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Chapter One

I hated job hunting. I’d stayed in
jobs I despised, with bosses I disliked and co-workers I either
didn’t like or actively disliked as intensely as my boss because I
just couldn’t bring myself to go out and try for something
else.

It was the sense of begging that
bothered me—like alms for the poor.

Please! Take me as your
slave so I can live in my broke down used car and eat scraps from
the food kitchens!

And yet, here I was …
again.

Because I’d let my little brother talk
me into a cross country, ‘vacation’ that featured getting a new job
in every damned state we crossed because we couldn’t actually
afford a real vacation.

The upside of it was that we’d gotten
to experience the slums in every big city across half the
country!

And in the background, we could see
the city skyline.

We’d also checked out public restrooms
across the country.

And I was currently filling out an
application for THE most exciting job I’d ever not gotten—cocktail
waitress at a pretty damned swank Casino.

At least, it looked swank to
me.

Of course, I’d never been in one
before so I supposed I wasn’t the best of judges, but there were
more nice things crammed together in one place than I’d ever seen
in my life. That said ‘swank’ to me all day long.

When I’d finished filling out the
application, I sat chewing my nails off nervously, while I went
back over it to see if there was anything I’d left out or something
I could add that might make me seem more employable.

It wasn’t that important, I
decided.

We still had a couple of hundred
dollars between us—me and Drew—a gas tank that was at least half
full, and we could sleep in the car if we had to. Granted, the
weather wasn’t the best for it—but we hadn’t died of heat stroke
yet!

I wasn’t sure of what to do with the
application when I’d decided I was done. I didn’t see the woman
that had given it to me, damn it. While I was standing with it my
hand—no doubt looking as lost and dismayed as I felt—I happened to
notice this sort of big fellow heading in my direction with a very
purposeful stride.

Ok. I decided he wasn’t ‘sort of’ big
when he got closer. He was big.

Really big I realized when he stopped
in front of me.

Like whoa big!

Better than six feet at a guess and
built like a weightlifter.

Native American—no guess there. He
looked like an Indian chief—right down to the black braids and the
medicine man beaded choker.

I’d never thought I was particularly
attracted to native American—maybe because I’d never actually seen
one—but my belly did a free fall when I met his exotic gaze. I
think my jaw might have followed, because I lost any ability to
talk. Or think, really.

He was just that awesome!

He removed my application from my limp
hold and glanced at it.

Then he nudged his head toward a door
behind me. “We can talk in my office.”

He spoke English! I was so
amazed.

I didn’t have a clue of what he’d
said—because I was too busy watching his beautifully shaped lips
move and listening to the deep, thrilling timber of his voice—but I
was amazed—at the effect he had on me. And when he walked past, I
followed like a sleepwalker.

Then I discovered he wanted me to
follow him into a very small room and shut the door.

When it already felt like he was
sucking up all the air.

Finally, because he looked at me
strangely, I stepped into the office and closed the door and then I
just sort of collapsed in the big chair that sat in front of his
desk.

It had one of those damned whoopee
cushions built into it.

When I flopped down the damned thing
farted.

Loud enough it ejected me from the
chair.

As in, my ass glanced off of
it.

I turned to stare at the thing,
feeling my face flashing like a neon sign.

It was still flashing when I whipped a
look around to see if he was laughing his ass off at me.

He was studying my application, his
thick black brows drawn together in a deep frown, his mouth covered
by the hand he’d used to prop his chin on.

I was deeply suspicious of the hand
over his mouth, but I finally turned back around and sat very
gently on the very edge of the chair.

In a few minutes, he met my gaze and
there was just enough of a gleam in his dark eyes to convince me he
was secretly laughing his ass off at me.

“This says you’re from …
the east coast?”

I cleared my throat, tempted to just
get up and leave. Now that I was humiliated past bearing in front
of the ‘god’ I’d discovered. “Yeah.”

“What are you doing out
here?”

I shrugged. “Me and my brother wanted
to see a little bit of the country.”

He frowned. “You’re traveling with
your brother?”

“Yeah. Just the two of
us.”

“And he is …?”

It seemed a little weird to me that
he’d be interested in my brother, but I shrugged inwardly.
“Drew.”

He stared at me for a long moment.
“How old?”

“Oh!” I felt my face heat.
Between the whoopee cushion and the guys mega good looks, my brain
was a little foggy. “Uh … almost nineteen now—he’s still a
dependent, though, because he still lives with me. That’s why I put
him on the application.”

Realizing I was babbling, I pressed my
lips together.

“Sooo you’re planning on
moving on?”

Uh oh! That seemed like a pointed
question with bad vibes. “Well … it all depends, you know. We’re
checking it out—looking to settle,” I lied straight faced. Because
we were just vacationing. We planned to go home, but I could see he
didn’t want to hire me and have to turn around and replace me down
the road a week or two.

“When could you
start?”

Hot dog! “Uh … when would you need me
to?”

“Tonight?”

“Sure!”

He sat back in his seat, studying me.
“You didn’t ask what we were paying for the position.”

Because they never paid jack shit for
that kind of position? You were expected to earn tips to cover your
own wages. I shrugged. “I figured I’d mostly be relying on tips and
I heard a woman say the tips were pretty good.”

He didn’t look pleased when he looked
down at the application again and my heart sank. We were going to
have to head on down the road and look some more. We surely
couldn’t allow our bank roll to get too low or we wouldn’t make it
home again.

It wasn’t like we had anybody to help
us out.

It had literally just been the two of
us since our mom had died ten years earlier—and actually almost
just me because I was legally an adult and he wasn’t when mom
died—but I’d been determined to hang on to my brother and I’d
won.

Because I ran with him.

But I sure as hell wasn’t letting him
end up in foster care!

He drew my attention back from my own
thoughts when he sat up in his chair and eyed me
assessingly.

And that was when I noticed he was
giving me that male assessing look—like undressing you and thinking
about all the things he wanted to do to you look.

I might have leapt up from the chair
and made my excuses except the moment I noticed that look all the
starch went out of me—like everywhere at once. If I hadn’t frozen
like rigor mortis in place, I would probably have wilted onto the
whoopee cushion.

But then, when my brains kicked in
again, I started to wonder if it was deliberate or
accidental.

Like he didn’t realize he was doing it
because he really felt like he wanted to eat me alive? Or he was
doing it on purpose to scare the shit out of me?

Just to see if I could handle that
kind of look?

Because life as a cocktail waitress
was rough if you didn’t know how to handle men coming on to you
that you didn’t want coming on to you.

I could always run later, I reasoned.
Just a couple of nights worth of tips would be enough to top off
our tanks and get us down the road a good piece—in either
direction. Toward home or the west coast.

And I’d honestly pretty much reached
my limit of ‘adventure’.

I just wasn’t an adventurous soul to
start with. I liked familiar.

I didn’t like feeling like I’d be lost
if I misplaced my map. I wanted to recognize my
surroundings.

And beyond that it was just plain
scary being ‘loose’ when I’d worn a really deep rut back home that
was just about impossible to fall out of. We’d had the same shit
apartment we’d had before my mom died. The same piece of shit car.
And I’d had the same job just forever. But I could always rely on
those things to survive so I didn’t totally hate my
life.

Living on the edge just fucking
sucked. It wasn’t fun!

Drew seemed to think so, but I
couldn’t have disagreed more. I just wanted ‘safe’.

I’d spoiled him, though. That was the
problem.

“We’re pretty shorthanded,
actually,” the Native American god said abruptly, nearly making me
jump out of my skin because my mind had wandered—again. “Let’s get
you a uniform and get you started tonight. Milly can train you
while it’s slack—we don’t start filling up until about ten. What
was your name again?”

“Abby.”

He nodded. I didn’t think he’d
forgotten it. I wasn’t sure if it was a way of putting me in my
place or if he was testing to see if I’d made it up-and then
forgotten I’d used a fictitious name.

He stopped when we’d left his office
and looked around like he was looking for someone he didn’t see
that was supposed to be there. Frowning after a moment, he summoned
me and headed down the main walkway between the machines and all
the way to a staircase. My belly was jumping around like a Mexican
jumping bean when he started up.

Hoping I wasn’t looking at the second
part of the interview, I followed him.

But it was just scary to think I might
find myself trapped in a room with him and no options.

Not that he wasn’t super attractive.
He was. But that was unnerving right by itself.

He took me to what looked like a
storage closet. “Size?”

I gaped at him, feeling my face heat
with discomfort.

“What size do you
wear?”

I wasn’t especially comfortable about
giving that out, but I did and was relieved when he handed me the
uniform his casino required with barely a glance.

It looked like a really small nine to
me, but maybe I could get my fat ass in it?

I still wasn’t comfortable that I’d
felt like I had to tell him, but I figured he’d probably forget it
inside of five minutes. It wasn’t like he’d asked for my cup
size!

But then again, I discovered he didn’t
have to. He had that piece of my anatomy as perfectly calculated as
if he’d measured my breasts.

He pointed me to a ladies room and
lounge down the hallway. “You can change there. There are lockers
you can store your things in in the lounge area and then you need
to find Milly when you get back downstairs.”

* * * *

The damned uniform pinched everywhere,
but I didn’t think it was because I’d put on any extra pounds. It
was clearly designed to display everything on the female body that
would blind a man to everything going on around him.

Top that off with a few drinks and
they needed a couple of bouncers—well and they had plenty of
security, I saw when I got back downstairs.

Most of them appeared to be Native
American, which made it impossible to figure out if my boss was
lurking around somewhere and also impossible to convince myself he
wasn’t.

Apparently, everyone was starting to
gather for the big rush.

A woman wearing a similar outfit to
the one I’d crammed myself into came up to me.

Her expression was way more guarded
than friendly. “You must be Abigail?”

“Abby.” I didn’t bother
explaining that my name was actually Abilene—because I’d been
conceived there and my mom was a romantic. Which was why I
preferred to be called Abby.

The woman nodded absently, checking me
out—really checking me out—like at first I thought she might be
about to proposition me. “What size do you wear?”

I released a sigh. “Nine.”

The woman pulled at the back. “Thought
so. This is a six.”

“Well shit! No wonder it
feels like it’s going to cut my coo … my coo ….”

There was something about the way she
was looking at me and trying to surreptitiously signal that made me
realize—finally—that I didn’t want to finish that
sentence.

Turning, I found myself staring at
gorgeous hunky Native American two. I might not have noticed except
I’d studied the first one very thoroughly. They might both be
Native American, both strangers, and around the same age and
build—and I couldn’t actually get a clear look because of the
angle, but the face was different. Actually, the build was
different. He looked taller.

“This is the new girl, Dy
…uh … Mr. Standing Bear,” the woman said.

I almost felt like my hair was
standing on end—because of the woman behind me—because I realized
as soon as she spoke why she’d looked at me the way she had. “Looks
like Mr. Kyle got the size wrong. I was just about to take her back
up to change.”

Mr. Dy … uh …Standing Bear hadn’t
taken his eyes off of my breasts from the time I’d turned
around.

I wasn’t surprised, actually. It had
taken all I could do to stuff them into the top deeply enough to
take my nipples off display and I knew it looked like they would
just fall right out if I sneezed hard.

That was enough to rivet any man’s
attention.

That liked women.

And clearly he did.

He lifted his gaze at the comment and
speared me with it—deep black with just a hairline of dark brown
around the edges.

I got a peripheral impression of a
face that was harshly angular and pretty devastatingly attractive
in a way that made my coo-coo clap enthusiastically.

His bear, I discovered
when I dragged my gaze from his to check to make sure my breasts
were still tucked in, was
standing.

At least I thought so. Might have been
an optical illusion—or wishful thinking, I realized. He looked
mature—well past the jack-in-the-box stage where the bear just
leapt up any time a thought crossed his mind.

But then again, he was just the right
height to look straight down my cleavage to my belly
button.

“Abigail Holland?” he
asked in a husky, deep voice that made my-coo—my-coo start chewing
my panties.

“She goes by Abby,” the
woman corrected him, grasping my arm around the elbow and leading
me off.

I was grateful. When we’d attained a
little distance, my brain kicked in again, I mentally kicked
coo-coo and total the dumb bitch to behave and glanced uneasily at
the woman who held my life in her hands. The woman who had a thing
for the boss. “Who was that again?”

“The big boss—Dylan
Standing Bear. His brother, Kyle, is the one that hired
you.”

“I was afraid of that,” I
muttered—feeling like I was on a sinking ship.

“Dylan’s the good looking
one,” she murmured, watching my reaction like a cat ready to
pounce.

“Oh? Which one was Dylan
again?”

I could see she didn’t believe a word
of the lie I’d just told, but it at least left her
guessing.

I mean, sure I thought the Standing
Bear brothers were amazing! But there were a lot of things I
enjoyed looking at that I didn’t need to possess to be happy about.
I could just enjoy looking.

And in point of fact, I’d found that
‘not buying’ usually made me happiest.

My fantasies were always ten times
better than reality.

I dismissed it. I only needed to work
there a couple of weeks and me and Drew would be fine. What could
go wrong in just a couple of weeks?

It transpired—a lot more than I would
ever have thought possible.







Chapter Two

I was damned if I could tell a hell of
a lot difference between the fit of the six and the fit of the
nine—beyond the fact that I could actually bury my nipples below
the rim of the bra top.

I still had camel toes and more fabric
up my ass than covering the cheeks.

Fortunately, it was pretty dark inside
and crowded enough I felt like it was safe to dig the wedgie out of
my butt when it just got too miserable.

And I was busy enough most of the time
it distracted me from my discomfort.

Drew showed up about an hour into my
shift when he was supposed to be laying low, grabbed me from behind
and damned near made me throw my tray into the air.

Thankfully, it was empty at the
time.

I gasped and whirled, ready to chew
some major ass. “Drew!”

He laughed and scooped me into a bear
hug. “I knew you’d get it!”

“Well, I’m going to lose
it just as fast if you keep that up!”

One of the Standing Bear brothers
appeared directly beside us so fast—it was like
‘sudden’.
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