relenting, and we knew he was only trying to be
reasonable. Too bad reason was no match for Avery’s hot, little
body, and my unabashed attraction towards her.

Chase
hooted and hawed. “Say yes,
say yes, say yes,” he chanted.

Julian’s sigh was so deep
that I was surprised it didn’t tip over the vase with the fake
flowers. “Fine. However, I want both you cocksuckers to know that
when this blows up in our faces, I am going to buy fifty cans of
spray paint and graffiti the fuck out of your offices with ‘I told
you so’ all over the fucking place. Your homes, too.”

“I’ll risk
it,” Chase quickly acquiesced. There was no way he was going to
give Julian a chance to change his mind. I hadn’t seen Chase this
worked up over a woman in…well, never.

“And,” Julian continued,
“they will be transferred to your departments. I am not going to
deal with the aftermath of your guys’ bullshit.”

We
couldn’t transfer them without
a lawsuit to accompany that transfer, so I refuted, “No. I’ll agree
to the vandalism, but no transfer. We can’t do that
legally.”

“So, it’s
settled. I get Quinn.” Chase assigned the girls. “You get Avery and
Julian gets Mystery Girl,” he finished as he walked back to the
glass wall to glance back at the girls.

Julian started laughing.
“We have got to be the most arrogant pricks on the planet. We’re up
here planning all this shit out like it’s a given they’ll even want
to be with us. I hope they turn us the fuck down and send us
packing.”

It
wasn’t that I disagreed with
Julian because he had a valid point. This could completely blow up
in our faces and it wasn’t like we struggled for female company
that we didn’t have other options. I couldn’t speak on what had
Chase captivated by Quinn, but I knew why Avery had me wanting to
break the rules. There was just something about the way she moved.
Her friends were beautiful, and they didn’t dim standing next to
her, but for me, Avery was who kept my attention. Watching her
dance, I wondered if she was that fluid when she was naked. It was
a wonder my dick wasn’t at full mast with the thoughts that have
been running through my mind as my eyes silently stalked her all
night.

I looked
away from the girls as I heard
Becky entering the room with our newest round of shots. However, I
noticed six shots, not three. “Hey, fellas, the ladies in the gray
booth next to the DJ sent over some extras,” she explained with a
wink.

As she placed
the shots on the table, Chase
reached for his wallet and pulled out a hundred. “Tell those lovely
ladies thank you and their next round is on us.” He handed Becky
the hundred.

“That’s all
you want me to tell them? I think they’re hoping for an invitation
to join you guys up here.” She placed the bill on her cocktail
tray.

“Let them know
that we appreciate the gesture, but our wives are here, and we’re
very happily married.” Chase was already reaching for his
shot.

“Married?”
Becky looked confused as hell, and I didn’t blame her. Plus, it
didn’t help that Julian had started coughing on his beer and was
not doing a good job of getting himself under control.

I had to
think quickly, so I stuck as
close to the truth as possible. “Uh, yeah…our wives wanted a girls’
night out, but because we’re insecure, controlling bastards, we
made a deal that they could go out as long as we could still keep
an eye on them. So, we’re up here keeping watch while they’re down
there having a good time.” I smiled, hoping she believed
me.

“Oh.” She drew
her brows inward. “That’s sweet if not a bit fatal attraction-ish.
Still, I’ll let the ladies know you guys are off limits.” She took
the hundred and headed back downstairs.

Julian
finally got himself righted.
“Jesus…wives, Chase? Now we’re married?”

Chase took his
shot. “Yeah, you have to have
a wife when dealing with chicks that forward.”

“Do tell, oh,
wise one.” Finishing the whiskey I had in my hand, I set it down on
the table and grabbed the fresh one Becky just brought. I was going
to hold off on the shots until I was ready to approach Avery.
Normally, I didn’t need liquid courage to approach a woman, but
when doing shit that may be less than ethical, shots couldn’t
hurt.

“Girlfriends
are a challenge to aggressive women. Wives are in a whole other
league. Most women hesitate at being full-blown homewreckers.”
Chase started on his fresh Seven & Seven while Julian finally
took his shot.

I took my JWB
and walked back towards the
wall, and that’s when I saw Quinn and Mystery Girl leaving their
table.” I think they may be getting ready to take off.”

Chase
walked over to stand next to me.
“Nah, looks like they’re heading to the restrooms back behind the
bar.” After a couple of seconds, it was obvious that’s exactly
where they were headed.

Julian
stood to walk over and stand
next to us to see for himself. “So, are we going to do this or
what, assholes?”

Looking at
Chase, you would have thought it was Christmas
morning. “Fuck yeah, we are.”
He drowned his drink and went to get his second shot. He looked
back at us holding up his shot for a toast.

Julian and I walked over
to join him. I set my half-full drink down and reached for a shot.
Julian grabbed one, too. Chase clinked our glasses. “Here’s to
God.”

I
looked over at Julez to see if
he was as confused as I was. “God?” I asked.

“Yes, God.
Because without God, women would not have been created and there is
nothing in this world more beautiful to look at than a woman.” He
threw back his shot.

Fuck it. “To God,” I
toasted, and I took my shot along with Julian.

“Okay, Julian
and I will cut Quinn and Mystery Girl off by the restrooms where no
one can really see-”

“Whoa, wait.
Where no one can really see? Are we upping this from unethical
conduct to felony kidnapping?” I had planned to leave my other shot
of tequila on the table, but if we were moving on to kidnapping the
girls, I was definitely going to need that second shot.

“That’s Plan
B. Right now, we’re just going to casually bump into them and
hopefully get an invite back to their table. You go work your magic
on Avery and you better work it quick,” he said, gesturing with his
head toward the glass wall.

I looked back
over to see what he was talking about and that’s when I saw a guy walking up to the table to
approach Avery.

Oh, hell
no.

Leaving a
hundred from each of us on the
table next to the leftover shots and unfinished drinks, we walked
out and headed downstairs to follow through with our unethical, and
maybe felonious plan. Hopefully, we’d be heading to the nearest
hotel with each lady and not returning back to the VIP section
alone.

Or to prison if Chase was
serious about his Plan B.


Chapter 5


Gluttony:
Because the more I drink, the braver
I become

…and the more
stupid.

 


Avery~

“Excuse me.” I
turned away from looking into my purse to find a very cute guy
standing next to our table holding a beer. He looked to be taller
than me (but that wasn’t saying much) and had blonde hair that
waved a little at the ends. He had nice, soft blue eyes with a
straight nose and a sweet smile outlined with thin lips. He was
dressed in a green polo shirt with dark black jeans.

I
smiled back at him. “Hi.”

“I’ve been
looking over here at you all night but approaching a table full of
beautiful women can be kind of intimidating. So, when I saw your
friends head on back to the restroom, I figured now was my
opportunity to meet you.” He stuck out his hand. “I’m
Jeremy.”

I took his
hand and shook it. “I’m Avery.
It’s nice to meet you, Jeremy.”

“Well, I’m
hoping this is the part where you tell me you’re single and you
would love my number, so that we can have dinner next weekend,” he
sheepishly suggested.

He
didn’t waste any time, and he
really was cute. Too bad he wasn’t what I was looking for tonight.
If we were serious about acting out our fantasies tonight, my
fantasy didn’t include a sweet guy who wanted to treat me to
dinner. How did one go about getting one guy’s number, but walking
out with another? And what the hell was taking Q and Izzy so long?
Quinn would totally know how to handle this. Did I just tell him
that dinner wasn’t necessary and let’s find a hotel? Before I could
come up with a strategy, a deep, smooth, velvety voice came from
behind and answered for me.

“No. This is
the part where she tells you that, while she is very flattered,
she’s married and very much in love with her husband.” I felt a
hand being placed on my right shoulder and knew immediately that
some poor guy was mistaking me for his wife from behind.

I
turned my body, so that the
poor man could see that I wasn’t his wife, but then I was struck
mute by who I saw standing here.

Nicholas
fucking Savage.

My boss.

Nicholas
Savage-my goddamn
boss-was standing there
telling my new friend, Jeremy, that I was his wife.

What in the
ever-lovin’ hell?

Jeremy looked
a little stunned.

Join the
club, Jeremy. Join the club.

“Really?
Because I don’t see-”

Nicholas put his left
hand up in a halting motion to stop whatever Jeremy was about to
say. “If you’re wondering why she isn’t wearing her wedding ring,
it’s because the stone was loose and it’s at the jeweler’s being
repaired.” He peered down at me with the sincerest look on his face
that…hell, I almost believed I was
married to him. “Right, baby?”

Again, what in the
ever-lovin’ hell?

“Uh….” In my
defense, this was Nicholas Savage; hot, sexy, billionaire CEO. This
would have been my same exact response had this happened without
the beers and tequila.

What in the
hell was going on?

I
didn’t see Ashton Kutcher, so
I wasn’t being Punk’d, but that still didn’t mean I wasn’t on the
receiving end of a bet or something equally
embarrassing.

Looking back
to face Jeremy, Nicholas
continued on with his obviously drug-induced imaginings. “And
before you start wondering where in the hell I’ve been all night
while she’s been sitting here drinking with her friends-” He took a
step closer to Jeremy, almost blocking him off completely from me.
“-I’ve hanging out upstairs, out of her way, so that she could have
a good time. However, I draw the line at random strangers actually
approaching her.” As he was talking, Nicholas moved to position
himself to the point where I was staring at his back, and I
couldn’t get a glimpse of Jeremy at all. He leaned down and
inclined his head just enough where there was no way Jeremy could
mistake his intent. “Find someone else. Trust me when I say you’ll
be healthier for it.”

I
peeked around Nicholas’ back
and saw Jeremy take a small step back. “Yeah, man. Sorry, I didn’t
know she was taken.” He noticed me from behind Nicholas. “It was
nice to meet you, Avery.” Looking back at Nicholas, he said, “You
guys have a nice night.”

I knew
this was getting repetitious
but what in the
ever-lovin’ hell?

Once it was clear that
Jeremy was leaving for good, Nicholas turned back around to face
me. He nodded. “Ms. Ellis.”

“Uh…” While
not the most articulate reply I’ve ever had, what did he
expect?

Nicholas smirked as he
made himself at home in Quinn’s seat. I looked back over towards
the back of the bar to see if Quinn and Isabella were making their
way back from the restrooms because I didn’t know what the hell to
do, and I was seriously starting to panic. Not to mention, his
presence was starting to kill my buzz.

“Having a good
time?” I turned to face him again and I saw that he was still
wearing that goddamn smirk. He knew I was flustered. He knew
he was the reason why I was flustered. I wanted to smack
that smirk off his unbelievably gorgeous face.

But,
Sweet Jesus, the man was hot,
and I couldn’t help but stare. This was the first time I’ve ever
seen him up close and in person, and the magazine covers didn’t do
him justice.

I
snapped out of my daze, then looked
around the table on the off chance that a shot had been neglected
because I really needed a shot right now. Nope. No shots left. “Uh,
Mr. Sav-”

“We’re off the
clock, Ms. Ellis. You may call me Nicholas,” he graciously
allowed.

Don’t think
so. “Uh, Mr.
Savage…why…what…uh, what are you doing here?” Was that rude? Was I being
rude? I didn’t think I was
being rude, but right now, what the hell did I know?

Nicholas
chuckled. “Chase, Julian, and
I were having a night out up in the VIP area when we happened to
notice you ladies hanging out down here.” He made a point to glance
around the table-top to all our empty shot glasses.

“Oh.” His
brows shot up with an expectation of more. “Actually, what I meant
was…what are you doing here? At our table?
Talking to me?” I knew that sounded self-depreciating and a little
pathetic, but what the fuck, Chuck? This man employed thousands of
people, so how the hell did he even know who I
was? I mean, they were sitting up in VIP, so why weren’t they
drunk, naked, and carrying on with as many women as they could cram
into that room?

He
full-out laughed at me. “Am I
not welcomed to sit with you?”

Okay, now I
was getting irritated. He was
acting like I was being ridiculous when he knew damn well this was
an out-of-the-norm situation. Where the hell was Rhonda? If Quinn and Izzy weren’t going to get back soon, I
needed Rhonda. I pointed a finger at him. “That’s not what I mean,
and you know it. I’ll admit, I may have had a bit to drink, but I’m
not that far gone. Why are you talking to me like this is a casual
everyday occurrence, Mr. Savage?”

He leaned
into me. “I’ve already told
you, call me Nicholas.”

I closed the
gap between us even more. “And
as you so graciously pointed out, we are off the clock. That means
your authority over me ended hours ago, Mr. Savage.”

Had I not been
all up in his face, I would
have missed the slight tightening of his jaw. “You think so, Ms.
Ellis?”

Whoa, wait. Was that a trick
question? Did Izzy lie to me? Could he fire me even if I was off
the clock? I was an hourly employee, so I knew my employment wasn’t
as secured as the salary folks, but he couldn’t just fire me for
being rude, could
he?

To hell
with it. In for a drunk penny,
in for a drunk pound. “Yes. You can’t just order me around on my
own time. While I grant you that during office hours you are my
boss and have the right to dictate my life, after hours you are
neither my husband-regardless of what my new friend, Jeremy,
believes-my father, my brother, nor even a distant cousin. And
without any of those titles, you’re just another random guy at the
club, Boss.”

Nicholas vacated Q’s seat
and placed himself directly in front of me. Even sitting on a
high-top table chair, I had to lean my head back to be able to look
up at him. The fucker was tall. He placed his right hand on the
back of my chair and his left hand on the table-top, effectively
caging me in as he narrowed his chocolate babies at me. “Are you
really this brave, Ms. Ellis, or is all that alcohol in your system
making you feel invincible?”

I
narrowed my eyes back at him.
“You mean the alcohol that’s responsible for my buzz that you’re
currently killing?”

He leaned in
closer, and I noticed his eyes
would occasionally drop down towards my lips and it made me want to
lick them. Still, there’s no way that with his pick of any woman on
the West Coast that Nicholas Savage would be interested in me. I
must be drunker than I thought. Maybe he was
drunker than I thought.

“Are you
drunk,” I ungracefully blurted out.

He shook his
head. “No. Not by a long shot.
But make no mistake, even if I had been, seeing that putz hitting
on you would have sobered me up quick.”

Okay, so then
I was drunker than I thought
because why else would he say that? Nothing he was saying was
making any drunken goddamn sense. I shook my head a little to try
to clear the alcoholic fog that was clearly making me stupid.
“Look, I get that the universe quakes, quivers, and bow downs at
your command, but you’re jacking me up here. Say what you mean and
mean what you say because I don’t have the time for games.
Drunk or
sober.”

I was so
getting fired. Hopefully, I
didn’t take Quinn with me.

Nicholas
leaned in closer-if that was possible-and was about to comment when Quinn and Isabella
finally made it back to our table. And because clearly The Good
Lord was mad at me, they weren’t alone.

Izzy, Mr. Alexander, and
Mr. Moretti’s expressions were casual, but Quinn’s was looking at
me like-as I said earlier-what in the ever-lovin’ hell?

Nicholas must
have heard their approached
because he moved to stand next to me, making room for Quinn and
Izzy to sit back in their seats.

“Hey, Ace.”
Quinn’s eyebrows were back down where they belonged. “Sorry we took
so long, but we got held up.” She tilted her head towards the other
two buzz killers. Iz remained quiet.

“I see.” I was
already reeling from having to deal with Nicholas, so bringing
these two into the mix was not going to help my situation at all.
The oodles of testosterone were suffocating.

“Ms.
Ellis.”

“Avery.”

“Good to see
you, Mr. Moretti, Mr. Alexander.” I looked back at the girls to get
some kind of clue as to what the hell was going on, but they were
no help. They looked to be just as dumbfounded as I was.

“What’d we
miss, Ace?” I wanted to laugh. Quinn was already looking around for
Rhonda.

I
know, Q. Believe
me, I know.

And
because alcohol was just as angry
with me as God was, my mouth lost its filter. “Oh, not much. I was
sitting here minding my own goddamn business, when this really cute
guy named Jeremy came up to me, asking for my phone number, but
before I could give it to him, Mr. Savage scared him
away.”

“Ace-” Later
on in life, I’ll appreciate how Q tried to save me, but not so much
now.

“And now it’s
almost midnight and I still haven’t found a random stranger to make
my sexual fantasy a reality. I’m peanut butterless, Q. Peanut
butterless.”

 


*****

 


Nicholas~

The table had gone
completely quiet.

Peanut
butterless?

I looked
around the table to get an
idea of what the fuck she was talking about, but no one was any
help. Julian had his eyes closed and was shaking his head. Chase’s
eyebrows where damn near on the top of his head, no doubt trying to
figure out where peanut butter fell into all of this. Mystery Girl
straight up face-palmed herself. Quinn was clearly looking around
for a waitress to bring them more drinks. And Avery looked like the
top of her ice cream cone just went splat.

Good times.

Before I could
ask the question that was on
every man’s mind-at least, every man at this table-Becky made an
appearance and added another sideshow to this circus. “Oh, wow!
These are your wives?” She looked the girls over. “You ladies are
so lucky to have such loving husbands. See those girls over there.”
She nodded her head towards the table of blondes that had sent over
the shots earlier. “They were trying to get invited up to the VIP
with these guys, but they made it very clear they were taken.”
Becky took the girls’ stunned expressions as permission to
continue. “And they were sweethearts all night long. I usually get
a lot of pricks posted up there, but your husbands were just dears.
You ladies are very lucky.”

Chase
threw his arm around a
confused Quinn. “Nah, Becky, we’re the lucky ones.” He moved to
give Quinn a kiss on top of her head. “I wouldn’t be where I am
right now if it wasn’t for this gorgeous woman.”

Before Becky
could respond, Mystery Girl
erupted with, “Shots, Becky. We need shots.”

“And another
bucket of beers, please,” Quinn chokingly added.

“Of course,”
she replied, smiling. “Coming right up.”

The table had
gone silent again once Becky
walked back to the bar to get the girls their drinks.

After a few seconds,
Mystery Girl threw an upward glance at Julian. “So, do I need to
hit the DMV tomorrow and change my name to Isabella Moretti?” With
Chase having his arm around Quinn and me practically sitting on
Avery, it wasn’t rocket science for her to see that she was paired
up with Julian.

Julian cocked
his head and looked down at her. “Don’t forget the bank and social security office, too.” Then
he winked at her.

I looked
around the club and saw that
it was too packed to find a table that would accommodate all six of
us. So, either we could go back to the VIP room, or we’d be stuck
standing the rest of the night. Before I could suggest that we head
back upstairs with the girls in tow, Becky arrived with the beers
and round of shots. “Here you go, ladies.” She placed a bucket in
the center of the table and placed a shot in front of each of the
girls. “That’ll be an even fifty.”

“Please add it
to our tab, Becky, along with whatever else they order for the rest
of the night.” I placed my arm around the back of Avery’s chair,
hoping she didn’t break off the end of one of the empty beer
bottles and stab me with it. I didn’t take her for the violent
type, but alcohol did things to people, so you could never be too
careful.

“It’s crowded
down here, why don’t we go back up to the VIP?” I was grateful
Chase suggested it. I wasn’t sure how Avery would have received it
had it come from me.

“Yes. I think
you guys absolutely should,” Avery encouraged.

“Yeah, don’t
let us stop you,” Quinn chimed in.

Isabella (which I have to
say suited her far better than Mystery Girl) grabbed a shot and
held it up to signal the girls to grab theirs. They all three held
up their glasses in a toast and drank down the shots like
professionals. I studied Avery to see if I could tell just how
drunk she was. “How many shots have you had tonight?”

If looks could
kill, Chase and Julian would
be preparing my eulogy right now. “It’s going to take being married
to me for longer than thirty minutes before you can start dictating
what I can and cannot do, Nicholas.”

I huffed,
but I was so happy that she
finally said my name that I didn’t care how ridiculous the
conversation about our fake marriage was. I leaned close enough
that my lips touched her ear. “That’s not how this works, baby. The
second you said, ‘I do’, I had full control over you and that body
of yours.”

I felt her
shiver and it took everything
I had not to grab a handful of her hair, yank her head back, then
kiss the fuck out of her in full view of the entire club. Luckily,
Julian’s voice brought me back from that brink of
madness.

“I don’t know
about your guys’ marriages, but in mine, I wear the goddamn pants.”
And with that, he grabbed Isabella by the hand, yanked her out of
her seat, maneuvered her around the back of Quinn’s chair, then
started cutting through the dance floor to take her up to the VIP
balcony.

I could
barely hear her shouting over
the music, but like the good little kidnapped victim she was,
Isabella just shouted, “Grab my purse, please!”

Avery and
Quinn looked after her with
identical looks of shock on their faces, but before either of them
could comment, Chase grabbed what I assume was Isabella’s purse,
then Quinn’s since they were both on their side of the table, then
pulled the same move that Julian had. “Looks like we’re going with
Plan B, Sav.” He grinned and dragged a protesting Quinn behind
him.

I
got my wallet out and left another
hundred on the table. “Are you going to come quietly, or do I have
to throw you over my shoulder, kicking and screaming?” When I
looked over at her, I honest-to-goodness wanted to laugh. She had
the most serious look on her face, like she was giving it some real
consideration. I grabbed her chin with my thumb and forefinger and
tilted her head, so she had to look straight at me. “Make no
mistake, Mrs. Savage. I will carry you
kicking and screaming, no matter who’s watching or recording us on
their phones.” I could see the mention of recording give her pause.
No sane person wanted to be immortalized on the internet forever
for stupid shit.

She focused
her gaze on me, internally waging if I was serious or not. I was about to hoist her up
off her chair when her next question stopped me. “If my ring is at
the jeweler’s getting reset, where’s your ring, Mr.
Happily-Married?”

God, she was enchanting.
In the short thirty minutes that I’ve been in her company, she has
shown to be beautiful, fierce, quirky, sweet, and a complete
smartass. “You trust me so implicitly that I don’t need to wear a
ring.”

She
snorted, and while she reached
for a beer with her right hand, she flipped me off with her
left.

I
laughed. I couldn’t help it. I
wondered if she was this quirky sober. “Come on.” I angled my head
towards the VIP area. “Your friends are waiting.”

She grabbed
her purse, and I grabbed the
bucket of remaining beers. “I want you to know that the only reason
I am following you up there is to rescue my friends.”

I helped her
off her chair but kept ahold
of her elbow with my right hand, so she wouldn’t take off without
me. As I began to lead her away from the table, Rhonda appeared.
“Is this table open now?”

“Yes, thank
you, Rhonda. Avery, Quinn, and Isabella will be upstairs with us
for the rest of the night.”

“You want a
new round of drinks?” she asked, already clearing off the
table.

“Yes, please.”
I didn’t know what made me do it, but as I pulled Avery in front of
me, so that I could follow her upstairs, I kissed her on the top of
her head. “Come on, Imp. Let’s go.” She peered up at me and raised
her brows, but blessedly, she didn’t give me any shit and headed
towards the VIP stairway.

I had been
fighting a hard-on all night
when I was watching her earlier, but now being in direct view of
her tight little ass in those jeans as she walked up the
stairs…well, that had me holding the bucket of beers in front of my
crotch. Holy
fucking hell, this woman was sexy. I didn’t have a particular preference when it came to women.
Tall, short, thin, thick, blonde, brunette, redhead, I didn’t
really care. If I was attracted, I was attracted. The only thing I
couldn’t stand was a stupid, simpering female. Those I couldn’t
deal with, no matter how much gag reflex they lacked. However,
there was something decidedly female about Avery that had my dick
threatening me with all kinds of bodily harm if I didn’t seal the
deal. The second she looked up at me with those fucking silver eyes
of hers, I knew I was fucked.

When we
finally made it to the room,
Isabella was cradled next to Julian on one end of the couch,
looking rather cozy, and Quinn was next to Chase on the other end
of the couch, looking a might bit sour. Looked like Avery was going
to be stuck sitting on my lap in one of the single
chairs.

I set the
bucket on the table and Quinn
quickly reached right over to pluck out a beer. “This is turning
out to be a complete disaster, Ace.” Quinn shot Isabella a sidelong
glance. “Except for Izzy. She might still manage to have a
successful night.” She plunked herself backwards, elbowing Chase in
the gut.

“Oomph.”

I sat
down and pulled Avery down
onto my lap, but asked, “Ace?”

Avery waved
the question away. “Nickname
based off my initials, Avery Christine Ellis.” And because she
hadn’t tortured me enough for one night, she bent over and
stretched out to grab a beer out of the bucket on the table. She
was going to sit back down on a surprise, but it couldn’t be
helped. While I knew she hadn’t done it with the purpose of
seducing me, what did she expect?

I knew the
second she recognized what she
was sitting on because she tensed and immediately started to jump
up off my lap. I wrapped my arms around her waist and dragged her
back down and held her there. If she wasn’t going to help my dick
go down, then she could damn sure hide it from view.

“I prefer
Imp.”

She
scoffed. “I don’t care what
you prefer. I’m still filing for divorce tomorrow.”

“Law offices
are closed on the weekend.” She was not fake divorcing me.
Period.

Rhonda chose that moment
to show up with our drinks, and she noticed Quinn was looking none
too happy. “Oh, honey, don’t be mad at your man. You guys are too
cute to be cross with each other.” She gave Quinn a sassy wink, and
then left just as quickly as she had arrived.

Chase
leaned over to nuzzle Quinn’s neck
behind her ear. “Yeah, babe, don’t be cross with me.”

Isabella laughed softly
and even Julian let out a quiet chuckle. It looked like out of the
six of us, those two were the only ones going with the flow. No
doubt Julian was thinking that karma was a wonderful thing right
now. “Okay, looks like we can just try again next weekend.” Quinn
looked pointedly at Chase. “Somewhere else.”

Chase gave her
an irritated look which
surprised the shit out of me because out of the three of us, Chase
was the most laid back, and he didn’t stress over women. “Try what
again, exactly?”

To my horror,
it was Avery who drunkenly
answered, “What do you think? We came out tonight to get laid. Same
as you, I suspect.”

I
heard a mumbled ‘Jesus’ out of Julian
as he took a drink of his beer, but Chase was more vocal with his
‘motherfucker’ as he reached for his Seven & Seven on the
table. I was so stunned at her honesty it took me a second to
comprehend what she actually had said.

And
when I did…

I
stood up, forcing Avery to
stand with me. “What the fuck did you just say?”

As she turned around to
face me, she placed her hands on her hips, and got right up in my
face. “I said we came out here tonight to get laid, same as you,
Pot. Or do you prefer to be Kettle?”


Chapter 6


Gluttony:
Because, apparently, I need more
drinks. How else am I supposed to be

able to handle
this lunatic’s
fantasies?

 


Nicholas~

I knew I
shouldn’t have been this
unnerved by her declaration, but I was. No matter how strong a buzz
I may have had going on, and no matter how much fun the banter was,
I knew she wasn’t really my wife. She wasn’t even my girlfriend.
Hell, she wasn’t even really my date. The sad fact was that she was
simply just one of my many employees. However, unlike all my other
employees, I just happened to want to fuck this one. And before her
unfiltered outburst, I hadn’t been concerned with anything farther
than a one-night stand. But now I wasn’t so sure where I was going
with all of this.

“Are you out
of your fucking mind?!” I roared. I knew I didn’t have the right,
but I didn’t care. And the fact that I saw Julian, Isabella, Chase,
and Quinn get comfortable on the couch to watch the fireworks
wasn’t going to deter me, either. I yanked the beer she was holding
out of her hand. “I’m cutting you off because you’re obviously
drunk.”

She
snatched another beer out of
the bucket. “I’m neither drunk nor out of my mind. We made these
plans before we even started drinking.” She didn’t back down at
all. “And I fail to see how it’s any of your business. I am off the damn clock, Boss.”

I was really
starting to hate that word. I
got back in her face. “The way I see it, you must be out of your mind if you think I’m going to just sit back
and watch you pick up some random stranger to take home. Do you
have any idea how dangerous that is?”

She took a
couple of steps back, so that
she could spear me with her glare. “No more dangerous than it is
for you to pick up some random female and take her home with you.”

“Are you high?
It’s not the same thing and you know it,” I responded. “The risks
are not even close to comparable when it comes to men and women
picking up strangers.”

She
crossed her arms over her
chest and regarded me with a one raised brow. “Oh,
really?”

No
doubt all three ladies were
going to want to stab me by the time I was done, but it needed to
be said. “Don’t play stupid, Avery. Men are the dominant species,
so the odds of a woman causing us harm is way less than what a man
is capable of doing to a woman.”

“You sexist
asshole!” I noticed everyone on the couch cringe. “So, you’re
telling me that, while a woman has you captivated by her
silicone-enhanced cleavage, it’s not possible for her to slip a
drug in your drink?” She started pacing in front of the glass wall
as she continued to make her arguments. “It’s not possible for her
to lure you to her hotel room, only to have some guys waiting there
to beat you up and rob you? Are you saying that a woman is not
capable of giving you an STD or poking a hole in the condom?” She
stopped her pacing to come back and stand right in front of me
again. “Men are every bit as in danger as women are, you arrogant
prick.”

“Avery-”
Isabella tried to interrupt, no doubt trying to settle us down.
After all, she seemed to be the only one happy with the way the
night was panning out if the way she was nestled next to Julian was
any indication.

She looked
over at Isabella. “No, Iz. I
was getting along perfectly fine before he came along and
cock-blocked me.” Looking back at me, she continued her tirade.
“What gives you the right?”

“Are you not
hearing me?” I took a step forward, leaning as far down as I could
to get right in her face. “It’s fucking dangerous, and while I may only be your boss, that still puts you and
Quinn under my protection, whether you like it or not!”

“You are such
a jackass. Did it ever occur to you that maybe I want
dangerous?”

That brought me up
short.

“Holy shit,”
Chase managed before Quinn shushed him.

“That’s the
problem with you men.” Avery made a point to look over at both
Julian and Chase to make sure they got the message that she was
lumping them in with the ‘men’ she was referring to. “Unless a
woman is occupying a street corner, you guys automatically assume
we want missionary with the lights off. God forbid we actually
watch porn and want to get fucked. Nooooooooooooooo, a good girl is
limited to romantic candles and clean sheets.” Avery shook her head
at Quinn. “Peanut butterless, Quinn. This fool-” She swung her arm
in my direction just in case anyone was confused about who the fool
was that she was referring to. “-has got me peanut
butterless.”

Julian
raised his hand to halt the madness.
“Okay, I have to ask. What the hell are you talking about? What is
peanut butterless?” Isabella shook her head as if she were already
predicting that this was going to end badly.

“Yeah,’’ Chase
joined in. “What the hell do you mean by peanut
butterless?”

“It’s a
metaphor,” Isabella explained.

Chase
leaned up to look over at her.
“For fucking what?”

Quinn
rolled her eyes and plucked
Chase’s drink out of his hand and took a swallow. “For our sexual
fantasies, you moron.”

I
ran my hands through my hair and down
my face. I need to either stop drinking or drink more to follow
their lunacy. “Your sexual fantasies involve peanut
butter?”

“No. Were you
not paying attention to what Izzy just said?” Avery sounded as
frustrated as I felt. What in the hell was she doing to me?

Isabella cleared her
throat a little. “Uh, we sort of made a pact before we came out
tonight that we were going to, uh, pick up a random stranger and
have him fulfill one or more sexual fantasy we had.”

You
could have heard a pin
drop.

I
didn’t know about Julian or
Chase, but I felt like my heart was going to beat out of my chest.
Normally, I didn’t have issues when it came to women, but right
now, in this moment, I was at a loss. I didn’t know if I wanted her
to confess her fantasy, especially in front of Chase and Julian, or
keep it to herself. The anxiousness came in wondering how far out
of the realm were her desires. Once she voiced her wants, this
could only go one of two ways; either I was going to bring her
fantasy to life, or I was going to cower and admit I wasn’t the man
for the job.

The alcohol in her system
didn’t give me a choice, though. “Yeah. So, while you’re over here
talking about how dangerous taking a stranger home is-and by the
way, I wouldn’t take him to my house, we’d go to a hotel
room-that is my
fantasy.”

“What?” I
managed to choke out.

She folded her
arms across her chest and put all her weight on her right leg, tilting her stance a
little. “All day long, I am surrounded by these new age males who
get manicures, pedicures, pluck their eyebrows, man-scape their
business, and discuss crap they saw on The View.
The
View. So, basically, I’m
surrounded by women all day.” She looked over at Quinn. “Right,
Q?”

“True story,”
came from the vicinity of the couch.

“I have walked
into the break room and witnessed men talking about great new
moisturizers while a woman was refilling the water dispenser with a
new jug,” she went on. “Forget about women’s equal rights, it’s
just common damn courtesy to ask someone if they would like some
help.” She paused long enough to take another drink of her beer
because clearly her honesty needed to be alcohol fueled. “You guys
are all melding together to the point where I don’t know who’s
straight and who’s gay anymore.”

She came back
to stand in front of me, narrowing her eyes, so that I would get the point that she was
serious. “I like men, Boss. Real men. Not ones I think could, might, maybe be men. So,
yeah, while my fantasy may be a little reckless, I want someone who
is going to make sure there is no confusion about who the man is in
the bedroom. I want him to be bigger, stronger, harder, meaner, and
more forceful than I am.” She took a step closer just to torment
me. “I want him to take from me. I want to
know I am at his mercy. I want to wake
up with his bruises and bite marks all over my goddamn body. I want
the perfect mixture of being afraid of him but having complete
trust in him to not cross the line beyond my fantasy. I want to
be owned. And I want it with
someone who is a complete stranger, so that whatever judgments he
may end up having leave with him in the morning, and I never have
to see him again.”

“Holy Mary, Mother of God,” Chase breathed out.

Quinn gave him
a sidelong glance. “You really
are a tool. Every woman wants that,
you clueless, clueless man.”

Julian
reached up with the arm he had
around Isabella, grabbed a handful of her hair, and yanked her head
back until she was forced to have to look up at him. “Is that one
of your fantasies? You want someone to caveman you?”

“Maybe,” came
her quiet, low response, and I was pretty sure I heard Julian
growl.

I
didn’t blame Chase and Julian
one bit, though. The picture Avery painted would have had any man
worth his salt hard as fuck. While she was thinking that this was
her own personal sexual fantasy, this fantasy, in fact, belonged to
a lot of the male population. Dominance over a woman was basic
animal instinct, old as time itself. I wasn’t a complete sexist pig. I believed women had every right to chase
their dreams and do more than live in the shadows of men. However,
while women could do almost anything a man could, they shouldn’t
have to. I grew up believing that men were created to conquer, and
women were created to submit. Still, Avery had a point. If a man
was too busy with his manicure and pedicure appointments to go out
and conquer, then he wasn’t deserving of any woman submitting to
him.

I gave
Isabella and Quinn a quick glance
before I gave Avery back my full attention. “And you think a
complete stranger is going to pay enough attention or
care enough about you to make an effort to stay
within the boundaries of your violently sexual fantasy?”

Avery blanched a bit.
“Wanting a man to be the aggressor in the bedroom does not equate
violence,” she countered.

I looked over
at the guys. “A little help
here, assholes?”

Julian
cleared his throat. This
entire conversation was odd and uncomfortable. One of our employees
was standing here, buzzed to inhibition, telling us her sexual
fantasy, and her two cohorts were buzzed enough to let her. Nothing
about this was a good idea. “Avery,” Julian gave me a quick glance,
“I think what Nick is trying to impress upon you is that there’s a
certain level of recklessness involved with giving a man who is not
your husband or boyfriend that kind of authority over your body.
That’s a hell of a lot of power to give a man. It’s dangerous,
especially with a stranger.”

I let
out a Julian-worthy sigh.
“Exactly.”

Avery put her hands back
on her hips and pinned Julian with one of the menacing stares she’s
been reserving for me all night. “Thanks for the concern,
Dad, but I think I’ll risk it.”

She
pointed her finger back and forth
between Quinn and Isabella. “You guys can stay here with your newly
acquired husbands and trade knitting secrets if you want, but I’m
going back downstairs, grabbing whichever man looks like he can get
the job done, and going through with our pact.”

She
plopped the bottle of beer she was
holding on the table and headed towards the door to make good on
her ridiculous plan. Little did she know that there was no way in
hell I was going to let that happen. Never mind that her
plan was
dangerous and reckless, but I had
already made the decision early on that I wanted her, and if she
was going to wake up in the morning with anyone’s bruises and bite
marks on her body, they were going to be mine.

I
came up behind her, wrapped my
right arm around her waist, then dragged her back against my body
before she could reach the door handle. I leaned down and brushed
my lips against the shell of her ear. “Not so fast, baby.” She
immediately tried to pry my arm from her body, so I tightened my
arm around her and brought my other arm around to pin her arms to
her body. “Tsk, tsk, tsk, you want to make your fantasy a reality
right here in front of everybody?” She stilled in my arms. “What’s
it going to be, Imp? Because you’re out of your goddamn mind if you
think you’re leaving here with anyone but me.”

 


*****

 


Avery~

My buzz was dying a rather rapid death.

This
night was turning out to be a
disaster of epic proportions. I let my boss get under my drunken
skin to the point where I had blurted out my most sacred sexual
fantasy to everyone in the room.

I
wasn’t overly concerned with Q
and Iz because, let’s face it, I would have told them all about it
eventually anyway. But, no, I spilled my guts to not one of my
bosses, but all three.

Monday was going to
suck donkey balls.

“Let me go.” I
started twisting and turning to loosen Nicholas’ hold on me, but
damn, was he strong. And because he was so much taller than I was,
I didn’t have the leverage to swing my leg back and kick him in his
manhood.

“Not happening
unless you give up this insane little plan of yours.”

I closed my
eyes and tried to count to
ten, but I only got as far as five. “If you do not let go of me
right now, I will unleash a female hell upon you the likes of which
no man has ever seen and lived to tell about it.”

He
loosened his hold on me, but
only enough to be able to turn me around in his arms. I couldn’t
help but notice that everyone behind him was still enraptured by
our little drama. I attempted to give him my best threatening
glare, but Christ on a cracker, this man was beautiful. “Let go of
me.”

He had
the audacity to smirk at me
again. “Not happening until you abandon your idiotic
plan.”

“I will cut
you.” I jutted my chin out towards our audience. “And my girls will
have your boys’ throats slit before they can get up quick enough to
save you.” Normally, I wasn’t a fan of violence, but this man was
ruining everything that had started out great about this
night.

“First of all,
my boys can take your girls,” Nicholas scoffed. “Secondly, the only
cuts that you’ll be putting on my body will be the slash marks on
my back from your nails.” He leaned in closer, so that only I could
hear him. “Say yes, Avery. Let me be the one to make your dirty
dream a reality. I promise, baby, I will leave your body so broken
and bruised that you won’t be able to leave my bed in the
morning.”

Pretty sure my lungs just
stopped working.

However, the rest of my
body was alive and tempted by his words.

Just looking
into his beautiful brown eyes had the ability to steal
my breath. However, looking into them
while he made promises to own my body had me nearly expiring on the
spot. I wanted nothing more than to say yes and let him drag me
wherever he needed to in order to make this happen, but he was
my boss. My boss’ boss’ boss. I had already crossed so many inappropriate
lines that I wasn’t even sure I’d have a job on Monday. And while
he may have leaped over the lines of impropriety first, he was
still the boss. He wasn’t going to lose his job over
this.

I looked
around him to get an idea of
which way the girls wanted this to swing. If I said yes, there was
no doubt in my mind that Isabella would go home with Julian and
Quinn would work her magic on Chase. Of course, other than Julian
supporting Nicholas and Chase in their pursuing of two of their
employees, there was nothing wrong with him and Isabella making a
night of it. Still, Iz wouldn’t go solo like that. She was a true
Musketeer. “Iz? Q?”

Isabella shook her head.
“This doesn’t impact me the way it does you two. It’s your
call.”

Julian
leaned back to get a better
facing view of Iz. “What do you mean it’s their call? Are you telling me you don’t care about the outcome
either way?” I could tell Julian was getting uneasy about possibly
losing out on Iz, but hell, look at her…what man
wouldn’t?

“You’re not my
boss, Julian. There are no ramifications for me, no matter which
way this night ends. Whether I go home with you tonight or not, my
life will still continue on like normal tomorrow.” She took a drink
of her beer, before adding, “You’ve helped build a
multi-billion-dollar company, surely you’re not too stupid to have
assessed this.”

And then he said
something that surprised the shit out of me and was sure to have
given Iz second thoughts. “And surely you’re not stupid enough to
believe that if you went home with me tonight, your life would
continue on like normal tomorrow, Isabella.” He grabbed her chin
and held her face between his fingers. “Because you’re
not one of my employees, there is nothing that would stop me from keeping you once I had you. So, you
better give this a little more consideration than you had
originally planned.” He let go of her face and took his
shot.

Damn, that
was hot.

I
turned my head from Julian and Iz to
look back at Nicholas, and by the look on his face, I could tell he
knew what I was thinking. Julian’s little power play had fallen in
line with my fantasy. However, before either of us could say
anything, Quinn made the decision for all of us.

“Alright,
enough is enough.” She stood up, bent over a little to grab
Isabella’s hand, hoisted her up from the comfort that was Julian’s
body, then dragged Iz behind her towards me. “Hands off the drunk
girl, Mr. Savage.” She stuck her arm in between our bodies and
wiggled her way in, finally separating us. Julian and Chase had
made their way over, so that they were now standing slightly behind
Nicholas. Quinn had their full attention. “While being married to
you three has been an absolute hoot, it’s time to file the
paperwork for the annulments.” She ran her finger back and forth,
pointing to all three of them. “Now that you guys have killed my
buzz and I am able to actually think clearly, I am calling quits to
this insanity. You guys are our bosses, and no matter how much we
might not want that to be the case, drunk and horny as we all are,
it is. Avery and I cannot afford to lose our jobs and you guys
don’t need the drama when you can clearly pick up any piece of ass
in this place. And since there’s no such thing as love at first
sight, you boys can’t play that card. So, go pick up some ass
that’s more suitable to your lifestyles, and we’ll do the
same.”

This
was why Quinn was my hero. This girl
was not scared of anything. Go Quinn.

She turned her
back on the men and placed her hands on our backs to usher us out
the door. “Let’s go girls. We
can play fantasy roulette again next weekend.”

“Wait,” this
from Chase. “Do you really think this is the end of this?” He slid
past Nicholas-who had an unreadable expression on his face-to stand
directly in front of Q. “Do you honestly believe that knowing what
we know, we’re just going to let you girls do this without
us?”

“I fail to see
how you can stop us, Mr. Alexander,”
Quinn responded, reminding him of his
role in our lives.

Admittedly, I didn’t know
these men very well, but up until now, Chase had come across as the
easy-going of the three. That didn’t seem the case anymore. “Is
that a challenge?”

“No.” Quinn
didn’t back down. She never backed down. “That’s a mere statement
of fact, Mr. Alexander. Avery, Izzy,
and I can walk out of this club right now and go find someone else
to fuck, and there’s no way you could stop us.”

We
were so busy going to battle
with each other, none of us had noticed Becky coming up the
stairway until she was opening the door into the room. “Oh, are you
guys going downstairs to dance, or are you guys getting ready to
leave?”

“We’re
leaving.” Nicholas answered for all of us. “What’s the damage,
Becky?”

“Oh, well,
Brian said your drinks were on the house.”

“Did you guys
have a tab running?” Nicholas asked us.

Isabella answered him,
“No. We paid as we drank.”

He pulled out
his wallet and pulled out four
one-hundred-dollar bills and started to hand them to Becky. She
started protesting vehemently, “No, no, no…your bill is on the
house tonight. This is-”

Nicholas placed the bills
on her cocktail tray. “Then keep it for Rhonda and yourself. You
ladies were excellent servers tonight.”

Becky looked
like she was going to cry.
What one person considered a little thing was often be someone
else’s big thing. “Thank you, so much. Really, this is…thank you,
guys.” She turned her head around as she was walking out the door.
“Be careful getting home.” And with that, she left us.

“Now back to
what we were discussing before Becky arrived,” Chase
started.

“There’s
nothing to continue discussing. We’re leaving.” Once again, Quinn
placed her hands on our backs to usher us out of the
room.

My only warning was a
‘fuck that bullshit’ before I felt someone grab my arm and yank me
around. I managed to get a quick glance of Nicholas before he
lifted me over his right shoulder and wrapped his arms around my
legs to anchor me there.

“Are you mad?!
Put me down, you lunatic!” My buzz may have been wearing off, but I
had consumed so much alcohol tonight that hanging me upside down
was not in the best interest of Nicholas’ clothes.

“Plan B it
is.” I couldn’t lift my body high enough to see, but by the sounds
of Izzy’s shrieks, I’d say she was mostly cradled in Julian’s arms
in some way, shape, or form.

Still hanging
over Nicholas’ shoulders, I
heard Quinn very sharply and very sternly say, “Don’t even think
about it, Chase Alexander. I will fuck you up-” And just like that,
we had another man down. Or I should say woman, as this were the
case.

“Let’s go.”
Nicholas ordered as he began my kidnapping. “Hopefully, the music
is loud enough, and the people are drunk enough, that they won’t
pay attention to these three shrieking like she-devils.”

She-devils?

“You
sonofabitch!” I started banging my fists on his back.

He slapped my
ass. Hard. “Shut it,
woman.”

Julian had the presence
of mind to hand us each of our bags which kept us from being able
to beat on them without having all our crap fall out of our
purses.

Well played,
jackass. Well played.

And that was
how we ended our first night at Xavier’s, by being carted out of VIP by our bosses. Though,
once we were outside and I got a whiff of some fresh air, shit got
serious. “Nicholas?”

He
completely ignored me. “Okay, I’ll
take this one home. You guys got those two?”

This one?

The jerk.

“Nicholas?” I
tried again.

He let out a
deep sigh like he was already
bored with my right to free will. I could picture him rolling his
eyes. “What is it now, Imp?”

“If you don’t
put me down right this second, I’m going to throw up all over your
five-hundred-dollar shirt.” Because, clearly, I
hadn’t embarrassed myself enough tonight with this man.

Nicolas
put me down so fast that I
lost my footing and almost fell. Thank God he was quick enough to
keep that from happening. “Take a deep breath.” He bent his knees
to level himself with my face. “Are you okay, baby?”

I should not
enjoy hearing him call me
‘baby’ so much, but I did. “Yeah.” And all of a sudden, I felt so
tired. “I’ll call a cab to get us home. We’ll be fine.”

He
laughed. “Not a chance. Julian
is taking Isabella home. Chase is seeing to Quinn. And I’m making
sure you get home safe and peanut butterless.” The fucker kissed me
on top of my head.

I
smacked his arms off me and
made my way to Q and Iz. Julian had set Izzy down and now stood
behind her with his arms around her waist. Quinn was still being
held captive over Chase’s shoulder, though. “You guys okay with the
curfew arrangements?”

Isabella just smiled and
nodded, but it wasn’t like we hadn’t all see that coming. I walked
around Chase and ducked my head to get a look at Quinn. She looked
murderous. “You cool, Q?”

“The only
reason I’m letting him take me home is so that I can lure him into
my apartment and cut him up into tiny pieces. I may be calling you
later tonight to bring over some more trash bags,” she
growled.

“No problem, I
got you. Just make sure you drain his body of as much blood as
possible before you start cutting him up. Less blood splatter that
way.” I kissed her cheek.

I heard Chase
utter, “What the fuck?” as I
made my way back to Nicholas.

Looking up at him, I
said, “Okay, Boss, take me
home.”


Chapter 7


Envy: Because both my eyes work, and them
sonsofbitches are hot.

 


Avery~

It was Monday
morning, and I could hear
Chopin’s Funeral March playing in my head as I walked in the
building of SMA. The hangover I had woken up with on Saturday
morning hadn’t as bad as it should’ve been. The humiliation though,
that had been spot on.

Still was.

The level of
embarrassment I was feeling
was going to need some serious therapy to overcome. The only bright
spot that morning was that had Quinn made good on her threat to
chop Chase into little pieces, well, then, I’d only have to live
with my humiliation two-folds instead of three. It hadn’t been
until she called me later that day that I found out Chase was still
alive and kicking.

Bummer.

I had
also found out during Q’s phone call
that, while she hadn’t murdered Chase, she hadn’t slept with him,
either. He had turned out to be a perfect gentleman, and after
making sure she’d gotten into her apartment safely, he had set her
up with some aspirin and water, then he’d given her a very chaste
kiss good night. It had thrown me for a loop because it was exactly
the same thing Nicholas had done for me. I supposed that for all
their Neanderthal ways, they drew the line at taking advantage of
drunk, sex-deprived women.

Lucky us.

So, I
had spent all day Saturday nursing my
hangover and being lazy, and Sunday I’d done my monthly
girl-cleaning. Girl-cleaning was when I scrubbed showers, toilets,
cleaned base boards, and all that jazz. Most people detail-cleaned
every few months, but I did it monthly because I had neat and clean
issues. Or just issues. Whatever.

Isabella had made her
rounds on Sunday, checking on Quinn and me to make sure we were
okay. After I had assured her that she didn’t have to place me on
suicide watch, she had confessed to going home with Julian. And
because we were those girls, and our secrets were ironclad safe
with each other, she’d gone on to tell me that he was unlike anyone
she has ever come across. She hadn’t gone into details, but her
message had been loud and clear, and I had found myself a bit
envious. Julian Moretti looked like he had more than enough skills
to put it down in the bedroom and I bet his aggression was all
natural, no roleplaying required. The only problem was that it
wasn’t Julian who made me breathless. It was that prick, Nicholas
Savage.

I
made my way across the lobby
along with fifty other people ready to report for work. I looked
around for Quinn, but I couldn’t find her in the massive throng of
co-workers. Maybe she arrived earlier and was already at her
desk.

I
cattled myself into the
elevator with about seven other employees, feeling like I was on my
way to face the executioner, and it sucked. Still, the actual
elevator ride wasn’t that bad since the number of occupants was
actually a blessing. We could cram a good ten people in one of
these puppies if we tried. I rode the elevator up to the fourth
floor, all the while listening to people make small talk about
their weekends when all I wanted to do was forget mine.

We finally
made it to our floor, and as
we filed out, one of my co-workers, Angela, asked me that dreaded
question. “How was your weekend, Avery?”

“Boring and
uneventful, but thanks for asking.” I was so paranoid that I didn’t
even return her question. I just ran to my cubicle like the coward
I was.

After I got to
my desk and locked my purse
away, I turned on my computer. I stared at it for a full two
minutes before opening my email. What if there was an email from
Nicholas? Or any of them? I felt so unsure, and I was surprised I
wasn’t having a full-on panic attack.

“Hey?”

I
screamed and jumped about a
foot off my chair. “What the fuck, Q?” I whisper-yelled at
her.

She
had the grace to wince. “Sorry, Ace.”
She walked into my cubicle and started whispering like we were
discussing plans to rob a bank. “Look, I was giving this situation
some serious thought last night and I think it’ll be
okay.”

I matched her
whispering. “Oh really? That’s
easy for you to say, Q. You weren’t the one who broadcasted her
sexual fantasy to all three of her bosses.”

Her face was
full of sympathy. “I know, I
know…but hear me out. We’ve been working at SMA for years and we
have never set eyes on Chase or Nick here in the building. And how
many times have we actually seen Julian? Once, maybe twice?” She
had a point. We worked mostly with Mr. Spillner. Hell, it was even
a rarity that we would run into Mr. James.

I
ran my hands down my face, makeup be
damned. “I suppose so.”

She leaned in
closer to me. “Plus, I think
now that we’re not all stupid off alcohol, they probably want to
forget Friday night just as much as we do.”

I was starting
to realize how arrogant it was
of me to think that Nicholas Savage actually spent his weekend hung
up on a random female who worked in his finance department. I had
to laugh. “You’re right as always, Q.”

She
smiled. “It’ll be okay, Avery.
You’ll see.” She kissed me on the top of my head, then sauntered
off back to her desk.

I
clicked on my email, and just
as Quinn had predicted, there were no emails from Nicholas, Chase,
or Julian. I really must have been placing more importance on
myself than what was actually the reality. For all I knew, they
could have all gotten together again on Saturday and kidnapped
another trio of unsuspecting females with successful results this
time. After all, Iz and Julian had been just a one-night stand, so
there hadn’t been anything preventing him from getting laid again
the next night. At least, I was pretty sure that he was just a
one-night stand. I’d have to ask Izzy about that.

The rest of
the morning went by without a
hitch. Even Mr. Spillner was making himself scarce. As far as
Mondays went, this wasn’t a bad one, and before I knew it, it was
lunchtime.

I went to go
track Quinn down to see what
her lunch plans were and found her typing furiously at her desk.
“Hey, nut job, what’s the haps for lunch?”

She
growled. She
actually growled. “I’m eating
at my desk today. Mr. Douche Canoe came to me an hour ago and told
me that he wanted all Millhouse investment margins for the last six
months by no later than one today.”

I sighed.
What an asshole. “Okay. I’ll
run out and get lunch and bring it back to you. We can divvy up
what you have left.”

“I love you,”
she professed without looking up at me.

“I know you
do.” And this time, I was the one who kissed her on her head before
I headed out to grab us some lunch.

After I picked
up a couple of sandwiches from
Aunt Stella’s Café around the block and delivered Quinn her food, I
got to work on April and March for her. Quinn went to work on
February and January since she was already done with December and
November. It wasn’t like I didn’t have my own work to do, but we’ve
all been where Quinn was this morning and gathering six months’
worth of any kind of financial data was tasking. There was nothing
on my agenda that couldn’t wait until this afternoon to finish up.
I only prayed Spillner didn’t ruin our teamwork by bringing us
anymore of his bullshit.

I had just
finished placing my half of the research on Quinn’s desk when I heard that wrist-cutting-inducing
voice. “Ladies.”

I
inwardly cringed and prayed that it
was only inwardly, and I had been able to mask the loathing I had
for this man from my face. I turned to face him. “Mr.
Spillner.”

Quinn rose
from her seat, sure that he
was here for the reports. “Mr. Spillner.” She turned at the waist
to pick up the reports. “I have all the margin data for Millhouse
you requested earlier-”

He stopped her
by waving her comment away. “Forget Millhouse. That’s not important right now.”

I
wanted to bash his head in
with a stapler. We just worked our asses off and ate lunch at our
desks, and suddenly, Millhouse wasn’t important right now? I was
surprised Quinn wasn’t holding him down and stuffing those damn
reports down his throat.

“I would like
to see the both of you in my office. Now.” He walked off, leaving
us staring in his wake.

“I can’t go to
his office, Avery,” Quinn announced. “If I do, and there is any
semblance of privacy, I am going to stab him full of whatever pens
or pencils are on his desk.” She took a deep breath. “What a
fucking asshole, Ace.”

“Trust me, I
know. But what real choice do we have?” I leaned in closer to her
to make sure no one else could hear this next part. “I mean, if
getting fired was an option, then I would have preferred to get
fired over sleeping with Nicholas, rather than defying
Spillner.”

“Yeah. Jumping
Chase would have been way more fun and a much more theatrical exit
from this place.” She ran her hand down her body, smoothing out her
outfit. “Okay, let’s do this.”

I let her
lead simply because she was
more badass than I was. We walked down the cubicle aisle that led
to Mr. Spillner’s office. He had left the door open, but we didn’t
cross the threshold until he gave us permission. It was one of
those petty, little shows of authority he liked to display. His
office wasn’t anything special. The only thing that didn’t make it
an outright shoe box was a small window on the outside left wall
that allowed you to see the sights behind the SMA
building.

“Come in and
shut the door.” He was seated at his desk when we arrived, but he
stood up and walked around his desk as I shut the door behind
me.

He sat
perched on the edge of his desk, and
as he folded his arms, my work world came crashing down around me.
“Can either of you tell me why Julian Moretti wants a meeting with
you two this afternoon at three?”

It took everything I had
to keep standing on my feet. Especially, since being the snatch
napkin that he was, he hadn’t offer either of us a seat. Thank God
for Q, though. I had to remember to buy her dinner later this week.
Or diamonds.

She
shook her head at Mr.
Spillner. “No, sir. I can’t think of any reason why Mr. Moretti
would want to speak with us. Are you certain there isn’t a mix up
of some sort?”

Diamonds, she definitely
deserved diamonds.

“Oh, believe
me,” he practically spat. “There is no mix up. Mr. James was very
specific and very sure of his request.” Spillner looked
pissed.

“Well, I don’t
know what to say. I’m as blindsided by this as you are,
sir.”

He cocked
his head to give me his
attention next. “What about you, Ms. Ellis? Do you have any idea
why you would be summoned by Mr. Moretti?”

My
mouth felt like the Sahara. I
answered honestly, though. I really had no idea why Julian wanted
to meet with us. “N...no, Mr. Spillner. I have no idea.”

He
eyed us both, probably trying to
figure out if we were lying or not. However, the genuine looks of
shock on our faces probably helped to convince him that we really
were clueless here. “Fine, I believe you. However, I want an
immediate report back after your meeting. I want to know what he
wants with the two of you and why he’s not following the chain of
command and including me.”

It was on the
tip of my tongue to ask him
why he just didn’t ask Julian himself since he was all powerful and
whatnot, but I wisely kept my mouth shut. However, if we were being
fired at three, you best believe I’d be reporting right back to
Douche Canoe and letting loose everything I’ve been wanting to say
to him for the past three years.

Using
his hands to shoo us away, he
dismissed us.

Quinn
and I walked back to her cubicle
absolutely quiet as church mice. After she plopped herself down in
her chair, she looked up at me. “Maybe he just wants to ask us
about Iz?”

I wanted to
hold on to the hope in her
voice and blanket myself with it. “You think?”

She
dropped her head onto her desk
with a resounding thud. “No, Ace. No, I don’t think.”

 


*****

 


Nicholas~

As I sat in Julian’s office waiting for the
girls to arrive, I knew they were probably losing their rabid ass
minds, wondering why they were being summoned to talk with him. We
had made them believe the request was to meet with Julian alone
because I couldn’t count on the fact that Avery might not feign a
sickness and leave work if she knew she was meeting with all three
of us.

Julian was
sitting behind his desk,
looking every bit the boss that he was, and I was sure the sight
was probably going to intimidate them. Well, maybe not
Quinn.

Julian’s office was cold
and looked like a showroom. His décor was a blend of glass and
chrome. The desk and sitting furniture were black and the only
splash of color in the place was a PixieCold Svenja Jokicke hanging
on the wall behind his desk. My office was made up of whiskey wood
finished furniture and a matching settee couch and chairs set. I
had a couple of large potted plants that I thought warmed up the
place, but that’s about it. And Chase’s office had pretty much the
same layout as mine, but he had put up personal touches on his
bookshelves and had a couple of Oakland Raider autographed pictures
hanging up on his walls.

Chase
was sitting down, leaning back
in one of the matching cushioned chairs that sat in front of
Julian’s desk with his right ankle resting across his left knee.
“You know, they probably think you’re calling them up here to fire
them.”

I
stood up from the couch and
made my way to the bar. I needed a drink before seeing Avery again.
Lord knows I was going to need it. It was a corporate Monday
morning, and while I should have spent all morning going over
weekend reports and projections, I had actually spent it
restraining myself from calling Avery up to my office, so I could
attack her.

I was so fucked.

“Probably, but
there’s no guarantee they would have shown up had they known they
were meeting with all three of us,” I replied for Julian “No
offense, Chase, but Quinn is unpredictable, and I have no doubt
that whatever she does or wherever she goes, the other two are not
far behind.” I debated drinking the scotch right out of the bottle.
“Loyalty runs deep with those three.”

Julian leaned
back in his chair and
interlocked his fingers together across his waist. “I think you
guys aren’t giving them enough credit. Everyone has slight multiple
personalities. There’s the work you, where you’re professional and
restrained. There’s the home you, where you’re more relaxed and
inhibited. There’s the dating you, where you put your best foot
forward, and then there’s the friend you, where you’re more
carefree and unguarded.” He shrugged his shoulders. “They were
being their friend-selves Friday night. I bet today, they’re their
professional selves.”

I took a
drink of the McClelland I
poured. “And if they aren’t?”

Julian
threw his head back and
laughed. “Then that’s all you guys. I told you to stay away from
them.”

Chase placed
both his feet on the floor,
and with his elbows on his knees, leaned forward. “And if we had
listened to you, Isabella would have been under someone else Friday
night. I think we deserve flowers for that.” Chase looked back at
me. “Don’t you agree?”

I shrugged my
right shoulder. “At least a
Thank You card.”

Before
Julian could response, his
phone buzzed. It was his assistant, Felicia, on speaker phone. “Mr.
Moretti, Ms. Erickson and Ms. Ellis are here to see
you.”

“Thank you,
Felicia. Would you please send them in? Also, no interruptions
during this meeting, please.”

“Of course,
Mr. Moretti,” she replied, then the phone went silent. Felicia was
old school and refused to call Julian by his first name, even
though she’s been with him for eight years already.

I stayed in
the corner by the bar because
I wanted a glimpse of her before her face became clouded with
disappointed when she saw that I was here, too. This woman had me
all tied up in knots, and I couldn’t help myself around her. Her
quirkiness had captivated me on Friday night along with her looks.
However, I didn’t know if it was because she had been drunk or if
that was truly just her personality.

Putting her to
bed-untouched-had been one of the hardest things I had ever done,
and that was saying something, considering how I’d grown up. Still,
no matter how mad my dick had been at me on Friday, I’d never take
advantage of a woman in that state. So, after putting her to bed,
I’d gone home and had taken a very cold shower while I stroked my
dick to images of her reckless, dangerous, and hot as fuck fantasy.
And because I was learning all kinds of new things about myself, I
had ended up jacking off all weekend to different versions of her
fantasy being the new masochist that I was now,
apparently.

I looked up as
the door opened to see Quinn
walk in with Avery right behind her. They immediately took notice
of Chase and that’s when Avery started whipping her head around the
room, presumably looking for me. She took a deep breath, closed her
eyes, then shook her head the moment she found me.

She was hell
on my confidence.

“Good
afternoon, ladies. Would you please take a seat?” Julian greeted
them. “Chase, move,” he ordered. Chase stood up and went to go sit
in one of the chairs that circle Julian’s conference table. I set
my almost finished drink down on the bar and went to go stand next
to Julian with my hands in my pockets. I was working really hard at
appearing unaffected by Avery, but I wasn’t sure if it was
working.

Neither woman sat down.
They stood in the center of the room, side-by-side, looking ready
to do battle. “We’d rather not, Mr. Moretti.” Quinn clasped her
hand together in front of her body, seemingly to restrain herself
would be my guess. Chase was in for the ride of his life if he
pursued her. I just hope he knew it. “If you’re going to fire us,
I’d rather skip the long, drawn out version of where you list all
of our indiscretions and pretend that this debacle is entirely our
fault.”

It took
everything I had in me not to
laugh. This woman was a force all her own. I glanced over at Chase,
and he looked like he was in love. Julian let out a Julian-sigh,
probably thinking of inventive ways to torture me and Chase. “Ms.
Erickson, Ms. Ellis, do sit down, please. I-we didn’t call you up here to fire you.”

Quinn
held her right hand up in a
stopping motion. “Before you go any further, know that Mr. Spillner
has instructed us to report back to him everything that is said in
this meeting. So, if you were planning on divulging company
secrets, I’d reconsider.”

That motherfucker.

I
finally spoke. “What a
coincidence because he’s the reason you two are here.” I removed my
right hand from my pocket and gestured for them to take a
seat.

They both
shared a wary glance between
them, but they finally sat down in the seats opposite Julian. Avery
had yet to look at either me or Chase after her first initial
spotting of us. “Okay, Mr. Moretti.” Quinn sat down, and then
asked, “So, what is going on?”

Julian smirked
a bit. “I’m thinking by this
point, Ms.
Erickson, it’s okay to call me
Julian, don’t you think?”

Quinn
cocked her head at him. “No, I
don’t.” She leaned forward to emphasize her point. “I know this may
be difficult to believe based on our incredible lack of judgment on
Friday night, but we’re not stupid. You are out of your mind if you
think we’re going to walk up and down these hallways, in a
workforce made up primarily of men, calling you three by your first
names.”

She had a hell
of a point. “Point taken,” I
conceded. “So, how about you address us formally in the presence of
other employees, but behind closed doors, first names are fine.” I
suggested.

She glanced
over at Avery really quick, no
doubt trying to read her expression for a yes or no. Too bad Avery
was not looking anywhere else but directly at Julian. With no help
from Avery, Quinn made the decision. “I’m fine with that,
Nick.”

“Thank fuck
because the name I want you screaming in bed is Chase and not Mr.
Alexander. Unless being on your knees in my office is in
your fantasy line up.” He winked at her, and I was
certain there was going to be a sexual harassment claim against
Chase in the future.

Avery lowered her flaming
red face and Quinn just flipped him off while she still looked
towards me and Julian. I often wondered how we all made it this far
without strangling Chase. “Okay, enough,” Julian started. “We
actually did call you guys up for-” He shot Chase a quelling look.
“-a legitimate business reason.” Avery returned her gaze to Julian,
still trying hard as hell to avoid looking at me or Chase. “Have
either of you had any inappropriate dealings with William
Spillner?”

By the looks on each of
their faces, you would have thought Julian just asked them if they
were in the habit of slaughtering baby ducklings. Quinn sputtered,
“W…wha…excuse
me?”

Avery-succumbing to her
imagined pressure-stood up out of her seat and went into another
Friday night performance. “Oh, so just because we may have been
less than restrained with our bosses one night, you think we just
go around jumping all the men of position in this company?” She
finally looked over at Chase, then swung her gaze back over to me,
and then settled on Julian. “You guys have a hell of a lot of
nerve. You guys were behaving just as inappropriately as we were
Friday night, if not more since kidnapping is a capital offense in
this country. Hell, he-” She swept her arm
towards Chase. “-was just super inappropriate not two minutes ago.
Still, you don’t hear us accusing you guys of using this company as
your personal Tinder account.”

Okay, so
question answered. She didn’t
need alcohol to display her quirky ways.

Quinn
reached up and put her hand on
Avery’s arm. “Relax, Ace-”

Avery looked down at
Quinn. “Are you serious, Q? They just accused us of sleeping with
Mr. Douche Canoe. Seriously?”

“Avery, that
wasn’t what Julian was asking at all,” Chase corrected
her.

She
gave him a scathing look.
“Really? Well, then what is your definition of ‘inappropriate
dealings’?” Then she threw her hands up. “Look who I’m
asking.”

Julian cleared
his throat to direct Avery’s
attention back to him. “Avery, I wasn’t asking you girls if you’ve
slept with him. I was asking if he’s behaved unprofessional or
inappropriate with either of you ladies.” This morning Julian had
called Chase and me up to ask us if we thought the girls might be
more open to telling us about Spillner, now that we were on…uh,
friendlier terms. Chase said it couldn’t hurt to ask. So, here we
were…asking.

Avery
quietly sank back down in her
seat. I wanted so badly to wrap my arms around her embarrassed body
but talk about being hypocritical. Here we were, questioning them
about their boss’ possible unethical behavior, and all I wanted to
do was drag her back to my office and show her just how unethical a
boss could get. There was something seriously wrong with
me.

Quinn started
quietly patting Avery on the
back, trying to console her, as Avery dropped her head in her
hands. She was probably dusting off her resume in her head.
Luckily, it seemed like nothing fazed Quinn. “He’s never said or
done anything offensive to us, but I have caught him ogling women
as they walked by. Stuff like that.”

If I
hadn’t been so obsessed with
Avery, I might have missed how her body tensed up at Quinn’s
statement. “What about you, Imp?” I didn’t know if she was
answering my question or praying, because all I could hear was a
bunch of mumbling. “Avery?”

She
finally looked up at me. “He’s
never said or done anything to me, but you may want to question a
finance clerk named Lucy Alister.” The entire room was quiet,
waiting for her to continue. “She hasn’t said anything to me, but I
noticed that every time he comes around, she finds a reason to
excuse herself, or flat out runs off like she’s hiding from him or
something.” Avery’s shoulders slumped in such a disappointing way.
“I just figured I was reading too much into it and that if he was
really doing something to make her uncomfortable, she’d say
something.” She glanced at all three of us so sorrowfully. “It
didn’t occur to me that she’d have to go to Human Resources to do
it.” She shook her head. “I just wasn’t thinking.”

Chase piped
up. “Why wouldn’t she feel
comfortable going to Human Resources?”

Quinn
rolled her eyes. I wasn’t sure
if it was at him or because she deemed his question stupid. “Are
you that out of touch with the commoners, Your Highness?” she
snipped. However, that still didn’t help me figure out if the eye
roll was because of him or because of his question.

“Sweetheart,
walk those sexy as fuck legs right over and I’ll show you how in
touch I can be,” Chase replied lasciviously as he leaned back on
the couch, throwing his arms across the back, and spreading his
legs apart, making room for her to get comfortable.

Quinn ignored him and
said, “Because, you clown, your Human Resources manager is Mr.
Spillner’s sister-in-law.”

And just like that, all
the pieces fell together, and I was pissed.


Chapter 8


Envy: Because, apparently, wanting to get laid is
contagious.

 


Avery~

It
was already Thursday, but I seriously
contemplated calling in sick the rest of the week. I mean, how many
times could I embarrass myself in front my bosses? I wondered if
there were night classes on learning restraint. At the very least,
some online courses because I clearly needed
to work on not reacting so quickly. I also needed to thank God that
they hadn’t fired me yet.

After Quinn
had informed them that Cynthia
Giles, the Human Resources manager, was Mr. Spillner’s
sister-in-law, the guys had practically pushed us out of Julian’s
office, and we’d been instructed to tell D.C. that we had been
randomly selected to give feedback on one of our newest computing
programs. I knew whatever was going with our boss was serious, but
I had to admit, it had given me issues that Nicholas had been
completely professional during our meeting. Well, with the
exception of him calling me Imp that one time. But here, I had
spent all weekend imagining a different ending to last Friday
night, and I had spent all Monday morning worried that I was going
to get fired, and all along, he’d been unaffected by it
all.

I was such a
girl.

My desk phone
started to ring, bringing me
out of my female musings. I looked over, and because caller
identification was a gift from the gods, I was able to see that it
was Q, so I answered. “What up, homie?”

I
could picture her shaking her head.
My hood status was really only appreciated by Izzy. “Have you heard
anything from Nicholas about D.C.?”

“No. Why would
I?” I lowered my voice. “Do you really think they’re going to
discuss something that confidential with us?”

“I don’t
know…I mean, I guess not.” Her voice was just as quiet as mine.
“The suspense is killing me, though.”

“So, why not
call your boyfriend and ask him?” She was going to kill me, but I
was not going to be the only one stuck in this work tornado of bad
choices and unethical attraction.

“Chase is not
my boyfriend,” she hissed.

“Hmmmm…funny
how your mind automatically went to Chase,” I couldn’t help teasing
her. Besides, Chase was sex on a stick. I was pro-sleeping with
Chase.

“Know that I
kept my receipt, and I will return you and buy a replacement best
friend if you keep that up,” she threatened.

I
snorted her threat away.
“Isabella would never let you return me. Besides, you can’t return
something once you’ve damaged it, and believe me, you have damaged
me.”

“You haven’t
seen damaged,” Q huffed. “Now, will you get serious? I’m thinking
you should ask Nick what’s going on.”

“What? Why
don’t you ask him? It’s not like you weren’t one of the clowns in
Friday night’s circus, too.” Truth be told, I didn’t want to be
anywhere near Nicholas Savage. The attraction I felt for him was
unwise and addicting. Especially, since I had a vague idea of what
he was packing in those slacks of his. When we were up in the VIP
at Xavier’s and he had pulled me onto his lap, I had felt it.
His it, it. It had felt like
I’d been sitting on a log. Now, sexually, I wasn’t as open-minded
as Q, nor was I as selective as Isabella. I fell somewhere in
between. Since losing my virginity at the age of nineteen, I’ve
only had five sexual partners, two of which had been long time
boyfriends, Eric being the second of the two. So, while I didn’t
have a lot of penis experience, something told me Nicholas’ trouser
snake was way above average and I wanted nothing more than to find
out for myself.

“Because I
have no doubt that if you ask him, not only will he tell you, but
he’ll also probably divulge everything that has ever transpired
with this company,” she answered.

“Pfft, right.
Because Chase wouldn’t do the same for you?” How could she not see
that we were rowing the same fucked-up canoe? And it had holes in
the bottom.

I heard her
blow out a deep breath over
the phone. “Chase is a player, Ace. Whatever he feels for me would
be fucked out of his system after one night. Nick, on the other
hand, I think he really likes you.”

“He does
not like
me, Q. He was just caught up in the
same drunken moment we all were.” And because I was still smarting
from his lack of reaction to me on Monday, I added, “You saw him on
Monday. He didn’t even pay attention to me.”

“What?” she
whisper-yelled. “He couldn’t keep his damn eyes off you, Ace. You
were just too busy being mortified to notice.”

“Can we not-”
My phone started beeping with a call on the other line. “Q, I have
a call coming in. I’ll talk to you later, weirdo.”

“Love you,
psycho.” She hung up and I switched the call over without looking
at the name on the screen.

I
should have looked at the Caller
ID.

Instead, I answered,
“Avery Ellis.”

“Ms. Ellis,
this is Mr. Savage. Would you have moment to speak with me in my
office, or are you terribly busy?”

I immediately
resented him even asking if I
was busy. He was my boss’ boss’ boss. He knew even if I was busy, I
couldn’t tell him no. “Not at all, Mr. Savage. Would you like me to
bring Ms. Erickson with me?” Please, please, please make me bring Ms. Erickson
with me.

I thought I
heard him snicker a little.
“No, that won’t be necessary.”

“If you would
just give me a few moments to inform my boss that I will be away
from my desk, and then I’ll be-”

He cut
me off. “There’s no need to
inform Mr. Spillner.”

“Uh,
okay…uh...”

“Very good,
Ms. Ellis. I’ll see you in a few minutes.” He hung up before I
could reply.

I immediately
did the mature and
professional thing. I sped-walked to Quinn’s desk and slapped the
papers she was holding out of her hand. “What the fu-”

I bent over
and grabbed her by her
shoulders to make her face me. I leaned in and whispered, “He just
called me up to his office.”

She looked sightly
bewildered, like she was trying to decipher my madness. “Who?
Nick?”

“Yes. Nick.”
She clearly wasn’t grasping the severity of the situation. My
self-control sucked.

She stood
up and looked around over her
cubicle wall to make sure no one was eavesdropping. She grabbed
both my hands and held them in hers. “Relax, Ace. Take a deep
breath.”

“Qu-”

“Stop it,” she
instructed. “You have no idea why he wants to speak with you.” She
was right, of course. “The important thing here is that you’re not
getting fired.”

“How do you
know?”

“Because
they’d have to fire us both, and even though we would never do it,
we could sue the shit out of them,” she explained. “They don’t know
us well enough to know that we wouldn’t, so they’d have to err on
the side of caution. They have no legal reason to fire us,
Ace.”

“Q?” I had to
tell her the truth. I was going to need her advice and expertise in
case this meeting went south.

She took one
look at my face and knew I was
getting serious. “What’s up, Ace?”

“I’m not
really worried about getting fired.” I gave her a pointed look,
willing her to know what I meant without me having to actually say
the words.

She
searched my face, probably to
see if I was high, but then I saw the moment she figured out my
dirty, little secret. I should have known better when her face
broke out in a wicked grin that stretched from ear to traitorous
ear. She let go of my hands and brought her wrist up to get a look
at her watch. “If you’re not down by four, I’ll shut down your
workstation.” She winked at me.

The hussy.

“You’re not
helping, Q.”

“Better hurry.
Boss Man is waiting,” she teased.

I
did my best to intimidate her.
“Do you know what pay back is, Quinn?” I didn’t wait for her to
answer. “Pay back is when I trip you the next time you’re running
from Chase.”

She
stink-eyed me. “You wouldn’t,”
she hissed.

“If I end up
bent over an executive desk with my skirt up over my ass, not only
am I going to trip you, but I’m also going to push Chase on top of
you.”
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