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I couldn't wait for the approval letter. I checked the mail daily, hoping it would be there. The new condos near the lake were finally going up, and I had put in my application the moment I saw them.

Only the best was getting in. It had everything I wanted, with no lousy crowd, no baby crying in the middle of the night, and no people stomping and partying. No, this was a place for elite people only.

One of the best things I liked about the application was the long list of non-candidates. No children under the age of thirteen, no one with a criminal record, but the best thing was that the amount per year salary was high, not just high, very high.

It took three weeks just to verify that I was able to apply. They were glad to send me the application once they saw my partnership with my law firm and my success rate in the courtroom.

Now, all I had to do was wait.

I was tired of waiting. I had never been patient, which is probably why I never married or had a steady relationship. I was the person who would skip a line if I could. Sometimes, I would pay my way to the front of a line. Everyone had a price; they just didn't like to admit it.

"Still waiting, huh?" Lindsey, my secretary, smiled as I walked into the office.

"Yup, you heard anything?" I asked.

"No, not yet," Lindsey sighed.

I knew that sigh. She was getting tired of me asking. I gave the association my personal number, office number, and Lindsey's.

I wanted out of my condo; the building was filled with riff-raff. The other day, I smelled pot as I got out of my car. Who the hell still smokes weed? 

I did it when I was in high school, but I stopped after I graduated.

"As soon as I hear anything I will let you know," Lindsey faked a smile.

"Thanks," I said as I went into my office.

Lindsey hated me; I knew it; she knew that I knew, but I didn't care. It was the reason I kept her as my secretary. She was good at her job, plus she was blonde. I had a massive thing for blondes.

I never took advantage of her in any way, and she was one of the highest-paid secretaries in the firm.

I knew many of the other partners and board members who took advantage of their secretaries any chance they got. Some got caught, others didn't. Some secretaries loved being taken advantage of by their bosses, but I didn't want the hassle.

I had a good escort service to care for my needs outside the workplace, which suited me perfectly. I could stare at Lindsey now and then, imagining what those lips could do.

"Damn," Leon said as he entered my office.

"You could knock," I said, looking up.

"Is it me or did Lindsey knockers grow?" Leon asked as he plummeted in the chair.

"She is thirty-six," I stated. "They stopped growing many years ago."

"They just look bigger today," Leon suggested.

"Nope, 32E just like yesterday and the day before, and they will be the same size tomorrow," I sat back in my chair. "What do you want?"

Logan and I had a love-hate work relationship. We were both good at our jobs, too good. We were both up for board seats, and that made us rivals.

"I just thought I should let you know," Leon smiled. "Richard and the others came by my office, and I have a dinner with them tomorrow."

I tried to hide my smile. "At Diegos?" I asked.

"Yes," Leon's smile left his face.

"At seven?"

"Yes."

"I had the same dinner with them yesterday," I sank back in my chair. "They will probably tell you the same thing they told me."

"Which is what?" Leon asked.

"You will have to find out," I sat forward. "Now close the door on your way out."

Leon wasn't happy I got my dinner with the higher-ups before him, but I already knew I was ahead of him and the others.

All I had to do was get one of our most prominent clients off his latest case, and I would be on the top floor with the rest of them.
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