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      ~Nicole~

      

      I’m sorry for the difficult situation you’ve ended up in, but I don’t quite see what you want me to do about it.

      I looked at the letter with bloodshot eyes, my hands shaking a bit. With rage or with hurt, I didn’t know.

      You’re a grown woman, so I’m sure you can figure out a solution. Until then, I need to focus on my own career. I wish you the absolute best, but I think we should keep our distance until this blows over.

      I couldn’t believe it. But then again, I was always everyone’s second choice. From the day I was born, those who were supposed to care about me the most had been tossing me aside; their second-rate obligation.

      Well that was fine. I would survive on my ow- No. I would flourish. That would show them.

      Crumpling the letter up, I got on the bus with suitcase in hand, and I never looked back.
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      “Thank you so much for answering all of our questions, we’ll give you a call soon to let you know what we’ve decided.”

      “Thank you,” I said, standing and offering my hand. “I very much look forward to hearing from you.” Except they weren’t going to call me. I knew it, my interviewer knew it, and I was sure the woman at the front desk knew it.

      “No problem. If you want to step outside, the receptionist will show you out.”

      “Of course.” I gave them a polite smile, trying not to let my expression falter until I was back outside at the relative safety of the bus stop.

      I had been doing great, answering all their questions sincerely and I had the relevant experience, but the entire interview I could tell that something was off. Most likely they had already hired their quota and were just interviewing me as a backup if someone didn’t show up.

      Dammit!

      I’d been trolling around Vegas for two weeks and I didn’t even have a place to live yet. And I couldn’t find a place to live without a job. Sure, maybe I could have planned my departure from my hometown a little better, but I didn’t see why that was interfering with people wanting to hire me. People moved, didn’t they? All the time!

      Well, I could always be wrong. Maybe they would call me in two days and give me the job offer. But I doubted it. After so many interviews, I had managed to get a sense of when I was gelling with the interviewer or not.

      I sighed and checked my watch. I still had one more meeting before I could run away to my hostel for the night. If there was one thing I was grateful for in this entire situation, it was cheap boarding in the city.

      But money was running out and I couldn’t stay there forever. I needed a job and I needed it ASAP. Sure, I was saving tons by having a track phone and only riding public transportation, but I needed more money in and less money out.

      I just had to cross my fingers and hope that the next interview would be the one.

      I looked at my phone again. I could still just barely connect to the café’s wifi that was at the corner of the street. Pulling up the bus schedule, I had about a half an hour wait until my ride came.

      Well, that was no problem. After living in the frigid Northeast for so long, I was happy to just sit out and soak up some sun.

      But not without proper protection, of course. I pulled out some sunscreen from my purse and slathered my shoulders, my knees and my shins, which were all of my general burn zones. Unfortunately, I did have to leave my face bare, as I had been allergic to sunscreen there since I was a wee little girl.

      It was not a pleasant experience discovering it, believe you me, but I had quickly learned to never put anything with an SPF on my face again.

      Instead, I relied on big, floppy hats, which I promptly pulled out of my bag after replacing the sunscreen. Looking around, I found a nice tree to sit under on one of the medians in the parking lot and went about people and traffic watching.

      Vegas certainly was different from home, but that was what I was looking for, wasn’t it? Something so far away and so different that nobody could know who I was or the baggage following along behind me.

      When I had first arrived, I had imagined neon everything. And while I hadn’t been entirely wrong, the farther away from the strip one traveled, the more everything just started to look tired and desert-like.

      Not that that was a bad thing. The tiredness told a story. Ones of gambling and mobs and dreams both conquered and dashed. This was the kind of place someone could fall in love with or be crushed by.  I just hoped that I was the former.

      The people were something else too. So many tanned, toned bodies, and people who seemed to already look like movie stars. While I knew I was no ugly duckling, these people made me feel frumpy, pasty and awkward.

      But that was okay. The last thing I was looking for now was a relationship. But I couldn’t help but think that, once I was gainfully employed, that I might dye my hair a crazy color like all of the unicorns and mermaids all around me.

      At least my skin color wasn’t what made me stand out. After growing up in a small, Podunk town in the middle of nowhere, being half Asian had made me stand out almost as bad as ‘that one black kid’ that was at our school for one year before transferring. But in Vegas… well everyone was a different color and no one looked twice at the mixed-race woman getting on the bus.

      Speaking of the bus, I was pretty sure that I saw my number rounding the corner. Had it been a half hour already? Time certainly flew! I felt like it was the first break that I had gotten all day and it was over.

      Oh well, all of the nose to the grindstone business would pay off when I had a job and an apartment. I just had to tough it through the uncomfortable parts.

      And if there was one thing I knew about myself, it was that I could tough out pretty much anything on my own. A lesson I had learned as a child, and I hadn’t forgotten it since.

      [image: ]

      I looked up and down at the ramshackle building in front of me. Latching onto the wifi of the nearby McDonalds, I double checked the address and saw that yes, indeed it was.

      “That doesn’t bode well…” I murmured to myself, pacing back and forth in front of it.

      The windows were all beige with dirt and the venetian blinds were either crooked or broken. The front door had no sign and there were only two cars in the parking lot.

      …Oh dear. I knew that this couldn’t be good, but what choice did I have? Sighing, I opened the front door and headed in.

      Only to find no one inside.

      There was a front desk, alright, but it was completely empty, and there was a nice layer of dust all over everything. I walked around the room a couple of times and everything looked unused and incredibly old.

      “Ah! May I help you?”

      I nearly jumped out of my skin and whipped around, my heart in my throat. I saw there was a man standing at a door at the other side of the room, a sleezy car salesman smile on his face.

      “I’m here for an interview.” I said, regretting the words as they left my mouth.

      “Ah, yes! Nikki, right?”

      “Nicole.” I corrected.

      “Nicole, of course, I should have remembered! Right this way.” He gestured for me to follow him down the hall and I did, wondering if this was how I got axe murdered.

      He led me to an office that was almost as dusty as the front area, and the chair I sat in was creaky as all get out. It was about as uncomfortable as I could physically get without being directly attacked, but I pasted on my customer service smile and readied myself for the questions.

      “So, is the call center at another location?” I asked, looking around. I could already tell there wasn’t one here. There was no humming of the servers, or sounds of workers, or even toilets flushing. And call center employees took a lot of bathroom breaks. It was the only way to escape the monotony of taking call after call on a headset with people who forgot that you were human.

      “Great question!” Double uh-oh. “In the modern word with email, texts and social media, we realized the call center set up was inherently dated. So, we decided to throw the old paradigms away and start up entirely new!

      “You see, if you want to stand out nowadays, you have to stand out. And we think the best way to stand out is to meet face to face with our consumers! Connect with them on a personal level, you know?”

      I looked flatly at him, smile sliding from my face. “This is a door to door sales gig, isn’t it?” I asked dryly.

      “Oh, I can understand why you might think that from the outside looking in, but I think you’ll find that we’re tightly knit family hoping to expand our communities into-”

      There were a lot of sucky things in life I could tolerate but being duped for an interview was not one of them. Man, I should have noticed all the red flags, but I was so desperate…

      “Thanks for your time, but I’m not interested in canvassing or door to door sales.” I stood up and offered my hand, only for the man to start blustering.

      “We’re really not-”

      Ugh. I could see that he was still trying to pull the wool over my eyes and slide that sales grease all over me. If there was one thing that I had learned in my year and a half of call center work, there was a good way to sell things and a bad way, and this guy was screaming the bad way.

      “You have a good day now.” I said, dropping my hand and turning around to leave.

      I was able to find my way out, the man following me the whole time and telling me that I was making a mistake, but I ignored him.

      He was lucky I didn’t pop him one. But thankfully, I had gotten most of my temper issues out when I was a young kid who was tired of being called racial slurs on the playground.

      By the time I made it to the door, he was screaming at me that I would regret my choice, but I was so done. Rage and disappointment mixed inside of me, making me more nauseous than anything else.

      Walking back over to the McDonalds, I logged into their wifi and checked the bus schedule.

      “Well isn’t it my lucky day,” I groused to myself, seeing there was going to be an hour and a half until a bus came by that I could take to another bus before finally getting to the neighborhood where my hostel was.

      Or… I could take a bus in fifteen minutes right down to the strip and get drunk in a casino bar just for being there.

      …that was a good way to accidentally spend too much, but honestly, I needed the break.

      Treating myself to a cold glass of water and the cheapest food item they had, I headed back to the bus stop.

      I could start everything over tomorrow. For tonight, I just wanted to forget.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ~James~

          

        

      

    

    
      “I’m gonna get so wasted tonight!”

      “Calm down, Jake, we’re going to a magic show. You don’t want to be messy.”

      “Yeah, why the hell you chose to go to a magic show on our first night in Vegas is beyond me, Missy.”

      I listened as the ten people in the limo with me bantered about. They were my top sales people from the past quarter, and they were certainly a lively bunch.

      Then again, I knew that. While my company had just hit our first billion in profit in a fiscal year, we were still small enough where I knew all of them, their names and their quirks.

      Perhaps it was a waste of resources to take my board and my top ten to an all-expenses paid, three-day getaway to Vegas, but we had earned it. We had been working so hard for so long, I had to do something amazing to reward them.

      Of course, part of that had involved a contest where the first place person got to pick what show we went to on the first night and the second place winning on the second night. Melissa Decanther had blown everyone away, winning the chance to choose for our premier night in Vegas.

      Unfortunately for some of our group, Missy was a magic enthusiast. She adored everything mildly hocus or pocus and when she found out one of her favorite magicians was going to be performing, she claimed that faster than a wildfire in California.

      Personally, I couldn’t care less. If I didn’t like the show, I could just slip down to the casino and have some fun. I was in the mood to go with the flow and have some fun; I wasn’t going to be particular about it.

      We arrived and pulled into the valet lane to get dropped off. We lucked out that there was room at the hotel connected to the casino where the magician was performing, and I booked all of my top earners fairly nice accommodations while I bought myself one of the most expansive suites with my own money.

      I honestly never would have thought that we would come so far in such a short amount of time. My business had been an idea for nearly a decade, but only up and running for three years. We had spent fourteen months completely in the red, so the thought that twenty-two months later we would be in our first billion of pure profit was insane.

      I felt no shortage of pride as I watched them all hiding in. I took up the end of the procession, preferring to watch over them like little ducks parading through the hotel.

      We had our own guide waiting for us, one that I had made my secretary set up and everything. I had offered for her to join us as well, but she had declined as she would prefer to stay out of the city of sin. I, of course, thought that was ridiculous, but I didn’t tell her as much.

      “Hello!” The guide said, walking right up to us like she knew us. But I supposed that was her job. If I recalled right, my secretary had sent pictures of all of us as well as mini-bios with all of our likes. “How were all of your travels?”

      There was a murmur of generally positive phrases, and her smile just grew that much more broad.

      “Fantastic! Now you all arrived fifteen minutes before schedule, so that is fantastic! If you want to follow me to the bar, we’re whipping up the favorite drinks that were included in your profile, and then we’ll head to the show, where you’ll be in some of the best seats in the house!”

      “Oh my God!” Missy cried, jumping up and down. “I’m so excited, like so unbelievably excited. You don’t even know.”

      “Boy, I know.” Vanessa said from the middle of our gaggle. “You wouldn’t shut up about it the entire flight. I could literally recite every single thing you know about this stupid magician in alphabetical order.”

      “Come on, I wasn’t that bad!”

      “Guys,” I said, cutting in. They all fell silent, surprised by my interjection. I was told I had that sort of effect on people. I wasn’t sure if it was because of my height, my broad frame or my deep voice, but whatever worked, worked. “I think the guide is waiting to get us those drinks.”

      “Oh, right…”

      They fell in line after that, and we walked over to the oversized, overwrought and overly lit bar that took up nearly an entire wall of the casino. It was styled to be retro, with plenty of attractive workers to sate people’s thirst with their specialty drinks.

      Casinos were funny that way. There was a whole slew of alcoholic beverages that they gave out for free; with a dozen or so servers walking across the floor offering them on the regular. These were to make sure people stayed tipsy or drunk, because inebriated people always spent more than they should.

      But on top of all those free libations, there were drinks you could pay more for. These were usually top shelf alcoholic drinks, or one that required a ton of ingredients. And, of course, every bartender’s worst nightmare: the mojito.

      I had made sure to buy us a package that included unlimited signature drinks however. Sure, it had been a pretty penny, but what was the point of making money if you didn’t spend it? Nothing. I was born without it and I would die without it. It wasn’t like I had any kids to pass it on to like my own Dad had.

      The bartenders were on their game. There were eleven drinks all lined up in a row, yet none of them were watered down by the ice melting yet. One by one, we picked up the drinks on our profile until I grabbed my gin and tonic.

      Sure, it wasn’t the most exciting drink, but I didn’t need some fruity, elaborate cocktail. If I was having alcohol, I wanted to taste the alcohol. After all, what was a drink without a little burn?

      We made it to the auditorium without any other shenanigans, and I saw there was indeed a line down the hall and out the door, but we breezed right past it, and our guide lead us down to the comfy, recliner seats where we all filed in to sit down.

      “Now you’ll notice on the side of your seat that there’s a call button. Feel free to press that if you need anything! After the show, just stop by the front desk and you will be given your room assignments, key cards and anything else you might need! My name is Becky, and I hope y’all enjoy the show!”

      She gave us a cheesy little salute then hustled off, no doubt just in time to greet another group.

      “I cannot thank you enough for this!” Missy said, turning and looking to me with big eyes from her seat.

      “Don’t worry about it. You earned it.” I gave her a short smile, but that was it. I had long since learned that I needed to walk a fine line with some of my employees. Not because they were scheming or dangerous, just that some of them developed crushes far too easily and relationships were the last thing I was interested in. It just so happened that Melissa was a hopeless romantic, and had probably cycled through everyone in the office at least once for her crush du jour.

      Luckily, I didn’t have to worry about that for long, because the lights were dimming and the show was underway.

      It wasn’t half bad, but it also was wholly not my thing. I gave it a solid twenty minutes to see if it could catch my attention, but after the good ol’ college try, I told my crew I was going to head to the bathroom and ducked out.

      Once I was safely in the hall, I pulled out my phone and checked it. Nothing peeved me more than people who let their bright screens ruin other people’s experience in a movie theater, so between traveling and arriving, I hadn’t had time to check it in ages.

      There were still quite a few emails from work, but all of those could wait until tomorrow. I saw I had a couple of text messages, so I clicked on that first.

      One was from the local burrito joint telling me about a special. I realized, given my net worth, using a coupon on a ten-dollar burrito bowl wasn’t going to affect me one way or the other, but my frugal nature had been passed down by my mother so I wasn’t going to shake it anytime soon.

      But the second text was from Clarissa.

      Great.

      Clarissa was a beautiful, intelligent and capable woman that I had met in a conference about five years back. Unfortunately, she also happened to be madly in love with me.

      She often tried to hide it, and I certainly didn’t do anything to encourage it, but sometimes you couldn’t help what you felt. Once, long ago, she had been my booty call, and while she still tried to reconnect every now and then, I always refused her.

      I quickly messaged her that I was in Vegas and I hoped that she was doing well then tucked my phone away.

      But her message had me remembering all the nights we used to spend together, entangled around each other’s bodies. Sweating, moaning, exploring.

      Shaking my head, I decided to head to that same overwrought bar. My gin and tonic was almost empty anyways.

      I stopped as I headed into the casino side of the building, looking around and taking it all in. The lights, the smells, the sounds. I could see how people were taken in and left with nothing by its unforgiving bosom.

      I, however, wasn’t really interested in gambling tonight. Instead, I was much more about getting my drink on, so I continued my trek back to the bar.

      All was going well, no surprises or anything like that, but as I approached the old watering hole, my eyes caught on a particular woman sitting there.

      She was in a nice white blouse and a black pencil skirt, sensible heels on her feet, although one of them had fallen to the floor behind her stool. Her jet-black hair was done up in a braided crown around her head, and while I couldn’t see her full face, I could tell that she was looking into her wallet furtively, counting something while the bartender waited there somewhat impatiently.

      I didn’t know what struck me about her, but there was definitely something. Maybe it was her round ass as it perched atop the stool, maybe it was the proud but somewhat defeated slump to her shoulders. Either way, without even deciding, my body took me over to the bar, where I leaned on the counter and addressed the bartender.

      “I’ll take care of what she’s having,” I said, placing my empty glass on the bar. “And I’ll take a refill on the gin and tonic.”

      The woman looked up at me, surprised, her almond eyes blinking slightly. She was wearing minimal, professional-esque makeup, but her cat eyeliner emphasized the interesting shapes of her features. If I had to guess, she was most likely mixed race, maybe Asian or Latina and definitely Caucasian.

      “You looked like you need a change of luck,” I said simply, giving her a bit of a shrug.

      For a moment, I was sure that she was going to tell me to step off, but instead she sighed and gratefully took the drink the server slid to her.

      “You’re more right than you know.”
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      Of all the things I had expected to happen at the Casino, it was not a tall, devastatingly handsome man approaching me and buying my drink when the magnetic strip of my card gave out.

      I couldn’t believe it, and I had to blink multiple times to be sure that what I thought was happening was indeed happening. But sure enough, the guy was taking care of my drink and getting one of his own.

      At first, I thought he was going to proposition me, or tell me that I owed him or something, but instead he just turned to me with an understanding look and said that I looked like I could use one.

      Who was I to look a gift horse in the mouth. I agreed, and hastily started drinking the beverage before he could try to change his mind and take it back.

      “Huh, I didn’t know you needed it that badly,” he said, a wry smile on his face.

      It was funny, his voice was low and borderline threatening, but his tone was jovial, and his expression was inviting. It was like when professional fighters or wrestlers were polite. You could see that they were being sweethearts, but their intense muscles and scars often spoke otherwise.

      “It’s been that kind of day,” I said, slamming the glass onto the counter once I was done.

      “I’ve had a few of those,” he laughed gently and looked to the bartender. “Her drinks are on me tonight. All of them.” He gave me a wink on the last part. “As long as you drink responsibly, that is.”

      “You serious?” I asked, narrowing my eyes at him.

      “Almost always,” he shot back.

      “Alright then,” I turned to the bartender and batted my eyelashes. “I’ll take your pink sapphire martini with all top shelf ingredients.” I quickly flicked my gaze back to him to see if he was regretting his decision, but he looked just as nonplussed as when he offered.

      Huh, I thought that would have phased him. I was old enough where I’d encountered men who tried to impress me with how much money they were willing to spend on me only to balk when I ordered anything above six dollars. And the pink sapphire was somewhere around forty to a hundred dollars depending on which casino you were in.

      “Good choice,” he said, sipping his own gin and tonic. I had to take in his whole aesthetic while he stood there.

      He was tall, well over six foot, and his shoulders were quite broad. Even with the expensive suit he was wearing, I could tell that he was muscled for the gods. His face was quite handsome, angular and framed with blond hair, highlighting his angular, intense eyes.

      All in all, he was the kind of guy that I would normally watch out for. There was a certain group of people who tended to say they were suffering from “yellow fever” to me, and they tended to be businessmen who were used to everyone kowtowing to them. But so far, he hadn’t even tried to hit on me. Was he trying to, dare I say it, have a real conversation?

      Unheard of. And yet, he had definitely caught my interest.

      “So, do you do this often?”

      “There are a whole lot of variables in this situation for me to know what ‘this’ means.”

      “Buy strange women fifty-dollar drinks in bars.”

      “Oh, so you’re strange now? Do tell me how.”

      I laughed at that. I was not used to someone bantering back with me, in fact I was pretty sure that this was the longest conversation I had had with someone since I had arrived in Vegas, but I definitely appreciated the change.

      “Well, why don’t we start with names?” I asked, smiling wryly. “I’m Nicole.”

      “James,” he responded, offering his hand.

      I shook it, trying not to marvel at how my small, tanned hand completely disappeared within his pale, large one.

      “So, what brings you here?” I asked.

      “Celebrating a business milestone. You?”

      “Trying to create a life milestone.”

      “Sounds intense.”

      “You’d be right again,” I said, taking the new drink that the bar tender automatically left in front of me and sipping at it. Man, it definitely made a difference to have money; the treatment was like night and day.

      He chuckled lightly, and the conversation went on. I was surprised by how entertaining and respectful it was. Even as I was getting tipsy, he didn’t try to make a move or be a creep. It was so refreshing that I was disappointed when my phone alarm went off, telling me I needed to leave now if I wanted to catch the last bus.

      “Are we having a Cinderella moment here?” He asked, laughing lightly.

      “You could call it that,” I said, blushing ever so slightly. “I need to make sure I make it to the bus stop or I’ll be stranded here all night.”

      I didn’t miss the disappointed look that crossed his face, but he straightened and gave the smallest of bows. “Then by all means, perhaps I can walk you to the door?”

      “Really? You serious?” I knew it was the second time that I had asked him that, but it wasn’t my fault that he kept surprising me!

      “Isn’t that the gentlemanly thing to do?”

      “I suppose it is,” I said, wiggling out of my seat and putting my heel back on. “Well, if you are offering, I am more than happy to accept.”

      “Perfect.” He turned to grab his drink from the counter and I just kept walking, figuring he would catch up to me in just a few small steps considering his long legs.

      But I barely made it a couple of steps before a shadow suddenly loomed in front of me and I was looking into the red eyes of a clearly inebriated stranger.

      “Hey there, beautiful! What are you doing tonight?”

      Ugh, now this was what I was used to. I tried to step away, but he threw his arm over my shoulders and hung heavily from my frame.

      “I have to go.” I said, attempting to push him off.

      “What? Why! It’s Vegas baby! You should be having the time of your life!”

      “I appreciate the sentiment, but I’d-”

      Out of nowhere, two large hands alighted on the man’s shoulders and forcibly removed him from my body. I looked behind me, completely gob smacked, to see none other than James standing behind me.

      “Excuse you, but I believe the lady needed to leave.” He said, voice low and dangerous.

      The drunkard cowered, his eyes wide, and he scuttled off, leaving me staring up at my savior with shock.

      “Thank you,” I said breathlessly.

      “It is no problem.” He looked at the expensive watch on his wrist. “Did you miss your window?”

      I looked down at my phone and my stomach dropped. “Oh geeze… maybe. It’s gonna be close.”

      “You know what?” he murmured, offering me his arm. “Why don’t we talk a little more, and I can hail you a cab?”

      Wow, what a turn my luck had taken. “Why would you do that?”

      “Because you’re beautiful and you make me laugh, so I’d enjoy your company a bit longer.”

      Well, I certainly couldn’t fault him for being honest. Although it certainly wasn’t the first time that I had been called beautiful, there was certainly a matter of factness to his tone that tickled me in all the right ways.

      How long had it been since I had connected with someone like this? Felt true, easy going chemistry and good conversation? Ages. And I couldn’t help but wonder if he was as thoughtful in between the sheets as he was out of them.

      “I think I’ll take you up on that,” I answered, raising my chin to look up at him with half-lidded eyes. “Why don’t you show me to your room where we can talk without yelling over all the jackpot winners?”

      “That sounds like a great idea,” he said, letting me loop my arm through his and leading me off towards the hotel half of the building.

      Whatever happened, this was certainly going to be my first night to remember since I had moved here. I just hoped that they were good memories.
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      It wasn’t until I was almost to the central elevators that dominated most of the hotel that I realized one incredibly crucial fact.

      I didn’t know where my room was, nor did I have a key.

      Whoops.

      Quickly I turned and changed our direction back towards the front desk. If Nicole thought it was strange, she said nothing, and just followed along blissfully.

      To be perfectly honest, while I had certainly hoped to find at least one beautiful woman to spend a night or two with on our trip, but I didn’t expect to find one on the first night. Let alone one so charming.

      It helped that she was incredibly beautiful too. I had noticed it when I first walked up, of course, but after watching her laugh and emote and otherwise banter with me, I realized just how alluring she was.

      She had a heart shaped face, complete with high cheekbones and full, plush lips. Her lashes were long, further exaggerating her enticing eyes, and her cleavage was just hinted at between the buttons of her nice shirt.

      “May I help you?” The receptionist at the desk looked up, smiling with the same customer service grin our guide had.

      “James Hines,” I said, handing over my ID.

      She took it and typed for a moment, and I thought it was impossible, but her smile grew that much more broad. “Ah, Mr. Hines! I see you are in our presidential suite.” She did some things behind the counter that I couldn’t see, then handed me a business card and a small welcome booklet. “All you have to do is go to the center elevator, scan your room card, and it will take you up to the twenty fifth floor.

      “From there, you are the first and only door to you right, where you can enjoy a clear view of the skyline over the city, your own aerial pool and of course all of our other amenities. If you need anything, feel free to call our twenty-four-hour room service where you will have priority as a thank you for joining our Presidential club.”

      “Sounds like a plan,” I said, taking the card and booklet from her then finally heading towards the elevator.

      To Nicole’s credit, she stayed straight faced and didn’t say a thing until we were in the elevator and the overly polished doors closed in front of us.

      “You have a Presidential Suite?” She asked, obviously impressed.

      “According to the receptionist, yes.”

      “You’re some sort of big deal, aren’t you?”

      I smiled at that. “Well, it depends on who you ask. To most people, no. But to a very select few, maybe.”

      She nudged me, shaking her head. “I don’t know if you’re being humble or cagey, but you know how many specials I’ve seen about these amazing suites that I can never afford? If you would have told me this morning that I would be going into one, I would tell you that you were crazy.”

      “That’s understandable. If someone told me that I would be spending the evening with a beautiful woman who’s had an awful day… well I would probably tell you that wasn’t very surprising.”

      She huffed at that, but it was a good-natured sound. “Cocky.”

      “But is it really cocky when my claims are corroborated by evidence?”

      “…I guess we’ll have to find that out.”

      I raised my eyebrow at that. True, while I was taking a beautiful woman back to my room, that in no way was a guarantee that my night would be ending in sex. “Will we now?”

      “Maybe, if you play your cards right.”

      My brain was quickly trying to think of a retort to that, but my mind already shot off in a dozen different directions, imagining her in about a dozen different positions. God, she was sexy, and I was sure that she would be even more delicious without that business professional outfit of hers.

      But then the doors were opening, and she was already walking down the hall, a slight skip to her step.

      I caught up with her quickly, my long legs easily doubling the distance of hers, and I actually reached my hotel door before she did. Quickly sliding my card, I opened the entrance and gestured for her to go inside.

      She did, her eyes widening as she passed me, and I enjoyed looking at her reaction more than I cared about the room itself.

      Not that it was anything to sneeze at. The Presidential suite lived up to its name, containing a full kitchen, a sitting area, a bedroom, a bathroom, a jacuzzi room and the attached, outdoor pool.

      The ceiling was incredibly high, easily going up two to three stories, and I spotted a loft over the kitchen. I wasn’t sure what the hell was up on the loft or why one needed it in a hotel room, but I certainly wasn’t complaining.

      “This. Is. Amazing.” She said, looking around with complete and total wonder.

      Honestly, her excitement was refreshing. Too often, I took a lot of the things I was able to do for granted. Seeing it through a set of honest, genuine eyes like hers tended to put everything in perspective.

      “So, what do you want to do first?” I asked, coming up beside her.

      “What do you mean?” She craned her neck to look back at me with still-wide eyes.

      “You said you’ve always dreamed of being in a suite like this, so now that you are, which amenity do you wanna try first?”

      “Umm, wow. I always thought I would know exactly what to do, but now that I’m here… I guess that I’m at a loss.”

      “That’s alright,” I said, patting her shoulder and breaking the touch barrier between us. Electricity shot through my veins, but I tried to contain it as best I could. “How about I order some room service, and you think about it for a bit?”

      She nodded enthusiastically. “That sounds like a great idea, actually.”

      “Good.”

      I crossed the suite to head to the first phone I saw, which was in the sitting area. Picking it up, it went straight to the room service line without me having to dial anything. If there was one thing Vegas got right, it was their amenities.

      “Room service, how can we make your night?”

      “Yes, I’d like champagne and strawberries sent up to my suite.”

      “Of course, sir. Do you have a preference on-” The man on the phone was cut off by a huge clatter in the background and then what sounded by an alarm. I listened, concerned and confused, for a couple of minutes until the person came back.

      “I apologize. We have a situation in down on the lower floors and will need to deal with it before your room service request. We estimate that we will be able to accommodate your request in about an hour. But, as an apology for the wait, it will be on the house. Is there anything else I can do to make your trip memorable?”

      “No, this phone call was definitely enough.” I said, trying not to laugh but the situation was just so bizarre. “Are you alright down there?”

      “The situation is being dealt with accordingly, no need to worry, but we appreciate your concern! I hope you have a magical evening.”

      “You too,” I said, then the line clicked off and I was left standing there. “You would not believe what just happened,” I continued as I turned to see where Nicole had gotten off to.

      To my surprise, she was standing in the middle of the room, still staring at things with wide eyes. I approached her, intent on telling her we would have a bit of a wait before we could really start having an over the top night, but I never got the words out.

      Probably because she practically rushed me, and her mouth crashed to mine.

      Hot damn, I did not expect that, but I certainly wasn’t complaining. Her lips were soft against my own, and plenty warm. Her smaller form pressed to mine, melding into my own body as my arms encircled her.

      We stood there for a few minutes, our tongues battling for dominance, until the sharp taste of alcohol caught my attention. Right, we had been drinking. And as fun as that was, certain precautions had to be taken.

      I broke away, stroking her face. She tried to follow me, neck stretching out, but her eyes fluttered open when she couldn’t make contact.

      “Hey,” I murmured, tilting her head up to look at me. “Are you sure about this?”

      Her confused expression turned into a soft smile, and she leaned into me. “Yeah, I am. And I’m only tipsy, not wasted. I appreciate you checking though.”

      I shrugged. “You know how it is. Call me crazy, but I like all of my partners coherent and consensual. After all, how else are you going to scream my name?”

      Her cheeks flushed at that and her eyes widened. “I think I’d like that.”

      “Oh, would you?” I asked, letting my finger trail around her lips. “I think I need a little more convincing.”

      “Do you?” Her gorgeous lips curled into a smile. “Well I can be pretty damn convincing when I want to be.”

      “By all means then, proceed.”

      She brought her hand up only to press her palm into my chest, splaying her fingers out. She gave a gentle push that normally couldn’t even move me, but I allowed her to propel me backwards further and further until the back of my legs hit the sofa and I sat down.

      Her knees went to either side of my thighs and she perched in my lap, her pencil skirt sliding all the way up her thighs to reveal some sensible, black underwear. I could already feel myself tenting in my pants.

      God, she was so hot! Did she know that? Probably. But as much as I liked letting her take the reins for a bit, I could feel my own dominant side taking over.

      She leaned down to kiss me, and I threaded my finger through her hair, pulling her the rest of the way to me. Our lips crashed together again, heated and full of desire. I pulled her lower lip between my teeth, scraping it ever so lightly.

      She shuddered in response, grinding in my lap. My hands went behind her, cupping her ass through her panties. I was pleased to feel that she certainly wasn’t lacking here, with both cheeks falling out of her plain underwear.

      But she was still far too clothed on top, so I slid my hands upward, taking her shirt with them. Her bra was just as sensible as her panties, light nude and barely padded, but I was far more interested in what was under it. I reached behind her, unclipping the clasp and pulling it from her frame.

      Her breasts bounced out to freedom almost joyously, staying surprisingly high on her chest considering their size. I broke from our kiss long enough to admire them for a moment, then my hands came up to caress and kneed her golden skin.

      “Ah, yes. Like that,” she murmured, arching upwards so I could see even more of her. My manhood was now aching in the confines of my dress pants, but it was far too soon to entertain the thought of burying myself within her. I still wanted to play for a bit.

      Little hitches of her breaths and moans spurred me forward, telling me what she liked and what she didn’t. I listened, winding her up as much as I could, before finally pulling her as close as she could get to me from her position and taking one of her nipples into my mouth.

      Now she did gasp outright, and I reveled in the sound, flicking the sensitive peak with the tip of my tongue, then sucking. The sounds she made… God, they were practically magical, and I didn’t know how much longer I would last.

      But I had to. I had a reputation to uphold and, even if Nicole had no idea about it, I wanted to keep my streak of bringing my partner to at least one orgasm during foreplay, and one during the main event.

      I toyed with her a bit longer, until her moans stopped escalating and started to plateau. I placed a hand behind her lower back and turned, twisting so that I could lay her back on the couch.

      Her face was now thoroughly flushed, her lips parted and her breath rasping. A pretty pink undertone had risen along her sun-kissed skin, making her almost glow against the hotel furniture.

      My hands glided along her form, caressing her breasts for a moment as I made my way down to her panties. There, I slipped my fingers into her waistband and slowly slid it down.

      She lifted her legs for me, thick thighs glistening in the mood lighting of the room, and I made sure to pause to kiss one of them.

      Once she was freed, I tossed them to some other corner of the room and then slid my hands under her, lifting her hips into a better position. It took some maneuvering, but I managed to scoot down fast enough so I could bend over and place a single kiss at the top of her womanhood.

      She let out a wanton sign and lifted her hips further, trying to press herself up into my mouth. I took my time however, teasing her, nuzzling her, letting her feel my breath as it ghosted over her skin, until finally, my tongue darted out to part her folds.

      She was sweeter than I could have imagined, and velvety soft, causing me to nearly groan into her. Thankfully, her luscious thighs on each side of my head trapped any noise I could have made, letting me just revel in the dulcet notes coming out of her mouth.

      I worked her over like there was a test on it, flicking my tongue there, pressing with my lips here, nudging with my nose in the appropriate places. I wanted to make sure that she remembered this one-night stand in Vegas and would tell it to her friends with fond recollection for the rest of her life.

      After long enough, we both sank down fully to the couch, with my knees going to the floor. The new position allowed me to free one of my hands, and I put it to good use, sliding a finger into her considerably wet entrance.

      She let out a cry at that, and she was already so hot and wet that I was almost tempted to take her right then and there. Thankfully, my will held, and in just a few minutes she was coming undone, into my mouth and around my fingers.

      It was a long one, with her spine making an almost perfect ‘U’ on the furniture. I watched her shape, her whole entire form making a heavenly portrait, and I couldn’t wait to utterly ruin her.

      When she finally sank back to the couch, breathless and sweaty, I gave her a smirk. “So, do you need a break for round two, or do you just want to get straight to it?”

    



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/image1.jpg
liny
B

SPOIL YOURSELF CRAZY





OEBPS/images/vegasbaby.jpg
A Bad Boy's
Accidental Marriage
Romance

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

AMY BRENT






OEBPS/images/break-dinkus-palatino-screen-fixed.png





