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        Julia

        I can’t believe I still work at this casino.

        But, it pays the bills and the tips are good.

        Until I make a huge fool of myself.

        Now I have a screwed up ankle and a pissed off boss.

        God, he’s such a jerk.

        A mouthwatering one at that.

        And I’m willing to bend to his every desire.

        For my job's sake anyway.

        Or is it?

      

        

      
        Derek

        Running the Velvet Star Hotel and Casino is usually a smooth process.

        Great place, makes BIG money and I love the high dollar poker games.

        Until one of my employees trips and spills drinks all over my best players.

        Who wears six inch heels to waitress in, ffs?

        One hot woman, that’s who.

        And now, she’s my roommate.

        I can’t wait to make her mine.
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        Click here to stalk Tilly Pope on Facebook!

        Join Tilly’s VIP reader group Tilly’s SHOTT Lovers!

        Come see Tilly at www.tillypope.com!

        Join Tilly’s mailing list and get a FREE book!
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      Want a free book? Click HERE and see just how much trouble Peyton gets into with her Bossy Billionaire!

    

  


  
    
      For all my super yummy over the top readers!

      Who’s your daddy?
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      Julia

      The best and worst parts of working at the Velvet Star Hotel and Casino are the tips. Frankly, I can make my portion of the rent in a night sometimes, depending on where I’m working.

      You’d think it would be the high stakes guys that tip the best but you’d be surprised. Rich guys are stingy as fuck. Actually, my best customers are the broken-hearted gals gambling away their pain. All you have to do is spare them some time and a sympathetic ear and they’re so grateful they tip you big. In direct contrast, the other group that are great tippers are the elopers, come to Vegas for a quickie wedding. They book the honeymoon suite and if you’re clever enough to bring them service without interrupting the lovin’ well, let’s just say they can be appreciative.

      Or maybe I just prefer these two groups because they don’t make me feel gross when they tip me. The high rollers always act like they’re doing me such a huge favor. They might squeeze my ass or try to cop a feel on my breasts. It’s annoying. Nothing I can’t handle though.

      So you can say that I’m not looking forward to tonight. There’s a poker game in the backroom and guess who lost rock-paper-scissors and is now scheduled to be their hostess? That’s right.

      Me.

      Our hostess uniforms are decent. We have a chartreuse green well-fitted skirt made up of spandex and linen, that stops just above the knee, with a cream shirt, puffy sleeves, comfortable, airy and sexy. A light silk scarf the same color as our skirts is tied around our necks. I like to tie it choker style with a wrapped bow on the side of my neck. I then tie my blonde hair in a loose knot just above it.

      I have these emerald earrings that I like to wear at work. Okay, they’re not real emeralds but close enough. Sometimes I wish I had green eyes to complete the picture. No one seems to mind my blue ones though so I don’t sweat it. I like to smile at people even though the creepers take it as an invitation. It’s kind of a reflex and I haven’t yet weaned myself of the instinct. Also, it helps with the tips.

      So blonde hair, blue eyes…I bet you’re expecting that I’m some kind of blonde bimbo flaunting my fake double D’s and without a single brain cell to my name. Sorry to disappoint – all my assets are au naturel and I’m not exactly a mathlete but I get by.

      Working as a hostess has its difficulties but I know I’m lucky to be working in an industry that seems unaffected by any recession. That’s why I’m going to put on my a-game when I go out tonight and serve those high rollers.

      I like to make bets with myself sometimes; just to spice things up. Today I’m betting that I’ll leave work with at least a thousand dollars in tips. These people are playing for six and seven figures. A measly thousand dollars is like a drop in the bucket to them.

      I smooth down my skirt and check my make up one more time in the mirror. I decided on a grey smoky eye, lightly dusted glitter on my blusher and put on a nude lip. I flutter my fake eyelashes at myself a bit, just to practice, and smile.

      “There you are, you cheekbones you,” I say affectionately to my reflection. My cheekbones are Naomi Campbell sharp; they’re truly my best feature.

      I don’t like heels but tonight, I’ll suffer through it, if only to get my ass looking high and tight, and my legs longer. Yeah, I said I wasn’t a blonde bimbo but that doesn’t mean I don’t know how to work it.

      My phone beeps and I lean over to see who’s texting me. I haven’t had a boyfriend in a few months and my best friend just hooked up with the love of her life so…she’s been MIA. So I smile when I see that she’s the one texting me.

      Hey girl. Haven’t seen you in a while. Wanna hang out tomorrow night after work?

      I do most definitely want to hang after work. Skylar lives in a condo with all the luxuries. When we hang out, we order in - from the expensive Chinese place down the street - we veg out in front of the sixty-five-inch flat screen while we Netflix and chill. Ayden – her boyfriend – is usually banished for the evening and it’s just her and me, a couple of massage chairs and Noah Centineo.

      I’m there!

      I smile as I reply, feeling an immediate boost of energy at the prospect of hanging out with Skylar. We always have so much fun together but not just that. I can talk to her about anything and vice versa. It’s like going to therapy - but with sangria instead of head shrinking.

      I slip my feet into my six-inch heels and pick up my bag. I can hear my mother tinkering in the kitchen and call out a goodbye before I’m out the door. She’s gonna be on my case about not giving her a hug before I left but I’m running late. I hurry down the street to catch the bus that drops me a few hundred feet from the service entrance of the hotel.

      I step in, a smile on my face, and catch my supervisor’s eye. “Julia, good to see you. I was about to start worrying.”

      “Come on boss, you know I wouldn’t let you down.” I cross to the employee lockers and stow my handbag before turning to Miss Anderson. “I’m ready now. I’ll just get the room ready.”

      I walk past her as she nods her approval. I take a deep breath, hoping it won’t be a long night.
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        * * *

      

      “Come on, ante up,” the guy in the shiny silver suit and thinning blond hair says. I put down a martini glass near his right wrist. He spares me a quick smile before looking around his buddies.

      One player is a Russian mogul with a huge bodyguard standing behind his chair.

      “Come on Yev,” shiny suit says, “All in?”

      The Russian nods slowly and the others grumble under their breath. The third guy is a very tall black guy. Like seven feet or something. I can’t help wondering if he plays basketball although his face isn’t familiar. He doesn’t say much, just plays his cards. He’s also the only one not drinking alcohol. He ordered a virgin mojito and has been sipping it slowly throughout the game. He doesn’t look up from his cards much. He’s not losing, but neither is he winning.

      The fourth guy is a well-known comedian and he is just as loud in person as he is on stage. He keeps trying to distract the others with jokes but nobody’s biting. It’s been an entertaining evening but tiring too. They’ve been keeping me on my toes.

      However, I have hope that I will win my bet because I have at least three of them calling me by my name. The tall guy hasn’t said anything to me after ordering his drink.

      “Yo, Julia, I need a refill.” The comedian says and I immediately pick up the Manhattan I’d already ordered and hurried to his side. I bend down and put the drink down next to his hand. He’s telling a story, his hands waving in the air as I reach to pick up his empty glass. His elbow suddenly jabs into my hip and I wobble on my heels, caught off balance.

      My tray tips to the side and I reach out with my other hand to stop it, but I’m off balance. I can feel myself falling even before my foot twists and I fall into the tall guy. He reaches out and grabs my ass, which is a shock and I jerk. My tray slides out of my hands and right into the comedian’s Manhattan which empties all over the table.

      Again, I try to find my footing but I’m mostly already leaning on tall guy and so I kind of slid down him onto the floor. My ankle is throbbing. I think I twisted it. It’s a total cluster fuck. I try to move my hip but the pain that shoots up my side has me freezing. I can hear the poker players shouting angrily above me and I know I’ll be lucky to keep my job after this.

      Two security men come into the room, and an army of hospitality staff. The table is quickly cleared, and everything comp’d. Two of the burly security men pick me up off the floor and carry me away.

      Great. They’re taking me to the basement where they will beat me to a pulp. I think with despair. Maybe I’ve seen one too many Ocean’s Eleven movies but hey, art often imitates life. I close my eyes and wonder if I should pretend to be unconscious. It might buy me some time.

      I go over the accident, trying to find a way in which it’s not my fault. Why did I think six-inch heels were a good idea? Especially stilettos. There’s just no excuse I can come up with. I can’t exactly tell HR I was angling for tips. I rarely wear those shoes, anyway. I do not know what possessed me to wear them now.

      God, I’m such an idiot!

      The security men dump me on a soft surface and I open one eye a slit to see where I am. I’m surprised to see that I’m in one of the security rooms and lying on a sofa. My ankle is still throbbing like a motherfucker and I don’t think I’ll be able to walk on it for a while. I need to go to a hospital but maybe HR will call the hotel doctor to look me over. I have okay insurance but there’s still that pesky co-pay and I’m not sure clumsy accidents by stiletto are covered.

      The two security guys leave me alone, closing – and locking – the door behind them and I heave a sigh of relief. At least they’re not beating me to a pulp. I open my eyes and sit up, evaluating my body. I feel a sharp pain on my hip and reach out to feel it.

      Definitely bruised.

      I can see my ankle from where I’m sitting; it’s red, swollen and throbbing. So, clearly at least twisted, maybe sprained. I don’t think it’s broken. I hear breaks are excruciating. This pain is more of a dull throbbing.

      I wish I had my phone with me so I can call Skylar to come to pick me up. I wouldn’t want to worry my mother. She has high blood pressure. My dad is working the late shift at an all-night wedding chapel. He’s a licensed officiant. Skylar can borrow one of Ayden’s cars to take me to the hospital so I can at least get looked at and some painkillers.

      I sigh, feeling scared and worried. I don’t know if I’m about to be fired or worse. I don’t know what the procedure is when a hostess drops a whole tray of drinks on clients and disrupts their poker game.

      I put my leg down slowly, wanting to test if I can stand on it but just that slight movement sends pain shooting up my leg and I freeze again, feeling tears I don’t want to cry slipping down my cheeks. I wish I had my phone with me, but it’s all the way in my locker. There is a phone on the desk but it might as well be in my locker too for how unreachable it is.

      I lean back on the sofa and close my eyes, awaiting my fate with resignation.
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      Derek

      It’s been a long day of putting out fires. I’m exhausted. I should have been home three hours ago. I have a hot date with an Instagram model that I’m so late for right now. I text her to invite her friends and go wait for me in VIP. That should appease her for a while. Lots of potential instagrammable moments to be had there.

      Okay, I admit it. I have an ulterior motive in making her wait there. It wouldn’t hurt my business for her three hundred thousand followers to see her living the high life at the Velvet Star Hotel and Casino. It’s all about creating FOMO (Fear of Missing Out) right?

      Which reminds me…

      I pick up my phone and order a bottle of champagne to be sent to their table. My intercom goes off and I hit it automatically, wondering what new crisis will make me even later.

      “Sir, I have two security men out here with me. Apparently, there has been an incident on the floor that you might want to see to yourself.”

      With a sigh, I ask her to send them in. The door opens and I look up to see Steve and Sam standing shoulder to shoulder, looking like they’re facing a firing squad.

      “All right then. Give it to me straight. What happened?”

      Steve steps forward, takes a deep breath and launches into a story where some of my regular high rollers were complaining about a hostess ruining their game. They are claiming it was on purpose. She poured a drink on one of them and then fell on another. She used her tray to scatter all the chips on the table so they’re not sure who won what. They’re demanding compensation.

      I close my eyes, sigh. This is so not what I need to hear tonight.

      “Where’s the server?” I growl.

      “We locked her in the security room,” Sam tells me and I nod my approval. At least she won’t run off before I’ve spoken to her if this was a deliberate case of sabotage or even corporate espionage. You just never know these days. It’s a jungle out there.

      I straighten up, button up my jacket and step determinedly forward. “Okay then, let’s deal with this fresh hell,” I say.

      We head down to the VIP floor and I step into the game room where the four men are still loudly complaining. I have to give it to my staff because there is no sign at all that a disaster took place. Chips are neatly stacked in piles, there’s no evidence of a spilled drink and everyone has a full glass of something.

      “Gentlemen. A pleasure to see you all again. I’m sorry about the circumstances.” I say as I reach out to shake hands. The grumbling picks up right away.

      “Yo Derek, what kind of staff you employing these days, man? I got cherry wine all down my front. How am I supposed to walk outta here like this?” Mr. Hart complains to me.

      “Well, that’s one problem I can solve right now. You know we have an Armani boutique in the building right. Give my man your shirt size and he’ll get you a replacement.”

      “It’s not about the shirt, Derek, you know I can buy my own shirts. It’s the principle of the thing.”

      “I get it, Mr. Hart. I do. But there’s no use cryin’ about spilled manhattans now, am I right? Please, let us make it right.”

      He nods grudgingly because he feels that we’ve sufficiently sucked up. Mr. Hart does not like for anyone to imply that he can’t afford shit. Ironically, he’s also a sucker for freebies. It’s important to know these details about your customers.

      I turn to Lars, who is looking pissed off. “She didn’t hurt you did she?” I ask in the most concerned tone I can manage, all the while planning to take it out of the girl’s ass. How dare she make me kiss ass like this?

      “Nah, I’m not hurt. I mean it was just a shock how she fell on me. I don’t even know man.”

      I put my hand on his shoulder and look sympathetically at him. “Hey, anything we can do, you know we’re here for you.”

      He waves a hand. “I’m good. I’m just mad she messed up the chips man. I was kinda winning.”

      That’s probably a huge lie but who am I to call him on it. “Yeah? We can run the video feed and figure this all out.” I say. There’s about half a mil on this table and I intend to not lose it all. “Just give me some time. I’ll have security get right on that.”

      Brad, who I’m not sure what he does exactly but he’s always dressed spiffily in suits waves his hands. “Negatory on that. We should just start over.”

      “No man! Let’s see the feeds.” Says a guy I don’t recognize.

      I straighten up because the complaints have moved on and now they’re just trying to get their money’s worth. I can leave that to them, crisis averted.

      “I’ll just leave you gentlemen while I check on security..”

      They barely hear me and I nod to Sam to get Mr. Hart a shirt and then look to the new hostess. She knows to keep serving them with drinks. Too bad Lars doesn’t drink on these occasions. He takes gambling very seriously but somehow, he always loses.

      I slowly walk to the door and they hardly notice. With a sigh of relief, I gesture for Steve to lead me to the employee. As we’re walking, I’m thinking about whether I should fire her, dock her pay or just give her a reprimand. I’m regretting not calling for her file. I rarely deal with employees in my establishments. That’s what HR is for.

      But it’s a quarter to one in the morning and HR is not here.

      Steve unlocks the security door and I step in, my eyes immediately going to the prone figure on the sofa bed. I pause as my mind freezes in shock. The woman half-lying half-sitting on the sofa is…not what I was expecting.

      I was ready to ream her out and kick her out the door but that was before I saw who I’d be dealing with. There’s an aura about her of tragic fragility as if she’s expecting me to go crazy on her. Her eyes are avoiding mine. I’m curious to know exactly what color they are. She has a full thick head of blonde hair lying like an untidy halo around her head.

      Her blouse has slid off her shoulder and her clavicle is showing. Her collar bones are hollow as if she doesn’t eat enough and my fingers itch to feed her a cheeseburger. I don’t understand where this is coming from.

      To make up for how off-kilter she has me, I scowl.

      “Sit up and look at me, please.”

      She jumps, shudders and then struggles to sit upright. Her face twists as if she might be in pain. Maybe she ran into Lars’ bony elbow when she fell against him.

      Serves her right.

      She looks up at me and at last, I can see her eyes. They’re a deep blue, like the Pacific on a clear sunny day. They also look about as deep and thoughts of drowning and immersion flit through my mind. Super-cheesy thoughts that I have no idea where they come from.

      She’s staring at me, waiting I guess, for my judgment.

      “Explain yourself,” I demand only to hear her voice. I hope it’s high and squeaky or she’s a complete dumbass so that whatever this thing is, can go away.

      “I…” her voice is hoarse and soon peters off. She swallows, looking up at me as if she expects me to eat her.

      “Go on,” I try to look as uncompromising as possible but her breasts are heaving and I think in her fright, her nipples have gone hard. They really are quite perky. It’s distracting.

      “I uhm, I was serving the men drinks. One of them had ordered a second drink and I was taking it to him only I think my shoe twisted and I kind of slipped and then one of them…uh…well…one of them squeezed my ass and that startled me—”

      “So you’re blaming the client for your mistake?” I cut in just because I can.

      “N-no of course, I’m not. I’m just telling you what happened.”

      “Okay, so your foot twisted and you fell? That’s what you’re saying?”

      She stares at me wide-eyed. The blueness of her eyes really is striking. “Y-yeah,” she says, at last, having caught on that blaming the clientele is not the best defense.

      I peer down at her feet. For sure I can see that her ankle is all red and swollen. She’s at least telling the truth about that. I look at her shoes and raise my eyebrows. “Are those shoes really practical for work? As far as I know, it’s not company policy for you to wear such shoes while hostessing.”

      “It’s not company policy, but it’s encouraged. The clients like it.”

      I stare at her in surprise. I know she didn’t just accuse us of running some sort of brothel.

      “I just wanted a few tips that’s all. This whole situation is just ridiculous.”

      “Ridiculous? You could have lost me some really excellent clientele Ms.…what’s your name?”

      She stiffened her spine. “It’s Julia. Julia Sparks.”

      “Ms. Sparks I would advise you to take this a little more seriously than you obviously are.”

      She dropped her eyes, long black lashes sweeping downward, creating such a mouth-watering picture. “I’m sorry. I’m just…I’m in pain. It’s hard to think.”

      My eyes drop to her ankle again. It really looks painful. She’s probably not lying about being in pain. I cross over to the desk and pick up the phone. “Get me 911,” I tell the switchboard.

      “Yes, sir.” The operator said and in seconds I’m talking to emergency services.

      “Hello, I have a workplace injury. One of my workers has been injured.”

      “What is the nature of her injury?”

      I cover the receiver and repeat the question to Julia.

      “Well, my ankle is throbbing and my entire left side really hurts.” She tells me, in a kind of whiny voice that still is enticing – damn her.

      I repeat the information to the operator. “Is she conscious?” the operator asks.

      “Yes,” I lift an eyebrow even though the operator obviously can’t see me.

      “Is she able to get to a medical facility on her own?”

      I narrow my eyes at Julia, trying to be assessing. “Can you get yourself to a medical facility?” I ask.

      She swallows, nods. From the looks of it, I’m thinking she’s lying. “How? You can’t drive.”

      “I-I’ll take an Uber.”

      I roll my eyes. “Ma’am, I think you need to send an ambulance,” I say into the receiver. Julia’s eyes widen and I’m thinking she’s worried about the charge. I’m not one of those oblivious millionaires. I’m aware of the struggles of young people. I enjoy the occasional avocado toast myself…

      “Don’t worry,” I say to the girl. “Workman’s comp will cover it.…however,” I say with wicked thoughts, “you’ll have to work it off.”

      “What?” she burst out, narrowing her eyes at me.

      “We’ll work it out later. But for now, get your leg fixed.”

      I turn toward the door, throwing one final glance at Julia Sparks. There’s an Instagram model waiting for me in VIP but now my mind is filled with blonde hair and a vulnerable clavicle.

      Why do I want to lick her collar bone so badly?
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      Julia

      I can’t believe my boss made me go to the hospital in an ambulance and then told me I would have to work it off. He must be the king of the assholes. I bet he stands in front of the mirror each day, studying his face, and congratulating himself on being the biggest bully in the playground.

      It’s sad because when he first stepped into the room, well, there was something there. His dark eyes had bored into me as if they could see right through my soul. I felt an instant connection between us and my spine tingled.

      Physically, he’s hot as fuck. But otherwise, he’s clearly a son of a bitch. I lay back in the ambulance as one of the EMTs checks my leg. She’s murmuring about a possible sprain and bruising.

      I can’t afford to be off work for too long. Especially since I haven’t yet made my portion of the rent for this month nor enough money for mama’s drugs. Maybe I can work in the bar which doesn’t require so much walking. Or I can do some paperwork in the back office.

      Damn, I don’t mean to sound so much like a Desperate Donna it’s just that…it’s hard to understand when you’re not struggling but it can just take one tiny thing going wrong and everything goes to shit.

      We pull up at the hospital and there is an orderly waiting with a wheelchair. I dig out my phone and call Skylar. My eyes are watering and I think I might cry. I need to speak to someone who understands what I’m going through.

      Lucky for me, she picks up on the third ring, sounding out of breath.

      “Hey girl, what’s up?”

      “Sorry, am I interrupting?”

      “Interrupting? No. I was just on the treadmill.”

      “At…” I check my phone. “2 am?”

      “Yeah. I couldn’t sleep. Ayden’s in New York this week and the bed is just so big.”

      “Aww, young love,” I fall into our usual banter even though I’m miserable as fuck.

      “Hey, what’s the matter?” Skylar must have heard something in my voice because she sounds really concerned.

      “Oh, nothing. I’m just like…in the hospital.”

      “What? Why?”

      “Had an accident at work,” I say as the orderly wheels me to the Emergency room.

      “Are you all right?”

      “Obviously not, since I’m at the hospital.”

      “Which hospital are you at? I’m on the way.”

      I hesitate for a moment, torn between not wanting to put Skylar out on one hand and really needing her to come.  “I’m at UMC Quick Care.”

      “I’m on my way.”

      “Thanks, girl.”

      “No problem. Hang tight okay?”

      “Okay.” I heave a sigh, feeling relieved but also choked up because Skylar is such a good friend. The orderly parks me in an examination room and a nurse comes in, with forms to be filled out. I grab them, feeling my heart sink even as I cross my fingers and hope workman’s comp will cover this visit. They should.

      As I finish up with the forms and put them aside, a different nurse comes in and takes my temperature…and then she’s gone again. I settle back against the pillow, knowing full well how emergency care works. It’s another fifteen minutes before a doctor appears, about the same time as Skylar arrives.

      She slips into the examination room and grabs hold of my hand as the doctor examines my leg and my side, murmuring soothing words of reassurance as he does so. Skylar says nothing until the doctor is done.

      “Is she okay?”

      “Well, we will have to x-ray that leg and make sure there’s no fracture. It looks like a sprain but with the swelling, it’s difficult to tell. On a scale of one to ten, what is your pain levels?”

      I hesitate, not sure how to answer that question. My pain level? Excruciating. How about that?

      “Umm, seven?” I say instead.

      “Mm. For now, we’ll give you an anti-inflammatory to reduce the swelling. Then we’ll send you down to x-ray. Is that okay with you?”

      I shrug. “That’s fine.” The doctor writes some things and then disappears again. I look up at Skylar and she looks down at me.

      “Hey,” we both say at the same time.

      She reaches over and hugs me. We hold each other for a bit, just drawing comfort from each other. She pulls back, to look in my eyes. “What happened?”

      I tell her the whole story, leaving out the part where I felt a connection with my boss.

      “What a douchebag,” she says and for a minute, I’m not sure who she’s talking about. “I mean, you’re his employee. Isn’t he obligated to show some kind of concern about you getting hurt at work? You should sue.”

      I give a one-shouldered shrug. “No, it was my fault for wearing those stupid heels.”

      “So. He could have been nicer.” Skylar turns away, shaking her head in annoyance.

      “Yep. I totally agree,” I say.

      Skylar continues to shake her head while pacing. “We have to get you out of there.”

      “I concur.”

      She came and knelt beside me. “But first though, we have to get you through this. You’ll be okay.”

      “I don’t know what I’ll tell my parents.”

      “We’ll figure it out. Hey, I have some money sav—”

      “No!” I can’t take Skylar’s money. She just opened a restaurant. She’s a start-up which means every penny counts.

      “Julia...”

      “No. I’m not taking your money.”

      “Fine. Be like that. You know Ayden is a gazillionaire.” She sat back and pouted at me, which made me smile.

      It’s nice to have good friends.

      Right now though, I just want to go home and rest. I lie back in the bed and close my eyes, hearing the rustle of cloth as Skylar settles beside me. I lay there, waiting for the next bullshit problem from the outside world. Having Skylar by my side made me feel so much better about things.

      It got me thinking about getting a serious partner of my own. Skylar is my best friend and I love her. We’re in this shit together. But she has Ayden now and I don’t want to be that awkward third wheel all the time.

      For some reason, that makes my mind drift to my boss, Derek.  I sigh with regret that he’s such a douchebag. Imagine if he was a nice guy; with those broad shoulders, his fathomless eyes, that beautiful head of dark hair, the smirk I don’t even think he knows about…he’s a hottie on the outside.

      His insides are all rotten though.

      Damn him and his perfect body.

      The thought flicks through my mind – quite without my permission – that maybe I could have sex with him and then kick him to the curb. Just to taste. I’m willing to bet that he was either horrible in bed or very, very good. With an ego like he has, it’s got to be one or the other.

      The nurse comes by and announces that Skylar has to get off the bed so they could take me to X-Ray. She scrambles off the bed and lets them wheel me away.

      “I’ll be right here waiting babe,” she waves dramatically and I grin at her, feeling a bit loopy from the injection the nurse gave me earlier. It would be nice if I had my own man to wave me off like that.

      The x-ray shows I have a hairline fracture in my ankle. Nothing life-threatening but they advise me to stay off my foot for a week.

      A week without pay. Awesome. My life is so great.

      They wrap me up and Skylar takes me home. She helps me up the stairs to my apartment. My mother is asleep and my dad is still at work. I hobble to my room and close the door behind me, collapsing miserably onto my bed. I stare at my phone, knowing I need to call work and let them know. It’s quite late—or early—depending on how I want to look at it. Maybe Derek is still at the hotel and I can notify him…or maybe I just wanna talk to him again?

      It’s the drugs making me loopy so I’m not sure which.

      I snatch up my phone and call the switchboard. “Hello. Could you transfer me to Mr. Mills’ office?”

      “Who is calling, please?”

      “This is Julia Sparks.”

      It’s unlikely that the switchboard knows who I am but I’ve learned that if I just act confident, most people just roll with it.

      “Please hold.”

      I blow out a breath and lean back on the wall, listening to the elevator music playing in my ear. It takes a surprisingly short time for someone to come back on the line and I’m sure they’re gonna tell me to fuck off because Mr. Mills has no time for small fry like me.

      “Hello, Julia Sparks. Still kicking?”

      I swallow my spit in shock. “Uhm, what?”

      I know, I’m so lame. I just wasn’t expecting to be talking to him again so soon.

      “Hey, you called me. How are you doing?”

      “I’m sorry. I’m a little…uh, tired. I’ve just got back from the hospital and they said I have a hairline fracture. I have to be off my feet for at least a week.”

      “Serves you right for wearing those heels. What were you thinking?”

      I sigh, rolling my eyes and feeling so done with this guy. “I told you why.”

      “Well, that was a stupid decision. You should take better care of yourself.”

      I stick my tongue out at the phone. “Yes, sir!” I’m laying the sarcasm on thick but he just acts oblivious.

      “Mmm, I like, sir. What an obedient little girl you are.”

      This conversation is so inappropriate for an employer and employee but its 4:30 am and I’m high on the good drugs. I don’t know what Derek’s excuse is. “Obedient? Seriously??” I ask with absolutely no pouting at all.

      Derek laughs. “Aww, you’re cute when you’re trying to be defiant.”

      “Are you high?” I ask and then immediately clap my hand over my mouth. Derek is my boss. He can say whatever nonsense he pleases and hope I’m not recording him. I, on the other hand, should keep my shit together.

      “Maybe I’m high on hearing your voice?”

      “Maybe you should work on your lines?” I slap my forehead even as I say it, cursing my runaway mouth.

      “Okay. I’mma let you go, now. Get some rest. Be well and be sure to come to see me once you’re back.”

      “Come see you…specifically?”

      “As opposed to?” his voice is dripping with sarcasm.

      “You’re so rude,” I complain without even a smidge of regret.

      “So are you. We’re a match made in heaven. Bye Julia.”

      “Bye jerk.”

      I hang up before he can say anything else. I admit, I have a thing about getting in the last word. I suspect Derek is the same. I don’t know how we got here, truly.

      That conversation went south really fast. One minute he’s my absolute asshole of a boss, the next, we’re rudely flirting. I’m just gonna blame the drugs. And after I’ve had a good night’s rest, I’m calling Skylar to complain.
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      Derek

      “Fuck, I seriously can’t continue this way. Everything’s getting away from me. I've got crap piling up everywhere, and I'm swamped. Something’s gotta give or else I’m gonna end up in the mental ward!"

      Feeling frustrated, I rake a hand through my hair before flopping forward. My head hit my desk with a loud bang. Ayden simply chuckles in typical Ayden fashion, situating himself on the other side of the desk where he sits so that his feet are right next to my head. After a moment of that, I lift my head up, staring at Ayden with puppy dog eyes.

      "Dude, this is serious! I'm miserable, help me," I whine.

      "Hey, I hate to break it to you Derek, but that’s the breaks of a big city business. If you're seriously that miserable, why don’t you hire an assistant? This is your world. You can do whatever you want in it."

      I mull over Ayden's words, rather displeased with myself for not coming to that conclusion on my own. It’s kind of obvious, really. I’ll hire an assistant.

      Of course.
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        * * *

      

      Hiring an assistant is a lot easier said than done. There are a lot of airheads who probably can’t get any other jobs and many people that are pretentious dicks who think this job is their gateway into the company. I ought to admire their enthusiasm but honestly, it’s annoying.

      My mind goes to Julia and her fractured leg. She can’t work on the floor for a while and obviously, I need more help.

      The only logical step is for her to be my assistant, assuming she’s qualified. I mean yeah, my secretary Francine might be a better choice. She’s smart, she knows me and what I need and most importantly - I don’t want to fuck her.

      But I can be a professional. I can do this. I pick up the phone and ask Francine to send Julia to me as soon as she returns to work.
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        * * *

      

      When Francine calls to tell me that Julia is in the waiting room, it’s all I can do not to rush over to the door and let her in. Instead, I sit back and take a sip of my coffee, closing my eyes so I can calm down. She isn’t going to have me at a disadvantage. I have every intention of showing her who’s boss.

      After a few minutes I push the button and say, “Send her in.”

      She walks into the room and my eyes immediately go to her shoes – she’s still wearing heels; not as high as the last pair but still. Disaster waiting to happen. What is wrong with this girl? Why can’t she take better care of herself?

      Just as I’m thinking this, karma checks in and disaster strikes - again. Julia’s heel-clad feet snag on the carpet. She trips and falls forward, a shocked look on her face. Flinging her hands out to stop her fall, her face twists with pain.

      Unfortunately, she connects with my hand that is currently clutching the coffee cup. My hand jerks and the coffee flies all over my desk and laptop. In an instant, I’m standing, glaring at my employee who is in a heap on the floor.

      "Fuck!"

      When Julia doesn’t immediately respond I look desperately to my desk where my laptop screen is now blank.

      "Julia. My laptop. You ruined it!"

      At first, I try to remain calm but I can’t help but explode. My laptop contains my whole life. If it’s fucked then so is my life and in turn, she is fucked. I can’t believe I was going to promote her. She’s a walking catastrophe.

      Julia lets out a whimper from the floor, slowly sitting up. She puts a hand to her hip and rubs, clearly in some level of pain. She must've banged it during the fall. I honestly can’t bring myself to care all that much at the moment.

      Talk about clumsy.

      "I… Mr. Mills, I'm sorry. It was an accident, I—"

      "Shut up! I don't want to hear your shit excuses," I yell in exasperation. In a couple of quick motions, I step around the desk, looming over Julia. She doesn’t meet my eyes, which for some reason infuriates me even more.

      "I can't believe you would choose now to fuck up so royally. Haven’t you learned your lesson? Did you really not see that coming? Fuck, this is so typical. I should've expected it."

      I don’t even care that I’m being unnecessarily harsh at this point, I’m so livid. Everything is ruined!

      "Derek, I’m sorry…if there’s anything I can d—"

      "Clearly you know nothing! You're a complete ditz, I have half a mind to fire you right now!"

      That is, of course, a lie. I am mad but I know that accidents happen to the best of us. Plus, I can’t stand the thought of not seeing her again. Which doesn’t mean I’m letting her off the hook though, I can’t just let Julia get away with it.

      "Derek, you can't fire me, please! You know I need this job. C'mon, there must be… something I can do to compensate you. I-I-I’ll buy you a new laptop?"

      “You can’t afford my laptop.”

      “Well, then…I…uhm, whatever you want.”

      The way Julia says it is undeniably sexy and I feel the ghost of a smirk growing on my face. Yeah, I can work with that.

      Definitely.

      "What would you suggest Julia?"

      My voice is a little less harsh now, a little more suggestive. Julia looks up at me from beneath her lashes. Her cheeks are tinged an attractive pink which makes her even more delicious-looking.

      "I see the way you look at me. What would you suggest? I mean, I’ll do anything."

      If anyone else had said it, I would've laughed out loud at the incredible cheesiness but the way Julia said it was so demure, it ended up being sexy. Yeah, this can definitely work.

      "Oh yeah? Lock the door. Then come over here and bend over this desk. Can you do that?"

      Julia immediately complies, and she looks like she’s into it. I find that I’m not really all that surprised though. I can spot a sub at thousand paces with my eyes blindfolded.

      "You are so lovely, you sexy little klutz. This is a bit cliché though, isn’t it? That's okay though. Lucky for you I like clichés. And I like you, Julia, very much. But you've been bad, haven’t you? You ruined all my very important stuff."

      I tsk, watching intently as Julia lays herself on the desk. She lets out a hiss as her bare arms come in contact with the hot, coffee covered desk. I chuckle at her unquestioning obedience. This is going to be fun.

      "I asked you a question baby. I expect you to answer me," I growl after a beat of silence, moving to lean over her body. I press my groin against her ass as I get closer, my hand moving to grip her hair tightly. She whimpers before deigning to reply.

      "Ye-yeah, been bad. Sorry Derek," she chokes out.

      I let go of her head, causing it to fall back to the desk with a small thunk. Nodding even though Julia can’t see, I straighten so that my chest no longer touches her back.

      "You know what I’ll do now, Julia? I’m gonna spank you, for being so, so bad. How many do you think you deserve?"

      I stare at the back of Julia's head, waiting for her answer. I’m hoping this is okay. This is the direction I'd imagined things going but maybe I’m wrong? Maybe this is taking things too far?

      "I… I deserve twenty. Please, I need it." Julia's voice is sinful; the way it comes out as practically a moan. I don’t even know why I was worried in the first place. Julia is clearly into this.

      "God, you’re just begging for it, aren't you? Don’t you worry, baby. I’ll give you what you need. Take off your panties." I can’t help how smug I sound.

      Julia complies, her hands shaking with clear arousal, probably because of my commanding tone. I am so turned on, my dick throbbing in my pants. Just watching Julia has me in a frenzy and she isn't even undressed yet. That isn't the case for long though. Julia quickly has her tight skirt down and around her ankles in no time.

      "Naked baby," I demand, staring appreciatively at the black thong that still clings to Julia's ass. It isn’t enough. I want all her skin laid bare before me. She easily obeys, sliding them shakily down her shapely legs. She kicks them away from her, leaving herself completely vulnerable.

      I love every second.

      She is gorgeous. Her skin is the color of honey and she has fine, blonde hairs laying against her legs. My cock hangs thickly between my legs, visibly pushed against the desk. Julia doesn’t seem to mind though.

      "I want you to stay quiet for me, baby. Can you do that? I don't want the other employees asking questions."

      Julia nods her submission and I’m so eager to get started that I’m vibrating a little. I raise my hand bit by bit, letting it hover over Julia's ass, building up the tension before letting loose.

      My hand smacks her ass, right in the center of her right cheek, with a loud thwack. Julia lets out a loud exhale, much to my displeasure. I bite back a groan, so turned on by her reddening skin and the faint outline of my hand that blooms on it.

      "I said be quiet Julia. Do you call that quiet? I don't think so. Since you can’t obey simple commands, here's what I'm going to do. I'm going to take my tie and gag your pretty little mouth with it. Would you like that?"

      I’m already taking my tie off even before she answers me.

      "Yes, sir. I’m sorry. I want to be good for you," Julia whimpers, making my dick jerk as she lifts her head as if to offer herself to me. I nod in satisfaction, reaching forward to tug on her hair once more, pulling her to the right height. I take my tie in both hands, reaching around Julia's head to place it against her lips. Once it is in the proper position I pull tight, watching in fascination as it slips between her pretty pink lips. I knot it tightly, smiling once I’m done.

      It’s perfect.

      She’s perfect.

      "Do you feel good Julia? Because it looks great. Now, back to your punishment."

      I don’t wait for her to reply and it makes me smile when Julia lies back down. I reach out and give her ass a sharp squeeze, letting out a small chuckle when Julia jumps.

      I give her three spankings in quick succession, enjoying the tense whimper that makes its way through the gag. I let it slide, simply because it is such a nice sound.

      "Fuck, you look so beautiful spread out for me in this way." I smack her ass again, once on her left cheek and once on her left upper thigh. I can’t help but admire my handiwork, watching as Julia's skin turns bright pink, the hint of a bruise appearing.

      I continue to work her ass, all the while talking dirty to her.

      "Such a pretty little thing, huh? Wanted you as soon as I saw you, I’m gonna make you fall apart. You want that, don't you?"

      Julia nods frantically, whimpering the loudest she has yet to against my restraints. I respond by leaning forward, sucking a bruise into the skin below her ear.

      "Gonna make you feel so good," I punctuate my promise with another slap.

      According to my count, we’re on about fifteen. I make the last five count, focusing on the very center of her ass, my finger grazing her hole on the last one. Her skin is mottled red and bruised blue. Her pussy is dripping wet.

      I love it.

      I’m so pleased with my work so I turn her around, studying her face.

      If Julia's ass is ruined, I can’t even describe her face. She has tear tracks lining her cheeks and her eyes are red-rimmed. Her cheeks are still pleasantly flushed. Julia's teeth are clamped on the tie and her chin is covered in a thin layer of spit. She tries to move her mouth, but the binding is too tight. I sigh dramatically but move to untie her, anyway.

      "Was I—" Julia coughs before continuing, "was I good?" She speaks so earnestly I can’t tell if she is serious or just trying to keep up the act. I answer honestly anyway.

      "You were very good baby, the best."

      I lean in to give her a kiss. It strikes me as soon as our lips touch that this is our first kiss. I panic until she kisses me back. After that, I can’t really think about anything, because it’s perfect. Everything about her is perfect.

      "Thanks, Derek."

      Again I can’t tell if Julia is serious or not but it is a nice sentiment all the same.

      "No need to thank me yet Julia, the best is yet to come."

      I topped the cheesy statement with an over the top wink which makes Julia giggle a little.

      "Yeah? Wanna prove it?"

      "Absolutely."
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      Julia

      I don’t even know what happened. One minute I’m walking into Derek’s office to face what I’m sure is a reprimand, the next I’m bent over his desk as he spanks me wondering how the fuck I got there.

      Even crazier than that, after I’d come like a geyser from his hand on my ass, he offered me a new job as his assistant. I don’t know why I accepted it. Yeah, that’s a lie. I know why…

      As much as I’m attracted to his rude, jerky ass, offering my ass to Derek was fucking amazing. And what a surprise it was to me when he made me come like that.

      I’ve been dreaming about it. Daily.

      I’m on pins and needles waiting for him to do something. Something more. There is an upside though. The new job comes with a huge bump in pay and Skylar tells me that one of her neighbors is looking for a roommate. I can finally move out of the apartment. It’s embarrassing that I still live with my parents.

      I mean, obviously I’m still gonna help them out with the bills but it’s way past time for me to leave. Skylar told me she already spoke to the man, and he’s happy to have me room with him. He apparently works a lot and is just happy to have somebody in residence using the facilities.

      I’m packing my stuff while my mother watches me forlornly. “I can’t believe you’re going away,” she says.

      I cross the floor to hug her tight. “I’m not going far, mom. I’ll come for Sunday dinner every week, I promise.”

      I’m careful to specify dinner and not lunch in case I have a late Saturday night. I’m hoping I’ll have a lot more of those. The sound of the moving van in the driveway has us pulling apart.

      “Time to go,” I whisper feeling a little teary.

      Taking up my duffle, I walk out of the door without looking back. I have little furniture; just a bed, my favorite red beanbag chair, my clothes, shoes, toiletries, and my guitar. I like to strum it now and then; it calms me down. I started playing when I was thirteen – my puberty was hard. I had bad skin; my hair was always dry. I didn’t have money for new clothes and that was pretty obvious when I suddenly sprouted boobs and all my tops got too tight. I was walking around self-conscious for at least two years.

      My grandfather gave me the guitar and while I play it, I feel all right. So yeah, I’ve kept it all these years and it’s one of my most treasured possessions. I climb into the front seat of the moving van as they load my shit up. Then it’s time to go.

      I’m excited but also fearful.

      I really hope this works out.

      Skylar is waiting at the entrance when the van draws up. She’s smiling and waving, jumping up and down in excitement…it’s nice to be wanted.

      I smile at her as I get out of the van and she comes over and hugs me.

      “Hey girlfriend, how you doing?”

      I shrug and give her a half-smile. “About as well as can be expected. I can’t believe I’m putting on my big girl panties and moving out.”

      “I can hardly believe it either. Remember that time we were calculating how long it’d take us to afford an apartment?”

      I shudder. “Remember? It’s been haunting my nightmares ever since.”

      She put her arm around me and walked me to the door. “Well, guess what? Now we’re both living in condos.”

      “Yay for roommates! Speaking of, you’ve met mine right? How is he?”

      “Well, he seems sane otherwise I’d never have agreed to you moving in. Ayden knows him. He says the guy’s a bit of a loudmouth but his heart is in the right place – whatever that means. I don’t think he would put you with someone who can harm you.”

      “Okay mother hen calm down. I just meant, is he cute? Is he nice? Is he single…?”

      Skylar laughed. “Got it. Uhm, I guess yeah, he’s real cute. I wasn’t tryin’ to notice if you know what I mean. He seems nice and he’s definitely not married, don’t know if he’s single.”

      I sigh. “Well anyway, I guess we’ll see soon enough.”

      Skylar inputs her code into the elevator and then we’re climbing. “You’ll get your apartment code from your roommate, don’t worry.”

      “I’m not. I trust you.”

      We come to a stop on the twenty-ninth floor and get out. Skylar knocks on a door and then looks at me. “Do you want me to stay while you meet him or should I make myself scarce?”

      I ponder the question, deciding that I want Skylar to stay for a minute until the guy comes to the door. I tell her so and she readily agrees.

      The door opens, and I freeze.

      Is this some kind of joke? I think frantically.

      But how can it be? Skylar has never met Mr. Mills. She wouldn’t know who he was unless he told her. We three stand in awkward silence for a beat.

      “Hi.” He says.

      “Hi, Derek. This is my friend, Julie. Your new roommate.”

      Derek smirked. “We’ve met.”

      “Oh?” Skylar seemed sincerely surprised.

      “Hello, Julie.” He says to me as if butter wouldn’t melt in his mouth.

      I’m debating turning around and leaving but…damn, I really want to move out today. And double damn, he looks hot as fuck.

      “Hi, Derek.”

      He steps back from the doorway. “Please, come in.”

      I hesitate but, there really is no reason I shouldn’t come in – at least no reason I’m willing to share with either of these two people. Yeah, Skylar is my best friend, but it’s definitely too much information to tell her I had an orgasm from getting spanked by my asshole boss after offering him sex in return for keeping my job.

      And as for Derek, as far as he knows, I wanted it as much as he did.

      It’s confusing.

      I look to Skylar and nod, showing that yes, I see that he’s not a serial killer and she may safely leave me alone with him. Whatever is between Derek and me, Skylar doesn’t need to be in the middle of it – especially if Derek is Ayden’s friend.

      She plants an affectionate kiss on my cheek, waves cheerily to Derek and is on her way. I know she’s just one floor up in the penthouse if I need her. It’s comforting. I close my eyes and sigh, and then step into the apartment.

      “I’m getting that you didn’t know who your roommate was gonna be.”

      “You did?”

      Derek shrugs which says a lot and not nearly enough.

      I drift into the apartment and a thrill runs through me at the sheer size of it. I head straight to the porch which had a comfortable-looking wicker L-shaped sofa and a glass-topped table overlooking the pool.

      I lean on the guardrail and look out at the city laid out before me. Derek comes to stand directly behind me, so close I can feel his heat all down my back. I tense up, practically stop breathing. He puts his hands on the guardrail on either side of me, hemming me in.

      “Welcome home,” he whispers in my ear which is just all kinds of wrong.

      “What are you doing?” I ask him, my eyes closed.

      “I’m trying to make you feel at home in your new place.”

      “By trapping me in your arms?”

      Immediately, his hands disappear. “I thought you enjoyed being in my arms.”

      “N-not like this.”

      He circles around me so he can look in my eye. “You’re lying to me.”

      I avoid his eye feeling caught out. “I uh…”

      He leaned closer, peering intently into my eyes. “Julia?”

      I look away, my hands shaking.

      “Did you…did I…did you not want…?”

      I almost make a joke about if you can’t say the name you shouldn’t be doing it but reading the tension between us, I decide that would be a mistake. I exhale sharply and turn to face him. “Sex in exchange for not losing my job isn’t actually a thing anyone is interested in doing.”

      “Your job was never in any danger, Julia.”

      “Well…I didn’t know that.”

      “You should have. I would never do such a thing. And you’re the one who offered.”

      “I did.” I nod in concession that yes, perhaps I was complicit in our little encounter but also, I felt backed into a corner.

      “I’m sorry.”

      His apology catches me off-guard. I turn to face him, gaping like an idiot. “What?”

      “You heard me.”

      “I never expected an apology from you.”

      He sighs, looking away. “But will you accept it?”

      “Of course I accept it. Didn’t I say that?”

      He gave me a wry smile. “No, you didn’t.”

      “Well, I do.”

      He inhales long and hard. “That said,” he says on the exhale, and then grins naughtily at me. I just know he’s about to suggest something dirty. “Now that you’re here, I’m going to kiss you.”

      For a moment I just stare at him in surprise. “Kiss me?”

      “Yeah. You know when two people pucker up and join their lips together?”

      “Oh, ha-ha.”

      He looks at me, his dark eyes dropping to stare at my mouth before meeting my eyes so I can see the lust and desire reflected in them. He leans in, slowly, giving me every chance to pull away. I watch him, my eyes crossing as he comes closer, my body tensing in anticipation. His lips part and he lets out a sigh, the warm air brushing over my skin and making me break out in goosebumps.

      I part my lips; they tingle in expectation of shortly being covered by his warm, soft mouth. The depth of my want surprises me. He closes the gap between us and just as I feel his tongue brush against my bottom lip, the doorbell rings.

      The movers are ready.
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      Derek

      Damn those movers! Their timing sucks. I have Julia just where I want her – in a very non-creepy way of course. Now, I’ll have to start from scratch in the Great Seduction of Julia Sparks. Yeah, I think of it in capital letters. It’s become my life’s mission to get her where I want her.

      On her knees.

      She’s been working for me these last few weeks and it’s been…tense. I can see her shoulders stiffen every time I go near her and it makes me feel…well, I don’t know what it makes me feel. What I know is that as a result, I act like more of an asshole when that’s the last thing I want to do.

      It’s like Pavlov’s dogs. The more she rejects me, the more of a jerk I am. I’m a work in progress! I hear her moving around, her soft voice speaking to the movers, instructing them where to put what. I leave her to it.

      I order in. There is a restaurant in the complex, on the ground floor. They do a delicious coffee in the mornings and serve some great international cuisine for the rest of the day. I’m thinking lasagna sounds good and safe.

      Everyone likes lasagna right?

      I pick up the phone. “Hey Dean. How are you?”

      “Good Mr. Mills. What do you need this afternoon?”

      “Can I get some lasagna for two, and a jug of sangria?”

      “Oh, you entertaining someone then, Mr. Mills?”

      “New roommate.” I say shortly, not really appreciating his tone.

      “Great. It’ll be about fifteen minutes. Is that okay?”

      “That’s perfect, thank you.” I hear the movers leaving even as we spoke. Fifteen minutes would give her just enough time to shower and put away her things. I move out into the living room and see her by the fridge, pouring herself a glass of wine.

      “I ordered us lunch.”

      She jumps so hard some wine slips out of the glass. I’m instantly sorry. I didn’t mean to scare her. “Sorry.”

      “No, it’s fine. But, you didn’t have to do that.”

      “I know. But you must be hungry after all that work. It’s the least I can do. It should be here in fifteen minutes.”

      She gives a small smile. “Great. I’ll just hop in the shower then.”

      Called it!

      “Yeah okay. I’ll let you know when the food gets here.”

      She nods awkwardly then slides past me and down the hall to her bedroom. I wistfully watch her go, “I hate to have you leave but I love to watch you go,” I murmur to myself in imitation of John Travolta in Face Off. I smile to myself, a bit smarmily I admit and then go off to take my own shower, spray some light cologne on my skin and change into sexy sweatpants that will undoubtedly draw her eye to my ass, and a very thin t-shirt that shows off the breadth of my shoulders.

      I’m the very picture of sexy just-been-to-the-gym hunk, but you know, without all the sweat and tiredness.

      I drape myself across the sofa and wait for her to come back into the room. The doorbell rings before she comes back and I hurry off to get our meal. It smells delicious and I tip Dean a little over twenty percent, just because.

      He gives me a huge smile and tells me to enjoy and then the little bugger winks at me. What does he know?

      I head over to the kitchen and arrange the food on plates, retrieving some wine glasses and putting the lot on a tray. I decide we can eat on the balcony overlooking the pool. It’s relaxing, it’s a little warm out but not so warm that it’s uncomfortable. A few people are splashing in the pool, shouting with laughter.

      I lean back in my wicker chair and wait for Julia to show up.

      She takes another few minutes and I see she’s made some effort to put on make-up. Manfully, I suppress the smug grin that wants to bloom on my face.

      “Have a seat,” I say pointing at the chair opposite me that will give her birds-eye view of the entire apartment complex and frankly, half of The Vegas Strip.

      She sits down delicately. Her flowered yellow and blue dress flattering her figure without being obvious about it. I stare at her cleavage a bit; the dress being one of those spaghetti strapped ones, which cup a woman’s breasts lovingly before tracing the rest of her figure to just below her knees. She’s wearing blue sandals to match the flowers on her dress and her toes are gaily painted neon green. It’s all very…girly.

      I pour out a glass of sangria and hand it to her, not forgetting the wedge of orange on the lip of the glass and the cheery pink umbrella. She smiles at me in thanks and takes a sip.

      “Mmm.” She says.

      “You like?”

      “It’s delicious.”

      “Thank you,” I say as if I made it.

      “What did you get to eat? I’m starving.”

      I pick up a plate and place the lasagna in front of her. She looks down at it, eyebrows raised. Picking up her fork, she takes a bite. The way her eyes close in ecstasy as she chews has me hardening in my sweatpants. I squeeze my dick asking it politely not to embarrass me and concentrate on giving her a curious smile.

      “Good?”

      “Oh my God, this is heaven. You have to tell me where you got this from.”

      I laugh, because otherwise I might just lean over and kiss her. She looks so…orgasmic. “It’s actually on the first floor of this building. You can’t miss it.”

      She smiled. “Awesome.”

      It warms my heart to see a woman so openly enthusiastic about food. She sticks her fork into the food and digs in. I follow suit and for a time, we eat in silence.

      “So, you all settled in?”

      She shrugs. “I am mostly. Just a few more things I have to find places for.”

      “Great. I mean if you need any help, I’m here.”

      She smiles wryly at me. “Yeah, thanks.”

      She helps me wash up after we eat which is weird. There we were, standing in the kitchen next to each other, domestic. It was everything I never knew to dream about. I look down at her, her creamy breasts peeking teasingly at me, a sliver of neon green bra showing. Her bra matches her nail polish. Isn’t that just next level?

      I know it’s a little unorthodox to have an employee living in my house. But I didn’t twist her arm, She’s here voluntarily. And soon, if my plan goes the way I want it to, she won’t just be my employee.

      Sometimes, I see a look in her eyes which gives me hope that I’m not the only one in this boat. That she feels something more for me than just being the guy who signs her checks.

      It’s late by the time I get ready for bed and the house is quiet. I creep silently down the hall, stopping at her door to listen. Not a single sound emanates from inside. It’s so quiet. Before I can think about it, I lift my hand and knock.

      “Yes?”

      The sound of her voice startles me but I still open the door and poke my head in. “Hi. I just wanted to tell you I’m going to bed.” She’s sitting at her dressing table, a brush in her hand. She’s wearing a blood red silk robe and not much else. I can’t take my eyes off her.

      “Oh?” she continues to brush her hair nonchalantly. My hand feels glued to the door. I push it open wider and step into the room.

      “Julia?”

      She puts the brush down and looks at me. My mouth is dry.

      “Can I tell you something?”

      “Sure Derek. What is it?”

      “Do you uhm…” I can’t exactly ask if she wants me, can I? I swallow and blow out a breath. I know I’m acting like a juvenile spaz. I can’t help myself. I have found my soulmate, and it scares the fuck out of me.

      “Do I what?”

      I close my eyes, inhale deeply and push the words out. “I think I’m in love with you.”

      Wait, what? That’s not what I meant to say. Judging by how her eyes are shining, I might have hit on just the right words to get her to open up.

      “You are?”

      I cough, trying to get around confirming it but there’s nothing else to say. “Uh, yeah. I am.”

      Her smile lights up her whole face and she gets to her feet, turning to face me. Her robe is a loose. I can see her right nipple. My eyes can’t help themselves; they rake her body from head to toe, glimpsing blonde pussy hairs and a bit of her belly button.

      One careless swipe, and she would be naked before me.

      I know, I know, not the thoughts I should be having after declaring my love. I look up at her face and she’s staring at me as if trying to determine the truth of my words. I stride decisively over to her and cover her lips with mine. I expect some push back, maybe even outrage, so it’s doubly shocking when she simply snakes her arms around my neck and holds on.

      “Hey,” I say, pulling away from her, still trying to play casual while looking Julia over. My smile broadens as I notice that her robe is now completely open. I have to look away for a second, because her beauty is blinding.

      The deep blue eyes, startlingly thick lashes, the exquisitely sculpted cheekbones, the gorgeous smooth skin with a liberal spattering of tiny freckles—it’s a miracle that I can still breathe.

      Somehow, this paragon of beauty and sex wants to fool around with me, Derek Mills.

      “Hey,” Julia’s voice is softer than usual, thin and wispy as she flutters her eyelashes at me. “Are you just gonna stare at me or are you gonna do something?” I sprawl over the recliner in the corner, a double-sized leather cradle, and relax into it, as she collapses on my lap and lets my arms wrap around her.

      “Yeah,” I breathe, rubbing my nose against Julia's cheek, just the lightest of stubble providing a hint of friction. My lips slide over Julia's mouth, coming to rest on a soft plump surface.

      “Oh...” I moan, my own lips pressing down, moving against pillowy skin that parts under the pressure.

      “Fuck,” murmurs Julia climbing off me.

      “That’s what I was hoping.”

      I get to my feet and rip at my clothing. Julia joins me in clawing at my sweatpants and pulling my shirt off, until we are both naked. I see Julia's eyes flick up and down, surveying my body before she turns and goes over to her bed, her peach-perfect ass wiggling seductively. My dick, already on the alert, hardens immediately, bouncing heavily between my legs as I follow her.

      I stand at the foot of the bed, staring down at her. She’s already laid out, shapely legs opened wide, her hand lazily stroking her pussy. Julia's pussy is as pretty as the rest of her—fat, pink, perfect lotus flower currently adorned with a sheen of wetness.

      I salivate, like Julia is a snack resting on a plate, waiting to be eaten. My cock twitches and I grab it, squeezing it and rubbing the head with my thumb, my eyes fixed on Julia.

      “Come on, Derek!” Julia chuckles. “You look like you're gonna eat me! Do I look juicy and delicious?” She bucks her hips and licks her lips seductively. Pre-come wells out of my slit, and I groan.

      “Fuck, Julia, so freakin' hot,” I smear the pre-come down my dick. “Wanna get inside you.”

      “Yeah, I wanna feel you, feel that huge cock of yours reaming me out.” Julia reaches for my hand and pulls me down on the bed. “I can’t believe we’re doing this.”

      “Oh fuck, I can.” I say.

      Julia grins like the devil, shoving my hand down against her delectable pussy. Sure enough, I feel slick traces of wetness, and when I press a finger to Julia's hole, it lets me in so easily.

      “Shit!” I pray that I won't come before I even get into Julia. “Lie down, baby. Spread your thighs for me.” 

      “No, like this.” Instead of staying on her back and spreading for me, Julia flips over, going up on her knees and elbows, pushing her ass up. “I’ve been bad, Sir!” She wiggles her butt, giving herself a little slap on one cheek.

      I bite my bottom lip. It’s sexy as hell, but I've been hoping for a face-to-face fuck to start with. Something a little more... intimate.

      The curves of her ass are perfect, the globes ripe and round. I spread my hands across them and squeeze. I rub Julia's pussy with my fingertip, making her shudder.

      I slap her ass cheek and she cries out. “Count it out.” I command.

      “One,” she says.

      Another smack across her ass. “Two.”

      I caress her pink skin, the heat just warming her up. I grab my cock and stroke. I’m hard as fucking steel.

      “More, sir,” she begs and I smack her ass hard. “Three.” She whimpers. By the time we get to ten, she’s crying, begging me to fuck her.

      Usually, this is when I make a sub wait. But I’m the one who can’t wait right now. I grab my cock and slam it into her cunt. The heat from her ass is electrifying.

      Fuck fuck fuck! 

      So hot, so tight, so wonderful. Julia moans steadily, legs braced against my invasion. I don’t push but keep up a steady pressure until I’m all in, cock fully sheathed in Julia's body.

      Panting to keep control, I wait a minute until Julia grunts an okay. It takes a lot of self-control, because this is literally the best fucking pussy I’ve ever been in, and the best fucking sex I’ve ever had.

      Julia slaps my thigh, and I pump, sliding out, sliding in, feeling Julia's snug walls squeezing me, keeping an even, not too fast pace to give Julia maximum pleasure from my cock.

      Over and over, with both of us breathing harder and faster, sweat breaking out over our skin, my balls draw up tight against me even as her walls tighten around me. I reach around her and tweak her nipples. They are hard like tiny rocks, swollen and sensitive under my fingertips. I wonder how clamps will feel to her. I make a mental note that we’re going to the sex toy store.

      “Faster,” commands Julia, and I smile at her willingness.. I obey, speeding up, pushing from my knees and flexing my hips to slam into Julia. No more control—it is unbridled lust. Sweaty and noisy, the air filled with the heavy scent of sex and the groans of two rutting humans.

      I love this; I love it I love you, my mind chants while my body tries to fuck harder, get deeper, bring us both to the brink and throw us over. Julia's face is buried in the bed, her hands clutching crumpled sheets. Sweat drips off my forehead but I just shake my head hard to flick it off and keep going, my fingers digging into Julia's hips. 

      “Fuck!” I grunt, grinding my hips into Julia, ass bunched to keep me locked in there. Julia shouts, her voice muffled in the mattress, her ass pushing up against me.

      I roar again and my dick pulses in strong squeezes, driving my come into Julia, filling her until it leaks back out onto the sheets in a sticky, drippy mess.

      I stay inside, my hips giving little swivels as she rides the overwhelming wave of sensation. Julia squeals and goes rigid. I groan again at feeling Julia's walls spasm as she comes hard.

      Both of us moan, and I barely maneuver myself onto my side before collapsing. Julia pants, rolling to her side and licking her lips, running her hand over her pink-flushed bosom.

      “Damn, Derek. You're amazing,” she murmurs in a husky voice. Glancing at the clock next to the bed, she adds, “Damn, are we still meant to be at the office first thing in the morning?”

      I smile. “Well, it’s up to you but I would recommend you resign and become my woman.”

      “Ugh. You let your boss fuck you once…” She teases.

      I honest-to-God giggle. “I’m just saying, it’s probably not a good idea for you to work at the Casino. In fact, I don’t want you working at all. You get that this is serious for me right?”

      She nods, turning her blushing face away. “Yeah, I get it. It’s serious for me too.”

      She lays on her side of the bed, pillowing her head on my bent arm... You don't even know. You don't have any idea.

      I’ve already decided that Julia is it for me.

      Julia stirs, rolling onto her back. I reach out, my hand hovering just above Julia's bosom for a moment before I pull it back.

      You don't know how much I love you, Julia. But I’ll show you, I promise.
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      Julia

      I stuff my face into my pillow when I wake up; both my arms are wrapped tightly around it, the blankets pulled up to my shoulders. Which means that Derek tucked me in. He’s so cute. I love it.

      Keeping my eyes closed against the morning sunlight my smile turns into a yawn and stretch, savoring the crackle of my joints and the fire still burning my ass cheeks.

      I love it when I wake up before Derek; it gives me ample time to look over and appreciate every single inch of his body. The scruff of stubble on his face, the wide expanse of his muscled chest adorned with a light smattering of fine hair. My eyes continue to move down his body, noting every mark and blemish on his skin, and…

      I smirk to myself; his glorious morning wood poking out from under the sheets. I push the covers away to expose more of him, his cock twitching when the cool air hits it, and I chuckle quietly to myself.

      I stretch out an arm to tentatively run a finger up his length, watching his face as I do it. Derek’s brows quirk down in a frown for a second before his lips part slightly, sighing out a long breath. I wondered how long I can go for before he wakes up.

      I apply a little more pressure with my finger to his cock, tracing the vein that runs all the way from the bottom to the top. Derek lets out little moans and whimpers in his sleep and I bite my lip, feeling my arousal growing at the sound of him. I sit up next to him, allowing me a better angle to see his face and easily grasp the base of his cock in my hand. His body jerks at the sudden contact and he groans, one eye peeking open slightly.

      “Good morning.” I say as I lazily stroke him.

      “Damn girl,” he breathes, “how long have you been doing that?”

      “Not long.” I look up at him. “Would you like me to stop?”

      “God, no.”

      I giggle and lean down to leave a trail of kisses along the underside of his cock, feeling Derek’s hand move my hair from the side of my face and holding it in a clenched fist. I run the flat of my tongue along my favorite vein, kissing the head of his cock with my hot mouth, eliciting a quiet growl from him.

      “Enough.” He says, voice still groggy from sleep. “Get up here.”

      I happily oblige and crawl up his body, moving my legs to either side to straddle him. Skimming my wet folds against his cock lightly I lean down for a kiss, Derek’s fingers coming to tangle in my hair. I reach down between us to grab his cock and position it against my pussy before sinking down on it.

      Derek’s fingers trail up and down my back as we kiss soft, gentle kisses, just enjoying being connected. Eventually Derek begins to gently rock his hips up, thrusting into me. I pull away from his lips to rest my body against his, breasts pressed against his chest, and I nudge my head into the crook of his neck.

      I grind my hips down against his thrusts, enjoying the way my clit rubs against him and feeling the slow build-up of pleasure in my body. The room is filled with quiet sighs and panting, neither of us having the energy for anything more. Sweat forms between our bodies.

      I press my hips down harder, desperate for more friction against my clit, so close to my orgasm.

      “I need…” I gasp beside his ear.

      Derek knows my body well and understands exactly what I need. I feel his hands move to my hips, holding them firmly, and he rocks his hips harder into me, creating that much needed friction. I let out a quiet moan into his ear, knowing how much he loves to hear the pleasure giving me. Derek goes rigid beneath me.

      “Shit.” He croaks.

      His nails dig into my skin and he kisses my neck when he comes, not stopping until I climax myself, quivering against him, walls clenching around his cock. Derek groans appreciatively, his hands caressing my back, and we stay like that for a while, cuddling and out of breath.

      Then to my surprise, Derek reaches for the bedside table. “So, there’s something I’ve been meaning to ask you,” he says opening the drawer.

      “Oh? What is it?” I stretch slowly, feeling well used.

      He thrusts a blue Tiffany box into my field of vision. “I know we’ve only been together for three months but I knew it on the first day that you were it for me. Will you do me the honor of making it official? Be my wife, Julia.”

      He opens the box and reveals a diamond solitaire. There’s a lump in my throat. I can hardly speak.

      “Julia?” he sounds anxious and I immediately meet his eyes to reassure him. Lacking the words, I nod frantically.

      “Y-yes?” he asks, his face lighting up.

      “Definitely yes. You’re not the only one whose smitten dude.”

      “Ha! I knew it!” he says triumphantly as he pushes the rock onto my finger.
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        Derek – Two Years Later

      

      

      If I’d been asked me two years ago if it is possible to be this happy in a relationship, I’d have said that if you were seeking happiness, try looking at the bottom of a whisky bottle.

      Now, I can’t even imagine how empty my life used to be.

      “Daddy! Daddy! Look what I drew!” I bend down and let my son, Max, fly into my arms as I step in the door of our home. Julia comes waddling towards me, her second pregnancy making her slow. I smile wide, when I catch sight of her. I can’t help myself. I fall more in love with her every day

      “Hey mama.” I say leaning in to kiss her cheek.

      “Hey papa,” she answers, turning her face so that the kiss lands on her lips. The diamond collar she wears shines in the sunlight streaming through the picture window. I gifted it to her on our honeymoon. She was so happy to finally be mine.

      All of her.

      I’ll never betray that trust.

      After I asked her to marry me, Julia never returned to work.

      But we are determined that the Velvet Star Hotel and Casino will be a five-star establishment by the end of the year. So, we’re in the middle of a remodel and I’ve been grappling with contractors all day.

      Our growing family means that Julia and I have to think about our future. And our children’s future. Not that they would ever want for anything. But we are taking the business to the next level. It’s all about legacy.

      “How was your day, sir?” Julia teases, running her fingers up and down my chest. My cock twitches in my pants. I love it when she calls me that. I think tonight I’ll surprise her in the playroom I’ve assembled in her old bedroom. I knew that room would come in handy one day.

      I reach up to cover her hand with mine, giving her a soft smile.

      “It was hectic as fuck. We still got quite a bit done. And you? How are you? How’s the baby?” I place my hand gently, flat against her belly. She smiles, seeming to light up from inside.

      “Kicking the hell outta me. Max got pissed that he couldn’t sit comfortably in my lap. Juanita made cookies and Max got to draw so I could take a nap.”

      “Sounds hectic.”

      “It was.”

      “Sit down. Tell me all about it.” I say, snaking a hand around her waist and leading her to the couch. We both sit, and she puts her legs in my lap so I can massage her feet. I tell her all about the remodeling, hiring additional staff to properly manage the hotel and installing a convention center for conferences and as a resource for business travelers.

      “It all sounds exciting. By the time this one’s born we’ll be up and running.”

      “Yes, new and improved.” I nod. “Thanks to you.”

      “Just,” she kisses my nose. “Like,” she licks my cheek. “You.”

      I moan my agreement. I can’t wait to show her just how much I love her tonight.

      Our lips lock in passionate harmony and everything is right in the world.

      

      
        
        The End
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