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      “You can’t walk down the street without seeing tits and ass on display.” I step off the elevator and head down the hall toward my corporate apartment.

      My brother laughs on the other end of the call. “What do you expect? It’s Las Vegas.” He reminds me, “What happens there stays there.” Hudson loves to give me shit. I actually miss my tightknit family back in Atlanta, but this exciting town is starting to grow on me.

      I ignore the asshole standing at the end of the hall, staring at my door. This exclusive building requires identification to enter.

      “Ha-ha. You’re funny,” I tell my brother while pushing the apartment door open. Stepping across the threshold, I receive a blast straight to the chest. I swear the earth stops spinning as I stare across the room.

      “I’ll have to call you back,” I tell my brother and hang up on him.

      What the fuck? I step back and look at the silver numbers on the door to make sure I’m in the right apartment. Yep. This is the corporate apartment I’ve been staying in while my house is under construction. Thirteen-hour workdays six days a week have left me exhausted, and my tired mind can’t process the sight in front of me. I give my head a shake, trying to clear the cobwebs as I stare at the most perfect ass on earth. My vision blurs while fantasies of all the things I can do to her spectacular curves run through my stunned brain.

      The knockout dancing around my apartment with headphones on is dangerous. To my heart. I stare at the light blonde waves brushing the top of her mouthwatering heart-shaped ass and feel my cock turn to stone. “Eek!” The beauty jumps and throws her hand across her chest.

      “What are you doing here?” Her smoky voice seals the deal. This curvy little bombshell just stole my goddamn heart.

      “I’m…” Is that fucking growl coming from my lips? I clear my throat and try again. “I think that should be my question.” Now I understand the caveman urges that drove my brothers to claim their women. “Who are you, and what are you doing in my apartment?”

      “I’m Hunter Cannon. Maid for U sent me over to replace your regular cleaning lady.” An adorable blush moves over her peaches and cream cheeks as she points to the rag in her hand. “I’m sorry I didn’t finish earlier, but my supervisor told me you wouldn’t be here before six p.m. I came here right from class.” Her adorable rambling warms my heart.

      “Hunter?” Why would my gorgeous little soulmate have such a masculine name? In the process of blowing my mind and stealing my heart, Hunter is turning me into a babbling moron.

      “It’s a long story.” She rolls her sparkling emerald green eyes. “And I’m sure you’re not interested.”

      I have all the time in the world when it comes to you. I want to know everything. The words sit on the tip of my tongue, but I don’t want to scare her away. “I’m very interested,” I assure her. It’s official. I’ve lost my fucking marbles. I don’t have time to goddamn breathe right now, but I’ll find the time to woo my soulmate.

      Opening my luxury car dealership in Las Vegas has been a nightmare. After working around the clock for two months, there’s barely a light at the end of the tunnel. Unless I pull a miracle out of my ass, there’s no way we’ll open on time in two weeks. I guess my heart doesn’t care that it’s inconveniencing my exhausted mind. Worrying about opening Russo Motors on time takes a backseat as I stare down at my little love.

      Her eyes widen while a vein pounds furiously at the base of her neck. Watching her throat move up and down as she swallows sends hunger coursing through my blood. “I’ll give you the condensed version. My parents thought they were having a boy,” Hunter explains, and the sound of her voice soothes my soul. “When I surprised them, they didn’t have a girl name picked out, so,” she shrugs, “they named me Hunter.”

      Work worries fly out the window as I step closer and breathe in her delicate fragrance. Tucking a stray strand of blonde hair behind her ear, I lean down to whisper, “It fits you.” My heart is the stunning little hunter’s prey. A sudden thought causes my knees to almost buckle. If some crazy force hadn’t driven me to come home for lunch today, I would have missed her. The thought alone nearly brings me to my knees.

      “Thank you, Mr… uh…” She holds out her hand to me, and I pull my head out of my ass. I take her soft hand in mine and bring it to my lips. Electricity zips up my spine as our palms connect.

      “Brendan Russo.” I watch goosebumps run up her arm as I place a soft kiss on her delicate skin.

      “I’ll finish up and get out of your way, Mr. Russo.” She tries to pull her hand back, but I hold tightly.

      “You can call me Brendan.” Or anything you want. “And you’re not in my way.” Far from it. I don’t plan on ever letting Hunter Cannon get away. The reason for my midday excursion to the apartment pops into my mind. “I left important papers at home this morning. After I grab them, we can have lunch together.”

      Hunter blinks furiously while her white teeth dig into her bottom lip. “Lunch? Together?”

      I nod my head ‘yes’ as my eyes travel over her luscious curves. Every inch of her is stunning. The tight white t-shirt is stretched to the limit across her tempting tits. Maybe the fucker would do me a solid and rip. Now, I’m the one shaking my head to clear the crazy thoughts. What the fuck? I’m the reasonable Russo. Each time Cupid attacked one of my brothers, I made fun of them. But the shoe is on the other foot, and I’m now the one in the hot seat.

      “That’s right. I’d like to take you to lunch.” All the work waiting for me at the dealership can bite my ass. Winning over my soulmate just became my top priority. “We can spend the afternoon getting to know each other.”

      “I have to finish cleaning before I get lunch, and I can’t afford to take the afternoon off.” She won’t budge. My little soulmate is looking at me like I suddenly grew a second head. She’s not too far off. My second head is growing longer as I stare down at my little love.

      “This place looks perfect to me.” I point around the sterile apartment. “We’ll consider it finished.”

      “But,” Hunter protests. “My boss will have a fit if he finds out I didn’t complete the job.”

      “It will be our little secret.” I reach over and place my finger over her pouty lips. “Please have lunch with me. I want to get to know you.” That’s an understatement. I need to get to know everything about her. It’s necessary for my survival.
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      Hello, twilight zone. I stare up into his aqua-blue eyes and wonder if I’m dreaming. Today started off like any other Wednesday. I got up way-the-frick too early, rushed to class, then made my way over to the Sundune Corporate Apartments to clean for the afternoon. Never in my wildest dreams did I think Mr. Tall Dark Caveman would walk in and demand I spend time with him.

      I reach behind my back and pinch myself. Ouch. I’m definitely awake. “Uh, lunch sounds good.” Folding like a cheap suit, I throw caution to the wind. When am I likely to get such an exciting offer in the future? It’s not like hot hunks grow on trees. Staring at him, I feel my virgin girly parts wake up. The starched white dress shirt stretched across his massive chest and the dark suit pants hugging his trim hips emphasize the powerful body hidden beneath them. I never had any idea that five o’clock shadow really revs my engine, but I’d kill to run my tongue along his chiseled stubble-covered jaw.

      “Great.” He gives me a huge smile and I feel my insides melt. “I’ll order lunch. Would you prefer Italian or Chinese?”

      “I’m pretty easy,” slips out, and I almost smack my forehead after the flippant reply leaves my lips. Just scream out that you’re ripe for the picking. “I’ll eat anything,” I add, hoping to contain the damage my loose tongue and mushy mind are causing.

      While he orders lunch, I put away the cleaning supplies and head to the bathroom to freshen up. This whole situation is freaking nuts. I sit on the edge of his huge marble bathtub and take several deep breaths, trying to calm my racing heart. I’m about to freaking have lunch with the hottie. After a while, I realize I’ve been hiding out in his bathroom for several minutes. It’s time to face the music.
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