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      Falling for My Enemy:  A Billionaire Bad Boy Romance

      

      Morgan:  I was hired to be a stewardess by the big bad billionaire himself, Stone Evans.  I thought he’d be another entitled jerk with too much money.  But instead, the man is mouthwateringly gorgeous, with sculpted abs, a bronzed chest, and a giant weapon.  But the billionaire makes me a naughty offer:  my body, in exchange for information.  Can I resist?

      

      Stone:  In the world I come from, corporate espionage is the norm.  We all have spies planted with our competitors in order to cut dirty deals and gain the upper hand.  But Morgan changes everything.  Suddenly, the curvy girl makes me think twice.  I want to bend her over backwards and make her take it all, hard and fast, but can I when the beautiful girl may be a spy?

      

      Hey Readers – Morgan and Stone are sheer filth when it comes to games of love and war.  Their chemistry heats up the sheets so much that you’ll need a fire extinguisher just to keep from combusting.  As always, an HEA and no cheating and no cliffhangers.  Enjoy!  Xoxo, Cassandra
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      “Come on Morgs, it’ll be fun,” my friend Evelyn wheedled from the screen of my phone.  I looked at my mom who lay on the floor of the apartment, her prone form stretched on the shabby floor.

      “Go, go!” Sandra spoke weakly, gesturing with her free hand.  “I’m fine here by myself.”

      “No Mom, I can’t,” was my hushed whisper.  “I don’t want to leave you here alone.”

      But Sandra wouldn’t hear of it.  She turned my way again, gesturing weakly.

      “Sweetheart, it’s Friday night, and you should go out.  Besides, I’m just doing my back exercises on the floor with this instructor on the TV,” she said, pointing to our boxy set where an aged woman moved slowly, stretching her arms high towards the ceiling.  “It’s nothing crazy.  Go and have a good time.”

      I sighed because Sandra is all I have, and I’m all Sandra has.  It’s always been my mom and me against the world since the very beginning.  My dad has never been in the picture, and we used to live with my grandma in a cramped one bedroom.  But fortunately or unfortunately, my mom has a bad back.  It causes her excruciating pain, and she gets disability for it.  That money keeps us alive, and it’s what got us the rent-controlled apartment we have in Queens.  Of course, I live in Manhattan in a shabby shared apartment now, but I still think of this place as home.

      As a result, going out isn’t a priority for me, not when my mom takes dozens of medications a day and is unable to get out of bed sometimes.  I’d rather make sure she’s as comfortable as possible, rather than partying and living it up like a normal teen girl.

      But my mom wasn’t having it.

      “Go!” was her entreaty with a half-hearted smile that turned into a wince.  “I’ll be fine.  You’ll only be gone a few hours.  Live a little, sweetheart.  I’ll be okay.”

      “Besides,” wheedled Evelyn from my phone, “my new boyfriend is going to meet us.  Nick Prescott.  You’ll like him,” she chortled.  “I wish you could meet him too, Mrs. Nelson!” she sang, craning her head and waving to my mom from the screen.

      Both Sandra and I laughed then because Evelyn can be ridiculous.  My friend’s just like us: Evelyn’s family doesn’t have much and we make do with what we have.  But Evelyn’s come up with an idea:  she wants to date wealthy seventy-year-olds because after they get married, the old guy will die, and leave her his fortune.  It’s morbid in my opinion, but it’s what Evelyn wants, and what my friend wants is what she gets.

      “Come on,” my buddy entreated again.  “You’ll like Nick, I promise.”

      My mom and I laughed again.  This Nick person was probably eighty years old and using a walker, but who am I to judge?  Besides, getting out could be fun.  I hadn’t been social in a month at least, and this could be a much-needed change.

      I nodded.

      “Okay, okay.  Where should I meet you?”

      “The Firehouse,” she proclaimed proudly.  “Nick’s taking us there.”

      I gasped, eyes going wide.

      “But that’s real expensive,” was my hesitant reply.  “Drinks there are fifteen bucks a pop.  You know I can’t afford that.”

      Evelyn laughed again.  “Seriously Morgan, you think I haven’t thought of that?  I can’t afford it either.  Nick’s going to take care of it all, we won’t have to spend a cent,” she proclaimed proudly.

      Sighing, I agreed.  Again, Evelyn has a way of dating guys who are old as Methuselah and rich as Midas.  A fifteen dollar drink likely wasn’t going to make a difference to someone with a bulging wallet.  Hanging up, I wandered into my room, staring into the tiny closet.

      “Wear something pretty!” called my mom from the living room, wheezing as she did a series of slow leg lifts.  Stretching and keeping conditioned is supposed to help with her back, so Sandra’s meticulous about getting through her hours of physical therapy each day.

      “I will,” was my low mumble.  “Don’t worry.”

      And slowly, I pulled on my one acceptable outfit.  It was a plain purple cocktail dress that hugged my curves, emphasizing my hourglass figure.  The fabric was tight, and I sighed as I looked into the mirror.  As usual, I was busting out in a semi-embarrassing way.

      Stay, I commanded my big Double Ds.  Don’t embarrass me.  Don’t wiggle and jiggle like marshmallows, was my entreaty.

      But my body will always be my body, and I was born a big girl.  Some ladies start as thin children, and blossom when they hit puberty.  Not me.  I’ve always been curvy, and now at eighteen, it’s obvious.  I have girls that sway and hips that knock like they’re doing a constant rhumba.

      But it’s okay.  I don’t get out much, so it’s not like there are any guys pounding down my door asking me on dates.  In fact, the opposite.  There are no men period.  It’s just me and my mom most Friday nights.  Thus, Sandra’s entreaties for me to get out of the house to meet people and socialize before I become a potato.

      But now, standing in front of the Firehouse, I was intimidated.  The club probably wasn’t a crazy place because we live in a quiet little corner of Queens, New York.  But partying isn’t my normal thing, and the blaze of flashing lights and line of people out front unsettled me.  A man rushed by, making me grab my purse strap in fear.  Had I just been robbed?  But no, it’s just how people are in a club environment, rude and pushy as they barrel towards the front of the line.

      Suddenly, Evelyn’s voice cut in.

      “Hey Morgs,” she sang, prancing up to where I stood behind the velvet rope.  “Come on out from behind there.  Nick’s a VIP and can get us in.”

      Tentatively, my hand reached for the velvet rope, but a bouncer beat me to it.  Believe it or not, he wasn’t here to kick me out.  He was here to help me skip the line.

      “After you, ladies,” the bear-like man growled.  “Courtesy of Mr. Prescott.”

      My heart pumped.  Who was Evelyn’s new boyfriend?  Clearly, he knew people, judging from the envious gazes of the club-goers around us.

      But even the darkness inside the Firehouse couldn’t conceal the fact that Evelyn’s new guy was seventy if a day.  Doddering and bent over, he nursed a whiskey alone at a table.

      “Hellooooo!” the man sang, swinging a frail arm around my friend and pressing a kiss to her cheek.  Yuck.  His lips were cracked, dry, and shriveled with age, whereas my friend was in the full bloom of youth, her cheek as soft as a petal.

      “Hi,” I murmured, pasting a smile on my face.  “I’m Morgan Nelson, Evelyn’s friend.”

      The old man nodded, his blue eyes alight.  Well, at least the guy was alive and kicking because there was fire in those depths.

      “Nick Prescott,” he chortled with a hint of a British accent.  “Nice to meet one of my best girl’s best friends.  Get it?  Best and best.”

      I smiled politely.

      “Yes, Evelyn and I have known each other since we were six,” was my reply.  “Thank you for getting us into the Firehouse,” I said, nodding into the dark interior.  “We would have been waiting outside forever if you hadn’t done something.”

      “Oh that!” wheezed the elderly Mr. Prescott.  “It’s no big deal.  I develop these places so putting a name on the VIP list is nothing.”

      At that, Evelyn plunked herself into her new boyfriend’s lap, which wasn’t a good idea if you ask me.  The man was frail and small, likely with osteoporosis.  My friend had probably just crushed him with her sassy weight.  But Evelyn is Evelyn and the woman threw her arms around Mr. Prescott enthusiastically.

      “Nick is big in construction,” she purred, pressing her cheek to his wizened one.  “He owns so many important and famous buildings in New York.  This is just a tiny venture by comparison, isn’t that right, sweetheart?”

      The white-haired man nodded feebly.

      “That’s right, baby.  We decided to build in Queens because you’re here.  We want to do more in Queens too, so long as that asshole Stone Evans doesn’t get in the way.”

      And for the first time that night, I saw Mr. Prescott shed his frail, wimpy exterior.  Sure, the guy was shriveled with tufts of white hair, but suddenly those eyes were filled with competitive fire, the gleam harsh and unrelenting.

      “Fucking Stone Evans,” he spat once more, tiny bits of spittle hitting the tabletop.  “A total asshole.”

      “Oh Nickie-poo!” wailed Evelyn, hugging his wiry form tighter to her bosom.  “It’s not that bad.  We’ll figure it out together.”

      I chose to keep my mouth closed, figuring that one, I knew nothing about construction.  Two, I had no idea who this Stone Evans person was that had Evelyn’s new boyfriend on edge.  And three, it’s not like Nick and Evelyn cared.  The two of them were in their own world, my young, scheming friend and her much-older lover gazing into each other’s eyes, a feedback loop of churning emotion.

      That’s pretty much how things stayed for the rest of the night.  The music pounded around us, strobe lights painting dancers with flashes of red, green, and blue, and Evelyn in Nick’s lap, their foreheads practically pressed together.

      “Yeah, I hate that Stone Evans guy,” Mr. Prescott wheezed unsteadily again.  “He’s a heartless bastard.”

      “Oh, poor baby,” cooed Evelyn into his ear, her blonde hair brushing his nose.  “I love you!”

      My stomach churned but I managed a weak smile.  Unfortunately, after an hour of two of hearing them coo like doves, I’d had enough.

      “Thanks for the lovely night,” I said with a fake smile on my face.  “Thank you Mr. Prescott.  I appreciate the trouble you went to.”

      But did they hear me?  No.  Evelyn kept cooing in her new boyfriend’s ear, the wizened guy listening and laughing.  He was on top of the world with a pretty blonde to do his bidding.

      Sighing, I gave up, making my way out of the club.  Because this night had been a bust, for sure.  There had been loud music blasting in my ears, making my head ring, and now my feet hurt from the high arch of the stiletto heels.

      But that’s life, and I smiled ruefully to myself.  If only Prince Charming had shown up to drop a kiss on my cheek.  If only Prince Charming could be found at places called the Firehouse with cheesy crowds out front and octogenarians inside.  Yeah, right.  It was unlikely my so-called prince would ever materialize, and in the meantime … there was just shy, sweet Morgan Nelson, with nary a man in sight.
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      The monitor clicked off from video mode, displaying only the logo of Gravity Holdings.  I sighed and slid the remote onto the table. The meeting had gone on much longer than it needed to.

      Of course, that call would have been over sooner if Daniel would just learn to shut up.  But underlings are like that.  They love hearing themselves speak, while I, the boss, lean back and listen.

      Talk is overrated.

      Listening on the other hand?  There aren’t many people good at that.

      I watched, amused, as my employees juggled huge stacks of paper and stained coffee mugs while filing out the door.

      It was their problem, and not mine.  As CEO, I give orders, and then guess what happens?  That’s right, other people jump.

      Because the meeting was just the beginning.  Now that we had a concrete list of to-dos, my employees would be burning the midnight oil figuring out this or that.

      Again, it was their problem, and not mine.

      The chair dipped as I slung a foot over the desk and leaned back.  There were still a couple executives in the room, yapping about this or that.

      Daniel, Mr. Unsubtle, jumped up, sending his chair rocketing into the wall. “Five-hundred mill!” he cried.

      Another guy yelped his agreement.

      “This is the deal of the century, boys!” Willy remarked. His stomach and double-chin jiggled, fists shaking in the air.  Then Daniel mock-punched Willy in the shoulder, the two of them air boxing like little children.

      Really?  Really really?  Were we frat boys or billionaire executives?

      But unbelievably, the jawing and ribbing kept going, the boys twittering like excited birds over the news.  Then again, their joy was understandable.  After all, we’d just closed a historic round of funding:  three billion for the new pipeline project running from Uzbekistan all the way to the North Sea.

      So I punched the comm.

      “Helena? We’ll need some bubbly in here.”

      The smooth chirp of a woman’s voice piped in through the speaker. “Right away, Mr. Evans.”

      As the celebrations continued, a young intern pushed a silver cart into the room. He kept his eyes lowered, setting out multiple flutes and filling each to the brim with sparkling amber liquid.

      I raised an eyebrow at the green bottles.  The champagne Helena had chosen wasn’t that nice.  Probably five hundred bucks a bottle.  Me, I like them in the four figure price range, but then again, this was office champagne.  No sense in complaining.

      As soon as the flutes were filled, Motormouth Daniel trotted across the room, helping himself to a glass.  Throwing an arm in the air, the dude made a toast.

      “Gentlemen!” he bellowed magnanimously.  “Here’s to more money!”

      Subtle, real subtle.  But I managed to keep my smirk in check and kept silent as Daniel launched into a long speech about the deal, congratulating everyone in the room, and most of all himself.

      Again, these guys make millions.  They had cash pouring out of their ears, and rivers of money so deep you could drown.  But there was no humility in sight, not by a long shot.

      And I get it, in a way.  To them, the world is their oyster.  But me?  I’m a billionaire, and I still don’t act like one.  After all, this is an era of inequality, and it’s important to be sensitive.  Flashing your wealth in an obvious manner is crude, crass, and most of all, it’s uncalled for.  Once upon a time, I was a poor boy selling knife sets door to door, hoping to make a buck.  From that, my empire grew.  But I still remember what it was like standing outdoors in the chilly New York night hawking my wares.  I’d pray for a sale as doors slammed in my face.  My joints and tendons would ache as I trudged through snow on yet another house call.

      It was decades ago.  But I still remember.

      As a result, I don’t believe in being snobby.  Because one day you’re on top of the world, and the next, the rug’s pulled out from under you.  A boot’s halfway up your ass, and damn, but it hurts.

      So yeah.  There’s no need to go nuts.  No need to trumpet your achievements from the rooftops.  In some ways, silence is even more powerful.

      But these lackeys aren’t about being discreet.  Some of the guys were literally dancing around the room now, doing jigs with their knees up in the air.  Champagne splashed this way and that, sloshing all over the floor.  No one cared that we were ruining a formerly pristine white rug.

      “I’ll be taking it slow on the ranch in Wyoming.” Tom cackled, guzzling from the bottle like a drunk. “We got some new giraffes in.”

      Gregory’s black, bushy eyebrows disappeared into his hairline as he stared at Tom.

      “What the hell?  Giraffes?  Are you fucking kidding me?”

      Tom made a rude noise.

      “Hell yeah, and not just giraffes on the ranch.  You ever heard of oryx?  It’s an antelope from the African plain.  On the endangered list,” he smirked.  “We just got two of those last week.”

      Wow.  Was I really hearing this?  Were my business associates actually smuggling endangered animals into the United States?  Were they poaching animals from Africa and bribing customs officials?  It had to be some violation of the Endangered Species Act, the EPA, the AST, the OBF or whatever mix of letters was appropriate.  What was happening was probably criminal.

      Unfortunately, things only got worse.  Because then these idiots started to talk about people, and the conversation took a turn into the depressing.

      “Yo yo yo, listen up, listen up,” tooted one dude.  “I’m hitting the slopes in Gstaad. Nothing better than a snow bunny in one cabin and the wife in another!”

      The executives cackled and slapped each other on the back.  They were seriously misogynistic.  I mean, I’m no angel, but really, openly bragging about your mistress?  Bringing both her and the wife on vacation?   It’s lame, I tell you, and that’s why I’ve never been married.

      Because yes, I have pretty specific tastes.  But I’d never be so crude as to bring my girlfriend and wife to the same ski spot while housing them across the hall from one another.

      Then again, this guy’s wife was probably okay with it, and the girlfriend too.

      I let out a sigh.  In some circles, anything goes.  So long as you have the cash, no one cares.  No one will say a word as long the money train runs hard and fast.

      Suddenly, I was jolted from my ruminations as Gregory shot me a snide look and smiled.

      “So how about you, big guy?  You got celebratory plans, Stone?”

      I thought about saying nothing.  It’s my nature after all.  But today was a day for celebration, and my nemesis, Nick Prescott, hadn’t been able to bust this deal, even though he’d tried.  Seventy if a day, the guy’s been in the industry for ages, and you’d be a fool to underestimate him.  He’s canny, with all the right connects, and a wealth of knowledge.  Plus, the guy knows people in New York City, whether through money, family, or his so-called friends.  And unfortunately, that counts in a city like this.

      But for now, I let the thoughts slide.  I smiled a bit.

      “I just bought an airline,” was my comment.  “Our maiden flight’s going to be today.”

      Stunned silence filled the conference room before a couple guys started hooting and hollering.  But then Daniel broke in again.

      “You bought a plane?  Or do you mean an entire airline?”

      My look was cool.

      “The whole airline,” was my harsh rasp.  “Elite Air is now at your service.”

      The men froze.  Gregory choked on his third champagne, making a sick gargling noise.  You could hear a pin drop otherwise.

      Finally, Daniel spoke in an awed voice.

      “How did you get a whole fleet?” he choked.  “What?  How did this happen?”

      I smirked.  The dirtbag was jealous.  Serves him right.  Who’s the big dog in the room now?

      But my face remained neutral.

      “Someone was selling, and I was buying,” was my curt reply.  “Easy as that.”

      The look on that man’s face was pure envy.  Seriously, the guy was growing devil horns and turning green at the moment.  I thought about offering a wastebasket in case he vomited, but hey, I’m no Florence Nightingale.  He can help himself.

      Suddenly, Charlie burst out with a yip.

      “Take us for a ride,” the man begged like a little boy.  “I wanna check out your new toy.  Come on Stone,” he pleaded.  “Let us see.”

      No way.  No fucking way.  I could hardly stand these guys on land, so there was no way was I taking them five hundred miles up in the air.

      But the room was relentless.

      “Please,” chimed Marty like a teen girl, his eyes literally filling with tears.  “I want to see it soooo bad.  I love private jets.”

      “Yeah,” whined Ralph.  “You promised!  Remember last time you said you’d show us your Lamborghini and that never happened,” he sulked, crossing his arms over his chest petulantly.  “So you owe us.”

      I didn’t owe them anything.  But just to shut them up, I relented.

      “We’re leaving for JFK shortly,” came my drawl.  “I guess you could come along and check the plane out.”

      Ralph’s frown turned itself upside down.

      “Oh really?  Where to?  I call shotgun!” he said with excitement.

      This guy was so stupid because there’s no such thing as shotgun on a private jet.  But the other fools were on it in a moment, dissolving into a hubbub of excited chatter.

      “I say we fly to my ranch early and do it up big!” Tom grinned, toasting his champagne flute in the air.

      Daniel laughed. “Who the hell cares where we go? Let’s get wild!”

      I was tempted to put the kibosh on things immediately.  Why the hell did I open my big mouth and invite them?  I bought the airline in the name of privacy and comfort, both of which would be ruined by these fools.

      But now, the guys were acting like giant kids.  A couple were literally running around the room, arms stretched out like wings pretending that they were planes, humming, “Oooh-weeee!”

      Really?  This was a group of seasoned executives, and yet they were behaving like toddlers.  But it was too late now.  With a disgusted look, I called my secretary and told her to start making plans.  The maiden flight of Elite Air was going to be in two hours, and we needed to get to the hangar stat.
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      I stepped out of the car, and the heat of the sun almost burned my skin. As anticipated, my arrival sent the personnel into a frenzy like a startled flock of birds.

      My plane sat on the runway, gleaming like a sleek white eagle.  But everything was all wrong.  A ratty red carpet ran from the car to the plane, soiled and crooked.  It looked like a wrinkled, dirty maroon-colored snake.

      Someone was getting fired, for sure.

      But it was too late to do anything about it now because the other cars pulled up and my buddies tumbled out like a bunch of overexcited puppies. They punched and tickled one another, heehawing with anticipation.

      God.

      Kill me now.

      Why did I ever agree to this?

      Ignoring their antics, I strode up to the gleaming white aircraft. The Elite Air logo was still fresh on one side, written in an elegant script in a classy gray.  This was left over from the previous owner, but it was fine.  I liked the logo.

      “Good afternoon, Mr. Evans!” a supervisor practically panted, running up to me.  “She’s all ready to go!”

      Nodding, I strode to the beautiful piece of machinery, ascending the steep metal ladder in a matter of seconds.  The gaggle of men trailed close behind, still giggling like a bunch of schoolgirls.  They whooped and hollered all way up, annoying me to no end.

      But upon entering the plane, everything changed.  Because my headache dissipated upon seeing the luxury inside.  There was a galley kitchen up front, complete with a full-size oven and refrigerator.  Behind that were six wide, white leather chairs, glamourous yet comfortable with puffy, padded headrests.  And behind that was a small door leading to a wood-paneled bedroom, complete with an en suite bathroom.

      Perfect.

      It was exactly what I needed to get away from the stress and chaos of a busy day.  Except today, when I had these losers with me.

      Curses rose to my lips, but fortunately, they were stopped before any damage was done because the guys were like eager otters now.  They strapped themselves in, oohing and ahing, barely able to contain their excitement.  Gregory found a remote from somewhere and pushed one of the buttons.

      Shit.  Wrong move.

      A latch on the floor flipped open, and an enormous plasma screen television rose from the ground until it nearly touched the ceiling.

      Holy fuck!  Now this was luxury.  It was sixty inches of pure heaven.

      But we were about to take off.  Didn’t everything have to be in take-off position, bolted down and ready to go?

      Sure enough, a stewardess came down the aisle then.  Or swayed down the aisle, more accurately.  Because this woman was sex on legs.  Curvy and ample, her uniform top strained under the weight of big Double D breasts.  If I looked carefully, the buttons were even double-stitched to accommodate her heft.

      But this wasn’t your average stewardess outfit.  Or maybe it was, except on this girl it looked sassy and hot because the close-fitting dress couldn’t hide wide hips and a giant, luscious ass, completing a perfect hourglass figure.  A jaunty flight cap sat on her brunette curls.

      Holy shit, who was this?

      Our stewardess obviously.  But since when do flight attendants look like Jessica Rabbit on steroids?  I thought they were usually old ladies bent over while pushing the drink cart, rude and annoying.

      But this girl was different.  She smiled shyly, lips curving into a genuine smile.

      “Good afternoon, Mr. Evans.” Her doe-like eyes greeted me and heat boiled up from my shirt collar despite the comfortably air-conditioned cabin. “Gentlemen, welcome.” She nodded to each in turn. “My name is Morgan and I’ll be serving you today.”

      Of course, the guys were like lecherous dogs.  Daniel whistled.

      “You can serve me any day, baby!” he jeered.

      Morgan flinched, but then her smile slipped right back into place.

      “No problem sir.  I’m at your service,” she began.

      But immediately, the girl was cut off again.

      “What kind of service?” insinuated Marty, sticking out his tongue and wagging it around like a child molester.  “Is it all-inclusive?”

      The woman’s cheeks grew pink.  But she was saved because fortunately, we were interrupted.

      “Welcome on board,” droned the pilot over the intercom.  “As requested, we’ll be doing a two-hour circle of the Tri-State area before landing back at JFK airport. Please fasten your seatbelts and enjoy the ride.”

      Morgan took the opportunity to retreat to the stewardess jump seat.  But not before Daniel lifted a big hand, trying to smack that delicious rump as she walked away.  Fortunately, he missed and the stewardess escaped unscathed.

      Pathetic.

      Seriously, I was with such a group of losers.  That ass was so big.  How could he miss?

      But even worse, how could he touch my property?  Because Morgan worked for me.  No ifs, ands and buts about it.  That heart-shaped ass belonged to me, and me alone.

      I shot the man a dirty look, but that idiot Daniel didn’t even notice.  Instead, he sat back, looking like the cat that got the cream.

      “I’ll get it when she comes back,” he chortled.  “Get ready for Big Daddy!”

      Lame.  Real lame.  But now the plane was in motion, so I stared out the porthole, hoping to ignore these losers.

      And frankly, the take-off was amazing.  We taxied a bit on the runway, rounding several bends before coming to a stop.  To my surprise, Air Force One was about two hundred feet off, parked on the tarmac.

      Holy cow, the President was in town?

      Must be.  There are only a few private jets with the label “United States of America” on their sides, and this is New York City.  Of course the President was here because everyone wants to come to the Big Apple.

      I nodded, eyes alert.  And slowly, the big engines came to life, pushing us down the runway until with a jolt and a lift, we were airborne.

      Man, this was amazing.  Flying never ceases to instill awe in my soul because we were two thousand pounds of tin coasting on nothing but air.  Science and technology are mind-boggling, hands down.  This was human ingenuity at its finest, thanks to the Wright brothers.

      Soon, we were flying the friendly blue skies.  Eventually the plane leveled out, everything settling into a pleasant rumble.  The men high-fived each other, already craning their necks looking for the pretty stewardess again.

      “Where’s the alcohol?” chirped Daniel.  “We need some shots around here.”

      “Yeah,” added Gregory.  “Because you da man,” he croaked, pointing a finger straight at me.  “YOU DA MAN!”

      I was ready to punch these fools.  Or better yet, to dump their bodies overboard without a parachute.  But ever the professional, Morgan came wobbling down the aisle again, that curvy form so distracting.

      “Gentlemen,” she murmured from behind the drink cart.  “Some Dom Perignon to quench your thirst?”

      WTF?  We were serving Dom to these guys?  They didn’t deserve it, but ever the gracious hostess, Morgan began filling the flutes and handing them to each man.

      “Um,” grunted Daniel, downing his in one gulp.  “That was great.”

      “Yeah,” wheezed Gregory.  “Can I have some more?” he asked, holding his flute up for another pour.

      Because unbelievably, in five seconds these guys had already guzzled their glasses.  Morgan nodded sweetly, re-filling the flutes.

      “Would you like a cup of warm nuts to accompany that?” she murmured, holding out a white ceramic bowl to Tom. “It’s a mix of peanuts, cashews, pecans, walnuts, and hazelnuts.”

      Of course, these guys were like five year olds all over again.

      “Hey, Tom, you want some hot nuts?” Daniel razzed.  “Get it?  Hot nuts?” he cackled.

      Tom rolled his eyes.

      “No man, hardy har har.”

      But Morgan wasn’t deterred by their lame jokes.  The brunette set the ceramic bowl of nuts on a small side table, adjusting the tin so that it was just right.

      Big mistake.  As she bent over, Daniel reached over and squeezed one big breast with a lecherous expression.

      “If we crash, are these considered floatation devices, sweetie?” he smirked.  “Can I get the left one?”

      “I want the right!” panted Gregory.  “Me me me!”

      And Tom was the worst.

      “We’re flying the friendly skies,” he rasped.  “What else you got, doll?  Both your titties are taken.  So show us what else you got.”

      Morgan flushed bright red in response, her eyes wide and liquid.

      “Excuse me?” she stammered, hand shaking.  “I’m sorry?”

      But the guys just wouldn’t stop.  They loved the fact that she was like a deer in headlights, scared and motionless.  Oh yeah, these guys always go for the easy prey.  They want to feel like Big Men on Campus, picking on sweet, naïve girls who can’t fight back.

      Daniel leaned forwards again, grabbing a big boob in a dirty paw and squeezing hard.

      “Ow!” she stammered.  “Ow ow!”

      The loser didn’t stop.

      “Oooh, that was great,” he grunted.  “A natural titty, just the way I like it.  My current mistress is all plastic, and her boobs don’t feel like this at all.”

      But I’d had enough because this situation was sad, more than anything.  You don’t pick on the defenseless, and right now, we had a crowd of dumb bullies ganging up on a sweet girl.  The guys roared with laughter as Morgan tried to concentrate on pouring the next glass of champagne.  Her eyes shimmered with unshed tears, chin trembling slightly.

      That was that.  I wasn’t going to let these guys get away with it.

      “All right! Knock it off,” was my rough command.  “Shut the fuck up and let her be.”

      All conversation stopped for a moment.

      “What’s wrong with you?” wheedled Gregory.  “We were just having some fun.”

      Daniel joined in.

      “Get that stick out of your ass, Stone,” he giggled.  “Seriously, she’s just the flight attendant.  What’s it to you?”

      But that was the thing.

      This woman belonged to me.

      I bought the airline, and that included all the personnel.  Morgan’s employment contract was part of the deal.

      “Shut the fuck up,” I growled dangerously, my blue eyes shooting pure fire.  “You fuckers better keep it real.”

      Willy wrinkled his nose. “She’s just a maid!” came his whiny protest.  “Why does it matter?  She’s going to take out the trash and clean this place up. No big deal.”   Lasciviously, the pudgy man ran his eyes up and down Morgan’s curvy form, undressing her in his mind.

      And unbelievably, these guys still didn’t get the picture because Daniel leaned forwards then, flashing what he thought was an irresistible grin.

      “Why don’t you let us play with her a little, Stone?” he suggested, leaning forward to touch the beautiful girl again.  “It could work.  I promise we’ll give her back to you good as new.”

      Morgan froze as the men edged closer like a pack of slavering hyenas, panting and hungry.

      “Come on, little girl,” wheezed Tom.  “You can take all of us at once.  Count yourself lucky.”

      Meanwhile, Daniel casually poured himself a glass of champagne and replaced the bottle on the cart. He flopped back into his chair as his legs swung over the armrest.

      He patted his lap. “Best seat in the house, baby, and it’s yours.”

      “Ooh,” whistled Gregory.  “Take mine instead.”

      Because sure enough, he whisked his blazer aside and there was a giant tent in his pants.  Actually, giant isn’t the right word.  The bulge was more like a tiny molehill, a little bit of nothing that was laughable at best.

      I shut it down quick.

      “No more in flight service,” was my statement.  “Miss Morgan, thank you for your time.  Please return to the front of the plane for the rest of the flight.”

      With a grateful glance my way, the brunette rolled her metal cart back up the aisle, giant ass swaying.  Of course, the beta males whined upon seeing a beautiful female depart.

      “Really? That’s how you treat the help?  Like princesses?” Steven sniffed, pushing his glasses up his nose.

      Daniel waved his hands, a child throwing a tantrum. “You pay her money.  Why is this wrong?  It’s not like she doesn’t get a salary for her trouble.”

      But at least Gregory had some sense.

      “Come on, Stone,” he wheedled.  “We were just kidding around.  Don’t take it so seriously.”

      But he didn’t go on because we were interrupted when Daniel wrestled the bowl of nuts away from Tom, pecans flying all over the carpet.  I grunted, unable to believe my eyes.  These guys really were children.  Messy children at that.  The carpet would have to be vacuumed and deep-cleaned after we landed.

      Rolling my eyes, I gave in.  My co-workers were kids, and deserved to be treated like children.  As a result, I stood, rising to my full height within the cabin, dark hair almost scraping the roof.

      “Hey everyone.  Now that we’re cruising, let’s take a tour of the plane.  Wouldn’t you enjoy that?  Doesn’t that sound like fun?”

      It was ironic that I basically sounded like a kindergarten teacher trying to cajole her unruly students.  But the boys jumped up, clapping their hands, their faces bright with excitement.

      “All right!” one crowed.

      “This will be fun!” chirped another.

      I gave them a tight smile before turning around.  En masse, we made our way to the front of the plane first.  Fortunately, Morgan was nowhere in sight.

      The divider door to the galley kitchen opened with ease, revealing gleaming full-size fixtures.  You could cook a gourmet meal here for sure.  Plus, there was a small bathroom off to the side, fitted with a porcelain sink and toilet.  None of that grimy metal hardware for Elite Air.

      “Here’s the bathroom for passengers,” I rumbled.  “Meaning you guys.”

      Gregory nodded, ducking his head into the lavatory. “It’s nice.  But I don’t need lavender-scented soap.”

      My eyes rolled.  Jeez, this prick was so fucking clueless.  Most likely he didn’t need soap because he didn’t wash his hands after using the john.  Disgusting.  But I ignored his comment.

      “Come on,” I continued.  “Let’s see what else this plane has.”

      I shut the bathroom door and stepped into the kitchen proper.  The execs marveled over the spacious set-up.  The cabinets were stainless steel, and the countertops were a bright artificial granite, sufficiently lightweight yet glamorous.  A full silver tea service perched on the counter, unused.

      Incredibly, Gregory managed to locate a bag of fancy pecans from somewhere.

      “You’re hiding the good stuff!” he whined.  “I want this, not the mixed nuts we were eating.”

      Seriously, could these guys get any worse?  I ignored them, striding to the back of the plane, the ragtag band nipping at my heels.

      And sure enough, once the door to the private bedroom was opened, a hush of awe descended.

      “Wow!” whispered Greg, halfway through cracking a nut.  “Wow wow wow!”

      “I wish I were you,” whimpered Tom.  “This place is so luxe.”

      Because there was a king-sized bed dominating the back wall.  The covers were Egyptian cotton, the duvet monogrammed with “Elite Air” in gold thread. A small nightstand held a built-in vase with fresh, cheery marigolds.  Plus, there was a docking station for a laptop and a secondary screen secured to the wall.  A small barstool chair with a half-back was secured to the tiny desk with clips for takeoffs.

      Tom peeked around the corner into the bathroom. It was small, but the luxury was evident with the cedar wood paneling and a marble floor. An upright soaking tub doubled as a standing shower. The sink was a glass bowl with a waterfall faucet. The smart toilet, shipped in from Japan, doubled as a bidet.

      “Wow,” whistled Gregory.  “Wow wow wow.”

      At this point, his mouth was hanging open, half eaten nuts visible.

      “This is like an air yacht,” Tom whistled before stepping back, eyebrows almost off his forehead with wonder.  “Incredible.”

      Daniel flopped onto the bed like the place belonged to him.

      “Yeah, Stone! You gotta hook me up with one of these babies for Ibiza.  I need this to impress the ladies!”

      Internally, I was thinking “no way.”  But on the outside, my expression remained neutral.

      “Sure, maybe,” was my cool reply.  “We’ll see.”

      The guys erupted into hoots and hollers then.

      “Ibiza, here we come!  South of France!  Saint Tropez!  Ladies, we’re hittin’ it big time!”

      Oh shit.  Flying in a circle above New York with these losers was already bad enough, but even worse was the thought of actually going somewhere with them, much less a trans-Atlantic trip.  No way.

      But I kept mum as the others danced and jigged because there was still that girl.  My thoughts wandered to how I could make that little stewardess squeal.  It’s wrong, I know.  We only just met, and she’d been humiliated by my buddies, groped and pawed by a bunch of hyenas.  But I couldn’t shake Morgan from my mind because that curvy figure would look gorgeous swallowed up in the plane’s bed with the cotton sheets tossed haphazardly to the floor.

      What kind of sounds would she make?

      Her uniform didn’t leave much to the imagination, that was for sure. That tiny waist was mind-blowing, flaring into a dramatic hourglass figure. Her breasts had bounced so naturally when Willy was prodding her, proving that there was no silicone in her body.  I imagined ripping the buttons off her navy outfit and watching those tits explode from her blouse.

      Oh yeah.  She was so beautiful.

      But still, it was the contrast that struck me.  Her face was absolutely angelic, the skin almost glowing.  And yet that body was made for raunchy play between the sheets.

      Suddenly, the intercom came on again.

      “Passengers, please take your seats,” droned the pilot.  “Prepare for landing.”

      I straightened.

      “Come on.  Time to strap in.  We’re done.”

      It was like herding a bunch of cats, these guys zigging and zagging, reluctant to go back to their seats.

      Daniel pouted, craning his neck to look back at me. “Can’t you just tell them to circle around again? We’re having so much fun!”

      I shook my head and pushed Willy away from the closets. Was he literally digging around, seeing what he could find?

      “No, that’s all you get. You want your own flight to somewhere, then buy a ticket.”

      The guys groaned but obediently shuffled back to their seats.  Holding back a sigh, I set my empty champagne flute down on the side table, only to be interrupted once more.

      “Are there any good movies on here?” Tom picked up the remote and tried to turn the television on.

      Gregory bit his lip. “I don’t think we’re supposed to turn stuff on while the plane is landing.”

      Willy snorted. “That’s what they tell you, but it’s a bunch of bullshit. See if the latest Bond movie is on there.  I wanted to see that in the theaters, but this flat screen will be just as good,” he smirked.

      What was wrong with these annoying losers?  The thought of killing them crossed my mind for the umpteenth time.  Gritting my teeth, I grabbed the remote from Tom and shut the television off.  It sank back into the floor, slow and graceful.

      “Stop.  We don’t need a movie. It’ll only be a few minutes until we land.”

      And finally, these guys settled down, keeping their hands to themselves.  Slowly, the bird descended from the sky like an angel floating on wings, coming to a gradual halt on the tarmac.  We taxied for a bit, before hearing the hiss of the engines as they shut off.

      “That was awesome!” Daniel unclipped his seatbelt and jumped up. “Stone, you are seriously the man!”

      Tom nodded, setting his empty glass on the side table.

      “Take us again,” he wheedled.  “Remember, you promised.  Ibiza.”

      “Yeah!” Willy squeezed out of his chair. “I want to go too!  Don’t leave me behind.”

      With a tight smile on my face, I shepherded these losers out, and not a moment too soon because Gregory scanned the plane as if giving a last look.

      “Maybe we could be best friends, Stone?  What do you say?”

      That was laughable.  Hopefully, I’d never be trapped in an enclosed space with these fools ever again.  But there was one good part to this pointless trip.  As we made our way out of the cabin and onto the gleaming metal stairs, like most flight attendants, Morgan stood at attention near the doorway with a brave smile.  Needless to say, that smile didn’t reach her eyes as she waved to the men.

      “Goodbye, thank you for flying with Elite Air!” was her dulcet farewell.  “Come fly with us again.”

      Gregory literally purred, his eyes suggestive.

      “I hope you’re on our flight to Ibiza, sweetheart. We’ll party hardy then, baby.”

      And Daniel was even more shameless, handing her his business card.

      “Call me,” he directed.  “I have money.”

      She took the card with a vague smile.

      “Thank you sir.  It’s been a pleasure.  I hope you enjoyed your trip.”

      I gave her credit for that.  This poor thing had been harassed up, down and all the way around for forty-five minutes straight.  Fat, paunchy guys had grabbed her breasts, squeezing them painfully, and yet she was professional still.  The brunette knew how to make the best of a bad situation, and I respected her for that.

      This girl deserved a raise.

      A bonus at the very least.

      Something very special … straight from me.

      As a result, I shot her a cool look.

      “Meet me at Elite Air offices tomorrow, five sharp in the evening,” was my harsh command.

      She gasped slightly, eyes wide, but then smiled politely.

      “Of course, Mr. Evans. Have a great day.”

      And that was that.  I pulled myself away and stepped out into the fresh air.  Well, as fresh as a New York airport can be with the pollution and smog.  But still, it felt nice to be outdoors once again, and immediately a small man scampered up.

      “Mr. Evans,” he bowed courteously.  “Please, let me show you to the gate.”

      Ah, of course.  Concierge service.  A golf cart whizzed up, ready to take us to our destination because walking on the tarmac was too plebian for a bunch of rich guys like us.  Quickly, we piled in and sped off, the gleaming plane growing small in the distance.

      But still, my mind wandered back to Morgan.

      The curvy brunette was all mine.

      After all, I bought and paid for her, along with this fleet of aircraft.

      Sure, her employment contract didn’t get into personal services, but I had to see her again … no matter the circumstances.
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      Oh no.  Mr. Evans ordered me to meet him at the office tomorrow. Was I already being fired?  On my first flight with Elite Air?

      Oh god.

      No.

      What have I gotten myself into?

      I did my best given the situation yesterday.  What else could I do?  I was an eighteen year-old girl, outmanned and outflanked on every side.  The guys were at least twenty years older than me, licking their chops like hungry wolves circling a vulnerable lamb.

      Plus, everything about this job has been strange from the get go.  It all started with the interview that brought me into this mysterious world.  Desperate to leave Burger Barista, I’d been scanning the newspaper for job listings.  It’s old-fashioned but sometimes, you can find a nugget among the coal.  My eyes glanced upon an ad, and I’d circled it excitedly with a red pen:

      Looking for Sensational Flight Attendants to Work For Private Carrier.  $100k Annual Salary Plus Benefits.

      One hundred thousand dollars?  That was double what the commercial airlines offered.  Immediately, I dashed an email off to their listed contact, attaching a photo.  It was weird that they required a recent photograph, but it was fine.  I used my student ID.

      My inbox pinged not fifteen minutes later.

      We’re interested, the email read.  Please arrive at our offices at 10 sharp tomorrow morning for an interview.

      The oxygen left my lungs from surprise.  I had some errands to run, but that’s okay because the errands could wait.  This interview was far more important.  My best friend Evelyn came over that night, helping me prep for the interview by lobbing sample questions my way.  Things like:

      How do you trigger the emergency lights?  Are there extra tankards of jet fuel on board the Airbus 242?  If so, are they accessible to flight crew?  What kinds of precautions must be taken when handling jet fuel?

      Despite the preparation, I was nervous for the interview.  I stepped into the Midtown Manhattan office building the next day.  Sure, I could spew answers like a Jeopardy contestant, but that didn’t mean the job was mine.

      Breathe, came my internal voice.  Calm down.  Relax.  You got this.

      But my interviewer was scary.  As in really, really scary.  She looked like a school teacher, her graying-brown hair pulled up in a severe bun.  Plus, there were lines around her mouth that came from frowning all the time.

      Oh god.  She hated me on sight.  I could feel it.

      “Good afternoon, Miss Nelson,” the woman said frigidly.  “My name is Helena.  We communicated via email.  I trust you read the handbook I emailed you?”

      I nodded hesitantly.

      “Yes, thank you.  I was able to read most of it last night.”

      Of course, that thing had been five hundred pages long.  But there was no sense in getting into the details.  This was an interview after all, and I had to present myself in a good light.

      The woman nodded frigidly.

      “Great.  Then you understand that this is a private airline that requires a certain level of discretion?”

      I nodded again, trying not to fidget.

      “Of course, ma’am.  I don’t want to make anyone uncomfortable. I’m sure it’s hard for famous people. They just want to have some peace and quiet.”

      Helena nodded, pleased.

      “Precisely. You will also need to exercise a certain amount of leniency with the clients as well. Typical rules do not apply to this airline.”

      I straightened up in my chair.  What did that mean?  But I’ve learned in my short life that it’s easier to give people what they want.  Especially during an interview.

      “I understand,” was my quick nod.  “It must be hard.  Famous people play by different rules because they have different restrictions.  Of course.”

      Helena lifted an eyebrow and shot me another look up over her glasses.

      “Our clients may or may not be famous,” she said dismissively.  “It makes no different to someone such as yourself.  All we ask for are discretion and the ability to … ah, be flexible.”

      What did that mean?  But the woman gave me no time to ask more.  Instead, those piercing eyes flitted down as she scanned through her daily planner.

      “Miss Nelson, off-hand, do you know what your measurements are?”

      Heat rose to my cheeks.

      “Oh, um, excuse me?” My eyes darted around over the desk, as if an answer waited there for me.  What kind of job was I signing up for?

      “Your measurements,” she said crisply, looking down her nose.  “For the uniforms, obviously.”

      A sigh of relief escaped my lips.  Of course.  Uniforms.  I was so stupid for freaking out.

      “Oh right.  I’m a forty, twenty-three, thirty-five.”

      Helena’s head jerked up, disbelief in those cold blue eyes.

      “You have a twenty-three-inch waist?”

      I bit my lip and nodded.

      “Yes, but I usually say twenty-five because it sounds more normal,” was my embarrassed murmur.  “You can put twenty-five if you want,” I offered.

      Helena merely shook her head, scribbling something down.

      “No, that’s perfect actually.  An hourglass figure is exactly what our clients prefer,” she nodded, scribbling more notes.

      What in the world?  Why would my size matter to the clients?  Isn’t it against some type of labor law to discriminate based on size?  But there was no time to process the thought because Helena snapped her planner shut.

      “Okay, everything looks good.  Miss Nelson, I’m happy to extend you a full-time offer from Elite Air.  We offer a generous compensation package which includes health and retirement, as well as bonuses for performance.”

      Excitement and shock flew through my spine, making me jerk up straight suddenly.  Wait, did I hear right?  Just like that?  I was hired?  Because it hadn’t been much of an interview at all, just a couple questions about my size.  Didn’t they want to know about flotation devices, and my ability to juggle three meal trays at once?

      But never look a gift horse in the mouth because I wasn’t about to turn down a six figure salary.  Plus, hadn’t she mentioned performance bonuses?

      Immediately, my mind was made up.  I’d be the best stewardess Elite Air had.  I was going to work my tail off and earn some good money, so long as they let me.

      “Thank you.”  I held my hand out to shake.  “I look forward to starting.”

      The truth was, I needed this job so bad that it was ridiculous.  There were bills to pay at home.  Not just mine, but my mom’s medical debt from her car accident three years ago.  Maybe this way, we wouldn’t have to file for bankruptcy.  Maybe this way, we could save our house.

      But my new employer didn’t have to know any of that.  It was too much info.  So instead, I smiled professionally.

      “Thank you for selecting me.  I look forward to working with Elite Air.  By the by, when will my first flight be?  I’m ready to start immediately, if you’ll have me.”

      The older woman nodded, staring into her black book again.

      “Please come back tomorrow,” she said briskly.  “You’ll be fitted for your uniform and then the next day, it’s straight onto your first flight, New York to Chicago.”  The woman slid a few papers at me across the table.

      I gasped.

      “Um, would it be possible to start a week later?” I asked faintly.  “I have to give notice at my current workplace.  Is that okay?”

      Helena glanced at me over her glasses, and the look was enough to make me shrivel until I felt about two inches tall.

      “Is this going to be a problem?”

      There was only a moment of hesitation.

      “No ma’am,” were my low words.  “I’ll be here tomorrow.”

      After all, this job was worth ten times more than my current gig at Burger Barista, where I both flipped burgers and pulled shots of espresso for customers.  It’s a genius idea, if you ask me.  People come in for their afternoon pick-me-up and end up ordering a giant, greasy burger to take back to their desks.  Cha-ching!  The owners of Burger Barista had to be making bank.

      But unfortunately, I was getting minimum wage.  Even less than that because my uniform had to be dry cleaned constantly from all the grease.  There was nothing to lose, and taking a deep breath, I nodded.

      “Nine sharp,” were my words.  “I’ll be here.”

      Just like that, it was done.  After signing a few more forms, Helena escorted me to the elevators.

      “We look forward to working with you, Miss Nelson.  Take care now,” she said, face impassive.

      I nodded, stepping into the lift.

      “Yes, thank you again,” was my slow reply.  “I look forward to starting with Elite Air.”

      But things just kept taking me by surprise.  For example, the uniform was startling.  Getting fitted was surprisingly simple. The fabric was better quality than most of my clothes, and none of the stitches popped unlike my Burger Barista uniform.  Usually, I had to keep a tiny sewing kit handy for emergencies at the fast food restaurant, but that wouldn’t be necessary with Elite Air.  Instead, the company had a tailor who looked me over carefully, and then stitched and pinned before presenting me with a navy blue dress.

      Wow.

      The outfit wasn’t your usual stewardess fare.

      Well, it was, but somehow it was much more flattering than the dowdy cardigans and knee-length skirt typical of the industry.  Instead, the blue dress emphasized my bust with a modest v-neck, nipping in at the waist to show off my twenty-three inch span.  Seriously cute.

      But it was the shoes that got me.  When the seamstress pulled out four-inch stilettos, I almost fell through the floor.

      “I’m supposed to wear those while I work?” was my dumbfounded question.

      She nodded, a knowing smile on her face.

      “The men like it.  You’ll like it too.”

      My eyes continued to bug, because how was I going to stand in those things during long cross-country flights?  I’d get a crick in my back, and my knees would ache.   Was this really practical?

      But hey, I was getting paid a lot of money to wear stilettos.  With a weak smile, I took the shoes and stashed them in my bag.  When I got home, it was time to practice.  I walked across my tiny apartment floors for hours, making like Miss America.  Sometimes, I even air-kissed to an imaginary crowd, bowing and waving.  It was fun, if a little unsteady.

      But the next morning, just as I was about to shower, my phone rang.  Fumbling for the handheld, I looked at the screen.

      Helena’s number flashed.  Oh no.  Had she had second thoughts?  Maybe I wasn’t hired after all?  With dread, I picked up.

      “H-hello?” was my stammer.

      Her businesslike voice filled my ear.

      “Hi Morgan, Helena here.  There’s been a change in plans. We’ve scratched your flight for Chicago.  Instead, you’ll be on a special flight with some of our most important passengers.”

      The woman’s pen was audible, scribbling something or other.

      “Due to the last minute change, we’ve upped your salary to one hundred and fifty thousand. Is that acceptable?”

      I nearly dropped the phone.  Was she serious?  A hundred and fifty thousand for a newbie airline stewardess?  But my mama taught me well because the words were immediate.

      “Yes, of course,” came my reply.  “I’d be happy to change itineraries.  No problem.”

      Helena made a pleased noise.

      “Good.  This will be a scenic flight.  The plane will take off from JFK, circle around for an hour or two, and then land back at JFK once more.”

      My eyes opened wide with surprise.  Really?  Did people who own private jets do this often?  Burn jet fuel just for the hell of it?

      But maybe it wasn’t so crazy.  After all, New York City is astonishing from the air.  The Statue of Liberty.  The Empire State Building.  The Freedom Tower.  These were just a few of the things that made my hometown the place to be.

      I nodded furiously.

      “Of course, that sounds fine.  I’ll be there.”

      I could almost hear Helena’s perfunctory nod.

      “Good.  This flight will be in the afternoon. Pack a bag, and we’ll put you in a nearby hotel afterwards.  Please make sure you have office attire along with your uniform just in case.”

      I froze. Office attire?  And just in case of what?  Besides, I didn’t have any clothes that were “smart professional.”  My stuff consisted of a Burger Barista uniform plus some ragtag items from Target and Walmart.  But this wasn’t the time for that conversation.  Instead, I just nodded once more.

      “Sure, will do, Helena.  Is there anything else I should be prepared for?”

      Helena sounded tired now, as if speaking to a child. “We need you dressed and on the plane by noon. Don’t be late.”

      And just like that, there was a click.  She was gone.

      The enormity of the situation hit me then.  I had my first flight in two hours!  I had to get my stuff together pronto, but there was nothing to get together, really.  Again, my clothes consist of jeans and basics, plus one nice skirt that I keep around for parties.  Definitely not professional.

      But it is what it is.

      Come on, came the voice in my head.  You can do it, Morgan.  To the tune of one hundred and fifty thousand dollars, you have to do it.  Think of Mom.

      Squaring my shoulders, I nodded resolutely.  I was going to make this happen.  I’d landed a plum opportunity that could save us from bankruptcy.

      So yes, I was going to be the best stewardess Elite Air ever had.
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      Ten hours later.

      Oh god.  It’d been the flight from hell.  I dragged my little overnight suitcase behind me, letting it bump along the uneven ground.  My flipflops slapped the concrete because I couldn’t take the stilettos anymore.  No way, no how.

      In fact, bandages were sorely needed.  Was there a convenience store nearby?  And since when is beauty worth this kind of pain?

      But at least I was finally at the hotel.  It was a five star palace with a gorgeous lobby.  Chandeliers hung from the soaring ceilings, and soft piano music wafted in the background as important businesspeople walked by, chatting and laughing.

      But unfortunately, no amount of training can stop guys from being guys.  Because the clerk at the front desk smiled lecherously at me as I checked in. His lingering gaze made me wish I had thrown a sweatshirt on over my uniform.

      “Have a great stay, gorgeous.”

      What?  Can you refer to customers as “gorgeous”?  Isn’t that sexual harassment?  But I was too tired to protest, trudging my way to the hotel gift shop.

      My eyes searched the shelves.  There were about a million kinds of travel-sized shampoos and soaps, and of course knick-knacks with “I heart New York City” emblazoned all over them.

      Band-Aids, Band-Aids.  New York has to have Band-Aids!

      “Looking for something in particular?” a voice interrupted.

      I looked up.  A friendly middle-aged woman stared at my ankles.  The red, chafed skin looked painful, and knowing pity filled her eyes.

      “Yes, I need bandages for my feet.” I gestured downwards. “It’s been a long day and I had to wear really high heels that I’m not used to.”

      She turned around and grabbed a metal tin from a shelf and plunked them on the counter.

      “I hear you, sweetie. That’ll be five-ninety-two.”

      Five ninety-two for a tiny box of bandages?  This was highway robbery!  My head protested with sticker shock, but I was too tired to protest, instead fumbling in my wallet before mumbling, “Thank you.”

      “No problem,” she said sympathetically.  “Have a good night.”

      With that, I stepped back into the lobby.

      More hotel guests had arrived, the circular rotunda thronging with people.  My headache pounded.  I sighed.

      If wearing stupid uncomfortable shoes would help me keep this job and live a better life, then so be it.  Even if I twisted an ankle, it was still better than spilling coffee on myself and coming home smelling like a fryer.

      Fortunately, the high speed elevator was fast.  Within seconds, I was at my floor, the door dinging open to reveal a bland hallway and rows of doors. I swiped my keycard, revealing a small but luxurious room.

      Thank god.  A bath would help soothe my feet and my nerves.

      Moving quickly, I stripped off my uniform and hung it up in the little closet.  Uck, was it the uniform’s fault?  Did I look too sexy in it?

      But lowering myself into the tub, my head fell back.  I couldn’t blame this on an inanimate object.  I could only blame it on the men themselves.

      Because the passengers had been disgusting.  Fat, paunchy, sweaty dudes, their stomachs sticking out from over their waistbands.

      But that wasn’t the least of it.  Because I don’t looks-discriminate.  We’re born with what we have, and a nice package on the outside doesn’t mean that you’re any good on the inside.

      But these men were terrible, inside and out.  My eyes welled at the memory.  That one with the balding pate had grabbed my boob, squeezing hard.  Another one had groped my bottom, even going so far as to slide his hand up my skirt.

      Without Stone Evans, I would have been dead meat.  I would have been the collateral damage from a flight gone wrong.

      But thankfully, the big man had saved me.  He was absolutely gorgeous from the moment he stepped foot in the plane, looming like Superman come to life.

      Tall.

      Dominating.

      Blue eyes that flashed, hair that was pitch black.

      Plus, he was clearly the boss of the other guys. They cowered in his presence, begging for more rides on his private planes.

      Oh god!  Came the realization.  This guy was my boss.  He was the guy who actually held the purse strings.

      Immediately, I resolved to do my best.  Whatever these gross passengers put me through, I was going to be professional about it.

      But it was just so hard.  The lewd comments.  The dirty paws that fondled my every curve.  The insinuations and overt come-ons.

      I hated every second of it.

      It wasn’t until Stone excused me that I took a deep breath, glancing at the alpha gratefully.

      I was saved.  There was no more on-board service during the flight, and I could hide away in peace.  It’s crazy, I know.  But the harassment had been over the top, and in the privacy of the small galley, tears rolled silently down my face.

      It was only after the plane rolled to a stop on the tarmac that I came to my senses.  There was work to be done, and I could be fired if I didn’t do my job.  Hurriedly, I straightened my outfit and stood in the exitway, summoning a cheerful goodbye.  Most of the men barely noticed me, except to make a few lecherous comments once again.  However, Mr. Evans fixed me with a stare.

      “Nine a.m.,” he said in a smooth voice.  “Tomorrow morning.  Meet me at the Elite Airlines corporate offices in Midtown.”

      What could I do but agree?  I nodded slowly, a frozen smile in place, but my mind whirled.  What did he want from me?  Oh god, was I going to be fired?  I’d pretty much screwed up this maiden flight, after all.  I deserved to be let go.

      But somehow, I knew it wasn’t that.  There’d been something in that magnetic azure gaze.  Something powerful.  Something compelling.  Something calling, Little girl, come out and play.

      Oh god, oh god.  Stone Evans was so handsome, and much better looking than the high school jocks whom I used to moon over.  Those guys were idiots by comparison, with overly-loud laughs and acne scars.  They were so proud to be seen in their letter jackets, even if they were bench warmers on the JV team.

      This guy, by contrast, was the real thing.  He was a hardened alpha male.  A man in his forties, at the top of the business world.  Most likely a billionaire.  Slowly, I sank into the tub, bubbles coming up to my chin.

      “Mr. Evans,” I whispered into the small space.

      Hearing the name aloud sounded too real, sending a fresh wave of embarrassment through me. But it was different and exciting. I began to knead my breast with one hand, pinching the nipple, while dreaming of the handsome male.

      Because what would it be like with Mr. Evans?

      Would he be tender and gentle?

      Or we he devour me like an animal, raw and real?

      Oh god.  My other hand slid below the waterline, finding its way to my sopping slit.  An engorged clit greeted me, already hard and aroused.

      Ah!

      “Morgan, you’re mine,” Mr. Evans would growl.  “All fucking mine.”

      The possessiveness shocked and titillated me.

      Was I ready to belong to a man like that?

      For one night, yes, definitely.

      I’d take whatever Mr. Evans offered.

      I’d kneel at his feet, a student ready for her training.

      And shamefully, my body burst then.  It wasn’t the warm water lapping at my curves, or even the frantic movements of my hands.

      It was the thought of the powerful alpha.

      Stone Evans.

      My boss.

      My savior.

      And even … my lover?

      Oh god, it was too good to be true, my curves shaking and undulating with pleasure.  Because I wanted to belong to him.  I wanted to be his, our bodies wrapped around one another as he owned my sweetest spots.

      Yes, Stone!

      Yes, Mr. Evans!

      Take me!

      I’m yours.

      But everything comes to an end, even the best fantasies.  As if on cue, my stomach growled.  Oh no.  I hadn’t eaten since breakfast, skipping lunch altogether.  And now, it was time to get some calories.

      Standing up, my skin gleamed with a mixture of soap and bath oils.  Oooh, it felt sensational for sure, plump assets out in the open.

      But I’ve never been one to miss a meal, so resolutely, I wrapped my body with the damp towel and stepped out of the bathroom.  And pulling on my floral print pajamas, I dialed room service.

      “Can I help you?” the bored voice on the other end answered.

      “Hello,” came my hesitant voice.  “I’d like to order dinner please?”

      “Yes, what can I get you?” it droned.

      I bit my lip.  With a hefty paycheck, I could now afford the nicer things.  No more free burgers at work.  No more stolen fries or milkshakes sipped quietly in the back room.  Taking a deep breath, I ordered their most expensive prime rib.

      “Medium rare,” was my quick refrain.  “Plus some Pepsi please.”

      I know, I know.  Pepsi and steak aren’t exactly the healthiest things on Earth.  But you know what?  I get tired of eating salad with no dressing, tofu and wheat bread all the time.  People sometimes stare at my figure, hinting that I should cut down.  But food has always been my thing, and tonight I was going crazy.

      Steak and cola it was.

      Pulling out my phone, I texted Evelyn.  Unfortunately, my friend didn’t reply immediately.  Oh Evelyn.  She was probably out with one of her “older gentleman friends” as she liked to refer to them.  I called them “dirty old dudes,” since they were about sixty years old most times.  Ick, right?  Evelyn’s eighteen like me, so there was literally a forty-year age gap.

      Plus, Evelyn was always trying to hook me up with one of her geezer boyfriend’s friends.  Gross.  I couldn’t imagine the idea of dating a man so much older than me.   I mean, balding with tufts of white hair poking from his ears, and a giant paunch?  No thank you, even if he was King Midas himself.

      But Stone Evans had to be older.  He was clearly in his forties.  He just wasn’t ancient, like Evelyn’s guys.  How old was Mr. Evans exactly?  Forty-two?  Forty-five?

      It didn’t matter.  The guy kept himself in tip-top shape, that muscular form powerful beneath a perfectly cut black suit.  Everything about the man screamed virility, masculinity, as well as kindness.  Because he’d been nice to me, allowing me to slink off with my drink cart instead of facing additional harassment.

      Suddenly, I stopped myself.

      I’m being ridiculous, mooning about my boss. He probably thinks I’m just a kid. I bet he has a beautiful wife or girlfriend.  Or even worse, both. I bet they both looked like super models for sure, sleek and trim.

      Meanwhile, I was a plump teen girl, with no worldly experience, who acted like a bump on a log.

      Who was I kidding?

      This guy was way out of my league.  He was in outerspace territory frankly.

      A knock at the door jolted me from my thoughts.  Then I remembered the food and jumped up off the bed.

      “Just a second,” came my holler, grabbing some money from my wallet.

      A waiter entered, wheeling in a huge silver dome on a metal cart.  With flair, he set up a little table for me in my room, complete with a rose in a bud vase.  And then voila!  The steak was revealed, juicy and bubbling.

      “Do you need anything else?” he exclaimed with a bow.

      I shook my head.

      “No, this is great. Thank you.” He handed me the receipt to sign. I scribbled my signature and handed it back with some cash for tip.

      “Perfect, madam.  Enjoy the rest of your evening,” he nodded graciously.

      And I dove in once the door closed.  Don’t keep a girl from her food because she might rip off your head.  Especially this girl, who was as hungry as a mountain man.

      But the steak was lackluster, frankly, like it’d been cooked on a home stove instead of an industrial grill.  Disappointed, I broke open the little ketchup packets to add more flavor.

      Blegh.  Not good.

      But at least I was full.

      Where was Evelyn?  I glanced at my phone idly again.  Probably out with one of her geezer boyfriends, someone who looked like Santa Claus but without the merry smile.

      I’d rather die than date someone triple my age.  Her last boyfriend had to be seventy if a day, wrinkly with a bald pate.  I’d asked Evelyn his age, but she’d been vague, waving her hand.

      “Old guys are just as good as young ones,” Evelyn sang.  “Plus, they have so much more moolah,” she smirked, rubbing her fingertips together in the age-old gesture for cash.

      Sighing, I finished my meal.  Evelyn would always be Evelyn.  But hey, who was I to judge?  Age is just a number, right?  Besides, I was currently fantasizing about Stone Evans, who had to be double my age, so it was the pot calling the kettle black.

      Finishing my meal, I pushed the cart out into the hall for the workers to clean up and set the deadbolt.  Throwing myself onto the soft mattress, I checked my phone once more.  No new messages.

      Maybe that was a good thing.  People are too plugged in these days, myself being no exception.

      And sighing once deeply, my mind drifted off into the gray haze, lying comfortably on the plush mattress.  It was going to be a long day tomorrow … with Mr. Evans as my hero, tormentor, and fantasy man all rolled into one.
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      Breakfast had been dreary.  I’d loaded up on pancakes with golden syrup, hoping for the best.  But blech.  The pancakes had been pure cardboard, the syrup a dose of sugary glue.

      So here I was, hungry again, standing on the subway platform.

      Which way to Midtown?  Which way to Elite Air headquarters?

      People in fancy suits brushed past me, minding their own business. My eyes darted nervously over the pencil skirts and pantsuits worn by other women.

      Unfortunately, I looked like a drab mouse compared to the business professionals.  I had on my one clean skirt with a button down shirt tucked-in.  Penny loafers finished the outfit.  Basically, I looked like a naïve student at her first interview.  And an impoverished student at that with the faded floral print and scuffed shoes.  But it was too late because it was time to meet the boss.

      I crammed myself into a subway car, holding myself still in the crowded space.  It was awkward because there were strangers standing just inches away but avoiding eye contact.

      How do people do this every day?  It’s uncomfortable being packed in like a tin of sardines, but I was grateful for the subway ride because usually I walk because metro cards are so expensive.  Then again, with my six figure salary, one little metro card wouldn’t break the bank.  I swallowed hard.  Who would have guessed that I would be making six figures?

      But how much longer would I have this job?  If I got fired, I was toast because Burger Barista had responded to my message about quitting on the spot.  The supervisor was pissed, leaving a nasty voicemail on my phone.  After all, I was taking off during their busiest season with no notice.

      I didn’t blame them.  But if I got fired today, then that’d be both Burger Barista and Elite Air down the drain in one fell swoop.  What then?

      The train swayed as it roared down the track. The movement was oddly soothing, allowing my thoughts to slow down. Still no new messages from Evelyn.

      Be positive, the voice inside whispered. You have no idea what Mr. Evans wants. Maybe you have it backwards.  Maybe the airline is scared that you’ll quit.  They might even be worried that you’ll sue for harassment. Who knows?

      But I shook my head.  That couldn’t be it, given yesterday’s disastrous flight.  So I put it out of my mind and soon, the subway stopped, dropping me off in front of a looming corporate office tower.  It was intimidating for sure.  Once again, I stuck out like a sore thumb, the impoverished mouse among sleek corporate drones milling around an imposing office building.  My anxiety came back full force as I pushed through the revolving door, feeling like an imposter.

      And the receptionists were catty, eyeing my outfit before schooling their faces into calm.

      “Hello, how can we help you today?”

      I tried to keep my gaze level, though I was tempted to look at my feet and fidget.

      “I-I’m here to see Mr. Evans.  Stone Evans of Elite Air,” was my mumble.  “He said I was to meet today?  I know I’m early but—”

      The receptionist tapped away at a computer, then looked down at me again. “Morgan?”

      “Yes, Morgan Nelson, that’s me,” was my rushed voice.  “If you could let him know I’m here.”

      The woman was all business.

      “I’ll need your driver’s license, please.”

      What?  Why did they need an ID just to get into the building?  But I guess fancy places are like that.

      Awkwardly, I dug around in my purse and finally located the small card.  Uck, my picture was terrible but it’d have to do.  I handed it over to the receptionist, who typed more while staring into her screen.  And finally, the printer whirred, ejecting a small piece of paper.

      “This is a guest pass,” she said officiously.  Pointing to a row of turnstiles, she directed me.  “Swipe it on one of those metal posts and walk through the turnstile.  Your meeting is on the eightieth floor.  Mr. Evans is expecting you.”

      The eightieth floor?

      How far up did this skyscraper go?

      But nodding meekly, I accepted the slip of paper.

      “Thank you.”

      And soon, I was whisked up into the sky.  It was unbelievable.  The steel doors closed and I braced myself against the wall, prepared to for some head-spinning nausea.

      But this building was so fancy that it had high-speed elevators that moved like a cloud.  In fact, I didn’t even sense that we were going upwards.  Instead, the numbers changed before my eyes, and boom!  We were there.

      I took a deep breath and stepped out into the hall.

      Soft lighting illuminated the clean black stone floors and the pale grey walls. The end of the hall led to a solid glass wall with a door in its center, and a sensor pad for badges. I dug around for the little piece of paper in my purse.

      The pad beeped, allowing me to open the door. It was so quiet that my footsteps sounded like an elephant tromping around. I tried to be more quiet peering around.  There were rows of offices, all with the lights off and the doors closed.

      “Hello?” came my inquisitive word.

      This was weird.  Why wasn’t anyone here?  My heart raced as I continued walking down the hall.  This was the right floor, for sure.  Plus, my badge had worked.  So why wasn’t anyone around?

      It was definitely creepy, and my throat went dry.  Suddenly, a low voice jolted my nerves.

      “I’m sorry there’s no one here to properly greet you.”

      I jumped because Stone had appeared out of nowhere.  He was massive, dark and imposing, with piercing blue eyes and raven hair that seemed to absorb the light.  I went hot inside and my cheeks flushed.

      “I’m sorry there was no one to greet you,” Mr. Evans repeated smoothly.  “Helena’s out today, and Elite only has a skeleton staff in New York City. So it’s just me and you.”

      Somehow, the words sounded intimate, although I knew they weren’t.  Me and you.  That was nice.

      Please, the voice in my head went.  Get real Morgan.  Mr. Evans isn’t into you.  In fact, there’s no me and you.  That’s all your imagination, the stuff of that fantasy bath last night.

      My cheeks went red, and like he could read my mind, those blue eyes gleamed.

      “Come in,” he asked.  “Make yourself comfortable in this conference room.  Can I get you some water?”

      I stammered, so embarrassed, but I had to get control of myself.  Taking a deep breath, I smiled with my best professional demeanor.

      “Thank you.  Water would be great.”

      The billionaire nodded before disappearing around a corner.

      And it was then that I looked around the conference room.  Because this wasn’t your average set-up.  There was a giant oak table with at least fifty plush chairs on two sides.  It looked like the movies where all the bigwigs sat around and talked about important million-dollar deals.  But today, no one was here. It was just me and him.

      Was that good or bad?  Gulping, I took a seat.  Ooh, this chair was so comfortable and I sank back into its plush softness.  Mr. Evans returned, bearing a glass of water.  It looked a little ridiculous.  His hand was tan and firm, making the small glass look positively miniscule.

      Besides, I was the flight attendant and he was the CEO.

      So why was he serving me?

      But the alpha was completely at ease, lowering that massive frame into a chair opposite me, leaning back casually.

      The view of the city was breathtaking, but he was equally incredible to see.  Dark and imposing, backlit a bit by sun rising behind him.

      I fidgeted in my seat.

      The memories of the flight welled up again.  Oh god.  It’d been so embarrassing. I was probably getting fired.  And before he could say anything, my mouth began to move.

      “I’m so sorry about the flight yesterday,” came my humiliated blurt.  “I should have handled it better. I had been informed that all were very important passengers, especially—”

      Mr. Evans held up his hand. “Don’t worry about it. Those guys are jackasses. There’s nothing you could have done differently.”

      My cheeks flamed, eyes grateful.  Thank god Mr. Evans saw it my way.  But why were those guys on the plane with him if he disliked them so much?  Unfortunately, those questions were above my pay grade.  So I squeezed my hands in my lap, trying not to fidget as my thighs trembled.

      Of course, Mr. Evans was completely unperturbed.  He leaned backwards once more, blue eyes gleaming.

      “So, you’re the new hire Helena sent. Tell me a bit about yourself.”

      What?  Why would he want to know about me?  After all, I was a nobody, just someone from the projects whose last job was at Burger Barista.  Even that was embarrassing to admit.  But I had to make the best of it, so taking a deep breath, I met that deep blue gaze square on.

      “I’m a graduate of a six-week flight training school,” was my slow reply.  “I just finished last month, and then I saw an ad in the paper for Elite Air, and got hired right away.  Thank you for taking a chance on me,” was my quick refrain.  “I really appreciate it.”

      The billionaire nodded.

      “No prob,” he drawled.  “But what else?  Where do you live?”

      That blue gaze locked on mine and a blush rose to my cheeks.  My nipples hardened, embarrassing me all over again.  Oh god, could he see?

      Think of something else, anything else, spoke the voice in my mind.  Come on Morgan.  Get with it.  This is a job, and one that you can’t afford to lose.

      “Um, I’m from around here,” was my low mutter.  Could I somehow dress up my humble past?  But there was no sense in masking reality.  After all, it’s not like I’d committed a crime.  Lifting my chin, I answered in a clear voice.

      “I’m from the LeBar Projects out in Queens,” the words came.  “If you take the Midtown Tunnel, they’re right there once you exit on the other side.  You can’t miss them because they’re like a giant concrete jungle.  I grew up there with my mom.  Sandra lives there still, and I’ll always think of the projects as my home.”

      To my surprise, respect entered those blue eyes.

      “Really?” he asked, a black eyebrow raised.  “Never would have guessed, a nice girl like you.”

      My cheeks flushed.

      “Yes,” I said firmly.  “It’s not the greatest place to grow up because there’s a lot of crime and whatnot.  But I’m proud of my beginnings, and not afraid of my humble roots.”

      The billionaire nodded slowly.

      “You’ve come a long ways then,” he said smoothly.  “So tell me, how much are they paying you at Elite?”

      I gasped.  Didn’t he know?  The big man was the boss after all, but who knows?  Human resources seemed below his level.

      “Your manager Helena offered me a salary of one hundred and fifty thousand a year,” I said in a firm voice.  “After yesterday, I understand if you want to dock my pay.  It was a tough situation, and I should have handled myself better.  My apologies again.”

      The words were formal and stilted, but I didn’t want to be fired.  How much would he penalize me?  Ten thousand?  Even more?

      Instead, the billionaire did something unexpected—he threw his back and laughed, showing off even white teeth.  I flinched at the sound, utterly confused.  Why was he amused?  Was the man making fun of me?  Heat rose to my cheeks, hot and agonizing.

      But the alpha merely shook his head again and looked at me wryly.

      “I’m not going to fire you, pretty baby,” came that low growl. “I’m going to do something even better.  I’m going to offer you some incentive pay.”

      My mind reeled. I wasn’t going to be fired? Not even punished or written up?  Hallelujah!

      But the turn of events left me cautious.

      “What do you mean, ‘incentive pay?’” was my slow query.  “Is that like a Christmas bonus?”

      After all, at Burger Barista, we’d had a “holiday gift” each December.  It was a coupon for a free pickle with your burger.  Worth less than zero to someone like me, who hates pickles.

      Plus, my current salary was easily more money than I knew what to do with.  I could save, for the first time in my life.  I could put something away towards retirement.  And I could help my mom pay her medical bills, evading bankruptcy.

      So what was this bonus he was offering?

      Because the answer was already on the tip of my tongue - yes.  I’m poor and need the money.  My life is already ten times better than it used to be, and with you in it, worlds have already opened.  Opportunities that never existed before have landed in my lap like Christmas gifts.

      Mr. Evans chuckled like he could read my mind.

      “Incentive pay means bonus money for doing exceptional work,” he drawled.  “Are you an exceptional girl?”

      Oh no, oh no.  Because was this a trap?  Me, exceptional?  Was this guy crazy? I just screwed up my first flight, but I tried to play it off.

      “Oh no, it’s okay.” I shook my head, trying to seem confident. “I want to do good work anyways. You don’t need to pay me extra for doing my job.”

      Mr. Evans nodded and seemed pleased with my answer. But one black brow crooked again.

      “But you deserve to be compensated for work that goes above and beyond the call of the average stewardess.  Capiche?”

      Actually, I didn’t understand.  Not at all.  So straightening in my seat, the words came earnestly.

      “Mr. Evans, you don’t have to pay me extra because I aim to please.  It’s no trouble at all.”

      He smiled again, but this time his eyes had a devilish glint.  Oh god.  This man had me wound around his finger, and my insides loosened, face growing warm.  What was he planning?

      And sure enough, the lion struck then.

      “I want to make things better for you,” he drawled.  “I want you to be more than just a stewardess on these flights.”

      A slight pause.

      “More than a stewardess?” my voice squeaked.

      What in the world?  What did that mean?  Oh wait.  Suddenly it was obvious.

      “Sure, I don’t mind scrubbing the toilets,” I said hastily.  “I can absolutely do the laundry too, it’s no trouble.  No extra pay needed.”

      All Mr. Evans did was throw back his head and laugh mightily again.

      “Naw pretty girl, that’s not what I mean at all.”  He leaned back in his chair, letting his gaze caress my curves.  “Tell me, where did you work before Elite Air?”

      Oh god.  Oh god.  The time had come.

      “Oh, um, it was just a minimum wage job.” I dropped my gaze to the table, face burning.  But I couldn’t duck anymore.  “I was a barista and a burger flipper at a little local joint called Burger Barista.  It sounds crazy right?  Who drinks coffee and eats burgers at the same time?  But actually, it was a genius idea because they had so many customers.”

      The big man’s eyebrows were practically on the ceiling now.

      “So you flipped patties?” he drawled.

      I took a deep breath.

      “Yes sir, and pulled espresso shots for eight hours a day.  It wasn’t too bad.  My feet hurt afterwards, but we had free food while on shift, so it was worth it.”

      There.  It was all out there now.  My humble beginnings at LeBar City.  My minimum wage job filled with greasy oil and the french fry smell that never went away.  But everyone has to start somewhere, and for me, Burger Barista was step one on the way to a better life.

      Mr. Evans, on the other hand, is hard to read.  His eyebrow quirked, making me uneasy, before the alpha leaned forwards again. “You sound like a hard worker and a good employee. Did you have extra responsibilities at Burger Barista?”

      I nodded, chin up.

      “Yes! If they needed someone to mop floors, or clean the bathroom, I was on it.  I did it for free because we’re a team, you know? I wanted to give my all and show I was worth keeping.”

      Mr. Evan’s eyebrows raised, surprised at my answer. I fidgeted, unsure if he was impressed or regretting his decision.  Oh god, oh god.  The hammer was going to fall at any moment, I could feel it.  I’d be on the street with a quick “thank you, goodbye.”  But instead, that movie star smile flashed again.

      “Well, I’d like for you to do a little extra for Elite Air.  Like I mentioned, you’ll be paid for your trouble.”

      My breath stilled.  What did he mean?  But then that handsome face grinned, making my heart race.

      “Little girl, I want to play with you on these flights in order to help me de-stress. To get me relaxed.  What do you think about that?”

      My ears burned, cheeks on fire.  What in the world?  As usual, the words came tumbling out before I could stop them.

      “Of course!” was my blurt.  “I can make you a really soothing tea, and I’ve been learning about meditation.  There’s this Zen routine where you blank your mind and try and think of nothing at all.  It sounds easy, but is super hard to do.  Plus, do you like yoga?  Or massages?  I can take classes on Swedish massage,” was my quick refrain.  “Or Japanese-style if you prefer.”

      Oh god, my whole face was red now.  Had to be.

      But the billionaire grinned wolfishly then.

      “Sure that sounds good,” he drawled.  “Especially if you like nuru massage.  Have you heard of that before?”

      I shook my head, cheeks flaming.

      “No sir, but I can learn.  I’ll look it up and sign up for classes immediately.”

      The gorgeous man threw his head back and laughed aloud then.

      “Sure sweet thing, take classes.  But I don’t want you practicing on anybody but me.”

      My eyebrows went up.

      “I’m sorry?” was my stammer.  “What do you mean?”

      He grinned again.

      “You’ll see honey.  Look up nuru massage, and you’ll get my drift.  But I want more than just massages.  I want your assets,” he drawled meaningfully, staring at my girls.  Shamefully, they tightened and rose, the nipples pointing straight at the big man.

      “I’m sorry?” was my soft gasp.  “What do you mean?  I... ?”

      But more words wouldn’t come, and suddenly my palms were clammy, my thighs squeezing tight with electricity.  The billionaire seemed amused by my reaction, and eyes turned a deep, dark blue.  Oh god, I could drown in that stormy ocean.  But Mr. Evans is a businessman, and he doesn’t mince words.

      “You know what I mean,” he drawled.  “You, as my plaything.  You, naked and open for my touch.  You, on your knees, begging when I say so.”

      WHAT?!?!  He wanted me to serve drinks nude?  He wanted me to …?  What was happening?

      But the billionaire continued, unperturbed.

      “I’ll pay you for it.  How about twenty-thousand dollars per leg of air-time in addition to your salary?  That’s a lot, sweetheart. Twenty-thousand to be my plaything. Say you fly with me from JFK to Charlotte and then on to Chicago. That’s two legs. You make forty-thousand in one day, on top of everything else.”

      If before had been insane, then this was downright crazy.  Forty thousand dollars for a day’s work?  For flying two short legs?  But wait … I had to service him nude during those flights.  Swallowing heavily, I stared into mesmerizing blue eyes.  And the words came unbidden then.

      “What does it mean to be your plaything?”

      The alpha’s grin was wolfish, like he might ravage me right then and there.

      “Good question, sweetheart.  Because it means you, any way I want. Any time I want. Hot and nubile. You would be my in-flight entertainment so to speak.”

      Sweat trickled between my shoulder blades and slipped down my back, even as a sweet tingle began in my cunt.  Was he crazy?  Was this even legal?  My tongue felt thick as I spoke again.

      “Does that mean… You know…?”

      Oh god.  I was so naïve.  Incredibly dumb and girlish, compared to this seasoned alpha male.  But I’ve never been with a man before, much less a powerful and important billionaire who was probably used to all sorts of crazy sex stuff.  Mr. Evans’ eyes darkened again, his smile calculating.  Now, those blue eyes devoured me whole.

      “I’ll elaborate, pretty baby.  It means my dick in your hot pussy, hard and real.  Are you on board with this?  After all, it’s twenty thousand dollars, sweetheart.  Can you stretch your pussy for me to the tune of twenty thousand dollars a go?”

      Suddenly, something snapped inside my chest because I should have been offended.  I should have been disgusted, and screamed sexual harassment, running out the door to protect my modesty.  But instead, all I felt was excitement.  Wetness pooled between my legs, and my insides went hot and soft.  Oh god.  Stone Evans saw me as a woman, and I saw him as a man, a powerful alpha male who desired my body.  Slowly, my lips parted.

      “Yes sir.  I can do that if you like.”

      The man smiled, pleased, and leaned back in his chair.

      “Good,” was his smooth reply.  “Our first flight is tomorrow. As I said: JFK to Charlotte and then onto Chicago.”  Suddenly, that voice dropped to a growl, making my whole body tremble. “Get ready to earn forty-thousand tomorrow, sweetheart.  Do you think you can do it?”

      Oh god, oh god.  My temperature must have gone up about a hundred degrees.  Suddenly, the cavernous conference room with the giant oak table was too big.  Everything disappeared until it was just me and the billionaire, our eyes locked together, devouring one another.

      But then the moment passed and Mr. Evans stood smoothly, so tall that his head almost touched the ceiling.  I got up too, but my lungs wouldn’t inflate, and I stumbled for a moment, wobbling next to the conference table.

      “Gotcha,” he growled, one big hand grabbing my elbow and pulling my curvy form close.  “Don’t you worry about a thing.”

      All of a sudden, it was on once again.  We were pressed together, my big boobs right up against his chest.  Oh shit, oh shit!  Slowly, my head tilted back, chin up, meeting his eyes.

      But something unexpected happened again.  Because I thought Mr. Evans would push me away.  I thought he’d send me on my way with a friendly pat on the ass, nothing more.

      But instead, the billionaire bowed his head and brushed those sculpted lips against mine, a butterfly kiss that soared through my soul.

      Oh my god, was this really happening?

      Was I really kissing the CEO, right here in an empty office?  Oh god.  But it was true.  That mouth was commanding and yet sensual at once, drugging my senses and filling my core with anticipation.

      Was this how it felt to be kissed by a man?

      Because I definitely wanted more.  My body was on high alert, heating flooding every cell with awareness of this man.

      But with Mr. Evans, nothing is predictable because he pulled away then, looking deep into my big brown eyes.

      “You’re sweet, little girl,” he rasped.  “I can’t wait to taste more.  Now go before I rip you your clothes to shreds right here.”

      But as he moved away, I saw it then.  That enormous tent in his pants.  Straining, hard, and ready to burst.  My eyes went wide because Mr. Evans had to qualify for the Guinness Book of World Records.  I could even see the imprint of his glans, a rigid line delineating the shaft from the bulb, tantalizing and hot.

      Unbidden, my mouth filled with saliva because I wanted it.  I wanted to touch, to taste, and to sample his hard, veiny rod.  I wanted to take it inside myself and to mewl my pleasure to the heavens.  But oh god, can I do it?  What have I agreed to?  Mr. Evans is hung like a horse, and how was that going to fit in me?

      Stone could read my mind because a deep chuckle erupted from that chest.

      “Like I said pretty girl, get ready to earn your forty-thousand tomorrow. Be there at six a.m. sharp, sweetheart. You’ll have to work hard, because it’s not going to be easy.”

      I nodded, tearing my eyes away momentarily.  Heat flamed in my cheeks.  Oh god, oh god!  Moving as if in a daze, my feet carried me out of the room and down the hallway.  Only when I was at the main door did I look back, and sure enough, there was Mr. Evans, devouring me with those hungry blue eyes.

      “Like I said,” he reiterated in a low voice.  “Get ready to earn your keep.”

      Dazed, I stepped in the lift, and as the doors shut, I looked into his dreamy blue eyes.  They were filled with promise, and I let out an involuntary sigh.

      Once the elevator started descending, a whimper escaped my throat and my hand gripped the bar on the side.  Oh my god.  What just happened?  But then the elevator chimed, opening to reveal the lobby, and I was anonymous once again.  I took a deep breath and tried to calm my racing heart.  After all, I’d just agreed to be the plaything of a billionaire but these people didn’t know.  The worst part was that Stone had offered to pay me, but it was totally unnecessary because in my heart of hearts, I knew I would have done it for free.
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      Evelyn, please be home, my mind begged.  I need your advice desperately.

      The subway ride home had been uneventful, but honestly, an earthquake couldn’t have jolted me from my daze.  Because I’d just made an incredibly dirty deal … with my boss.

      Oh god, oh god.  What do I do now?

      But when I let myself into the apartment, there was a scrunchie on her doorknob, which was the age-old sign of “Do not disturb.”

      Bummer.

      Well, conversation could wait then.  I had a more urgent matter to attend to.  Tossing my purse onto the old, worn couch in the living room, I kicked my shoes off hastily.  My bedroom was as I had left it – clothes hanging out of dresser drawers and more clothes heaped on almost every surface.  Oh well.  The search for the perfect outfit had evidently worked just fine, because now I was in for a big-time payday.

      But I wanted to dream more.  I wanted to visualize and explore within my mind.  Mmm, Mr. Evans.  What would that dong look like exposed and out in the open?  What would happen when I finally got my hands on it?  Would it fit in my mouth?  My dress fell to the floor, pooling untidily.  But who cares?  Mr. Evans had me on a roll, and I wanted to play.

      Flopping onto my mattress, my mind filled with images of him again.  Dark.  Forbidding.  Intimidating.  And yet devastatingly sexy.  This is really happening because I just agreed to be the plaything of a billionaire.  My first time was going to be with an alpha male who ruled the world.

      My hands slithered down into my panties.  Ooh, that felt good!  But it would feel even better when Mr. Evans did it.  Suddenly, a chirp interrupted my fantasy.  What?

      I grumbled and closed my eyes, trying to ignore the sound.  But the damn cell buzzed again, before stopping.

      Good because I didn’t want to be bothered just now.  Turning back to my reverie, I bit my lip once more, imagining Stone’s piercing blue eyes and devastating grin.  But this time, a sharp knock sounded on my door.

      What the hell?  Can a girl get a moment to herself around here?  I was trying to masturbate in peace, but between the phone and the knock, my excitement had dissipated.  Grumbling, I reached for a ratty robe and pulled it on.

      “Come in!” was my annoyed call.  “Door’s open!”

      Evelyn, that sly cat, opened the door, leaning against the jamb.  My buddy had full-face makeup on, but not in a good way.  It was clear she had slept in it, the mascara and eyeliner smudged for big-time raccoon eyes.  Not to mention her hair was a rat’s nest, the blonde strands poking this way and that.

      But did Evelyn care?

      No, not at all.

      Instead, my friend loves to gossip and wanted to get the deets.

      “So, tell me all about your swanky new job,” she purred. “You’re going to be rich now, right?”

      Sighing, I got up, striding into the kitchen.  Grabbing a bottle of cheap, five-dollar wine, I poured a glass for each of us, plopping onto the couch.  Might as well get into it.  Evelyn’s been my best buddy since we were five years old, and we share everything, always.  Sometimes too much because I don’t want to know about her geezer boyfriends.  But hey.  Someone’s got to listen to these tall tales.

      So I began with a sigh.

      “You’re never going to believe my day today,” were my slow words.  “It was like being in a movie.”

      Evelyn took a long swig of her wine and leaned back into the couch again.

      “Ooooh, this sounds good. Did you join the Mile High Club with a sexy business man?” She stuck out her tongue and wriggled her butt on the ratty cushion.

      Ha ha.

      “No.” Not yet anyways. “It’s even crazier than that. You have to promise you’ll believe me, because it’s totally out of this world.”

      At that, Evelyn sat up, her expression solemn.  Extending her pinky, we twined our fingers together in solidarity.

      “You got it,” she grinned.  “I pinky promise. Now tell me, before I pop,” she commanded, getting comfortable on the sofa again.

      I took a deep breath.  This story was a thousand times more scandalous than anything we’d ever heard before.  It was ten times worse than the threesome Evelyn had with two seventy-year-olds last year.  Because at least the retirees hadn’t paid her.

      But I was getting paid really well.  And shamefully, the money didn’t even matter.  Again, I would have done it for free.  But did Mr. Evans know?  Did he care?  Or was I just a naïve girl about to make the biggest mistake of my life?  And before I knew it, the story burbled out, complete with Evelyn’s gasps and squeals.  Yep, I’m a scandalous woman now … and loving every minute of it.
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      At least, this time the presentation was right.  As I stepped onto the tarmac, my eyes took in the surroundings.  The plane was waiting as always, sleek and white, like a great bird descended from the sky.  The gangway stairs were already to the tarmac. A sleek, onyx sculpture had been placed on a pedestal next to the stairs.

      Nice.  This presentation was worthy of Elite Air.  It was elegant and refined, with none of that shitty faux movie-star stuff from before.  Plus, there was a prize waiting inside.  Morgan.  My cock twitched at the thought of finally seeing her glorious body out of that tight little uniform. What did it look like?  Visions had kept me up all night.

      Curvy.

      Round.

      Gorgeous.

      My mouth watered, and my dick involuntarily stiffened in anticipation.  But this wasn’t the time.  An employee nodded as I approached. “Good morning, sir.  The plane’s ready.”

      I nodded back, going up the stairs.  Odd.  Morgan wasn’t at the door to say hello.  I growled, eyes surveying the scene because she better be on this plane.  Sure, I had a meeting in Charlotte, but it was bullshit.  Who cares if those guys shot each other, and then themselves afterwards?  What I really wanted was some private time with my girl.

      Striding to my chair, another impatient growl escaped my throat.  Where the fuck was she?  The smooth leather taunted me, a cruel substitute for soft, womanly flesh. I grunted, getting antsy.

      Creak.

      And suddenly Morgan came into view, carrying a cedar wood tray with rolled white towels and silver tongs. Her hips rocked like the swaying of a giant boat.  The fresh scent of her lilac perfume and the unmistakable musky scent of female excitement hit me.

      “Hello, Mr. Evans,” the brunette murmured. “Welcome aboard.”

      Fuck, she’s gorgeous. My pulse thundered in my ears. My cock ached already, stiff and ready.  She bent slightly, lifting one of the towels with silver tongs and extended it toward me. “Please, have a hot towel to help you refresh and relax before takeoff.”

      I accepted the item, rubbing damp, heated fabric over my hands.  Shit.  White-shoe service was nice, even better when it was done by a beautiful, creaming woman. I handed it back to her. And as our hands grazed, a blush bloomed in her cheeks.

      But Morgan recovered fast.

      “Would you like another, Mr. Evans?” Her breathy voice was soft, the girl even panting a little.  I couldn’t wait to get my hands on her.

      Because this female was incredibly sweet and innocent with that sassy figure crammed in that stewardess outfit.  Shit didn’t get better than this.

      “Please, enjoy the flight,” she murmured, straightening while still holding the tray.  That shy smile made my cock pop. “I’ll return once we’re at cruising altitude, Sir.”

      Oh shit, oh shit.

      The “Sir” was what got me.

      The word sounded absolutely right coming from her lips.  It’d sound even better when she was tied down and bound up, screaming with ecstasy.

      My balls fucking hurt as the brunette sashayed back down the aisle. Oh shit.  I was a goner, and we hadn’t even taken off yet.  This was going to be motherfucking hell until I got into that sweet body.

      The plane taxied down the runway, in line for takeoff.  What the fuck was wrong?  What was the cause of the delay?  Was the president in town again or something?  Shit.  This fucking sucked.

      I checked my smartwatch and drummed my fingers on the armrest. Finally, the powerful engines roared to life, trembling a bit.

      And then we were off, lifting into the wide blue skies.

      Immediately, my thoughts went to Morgan.

      Where was she?  What was she doing right now?  Because her responses at our meeting had been charming.  Innocent and naïve, but still charming.  Oh shit.  I was probably with a virgin.

      My dick throbbed at the thought.

      Untouched territory?  Holy fuck, that would be amazing.  These days, girls are used by age fourteen, if not earlier.  No judgment because I lost my virginity young too.  But still, virgin status was a treat.

      And after what seemed an eternity, Morgan appeared in the aisle once more. This time, she bore a gold tray with a flute of champagne and a small white bowl.  Giant breasts bounced in her uniform as she strode toward me. Her lips were full and kissable, slightly glossy under the lights.

      Holy shit.

      Pure temptation right there.

      I leaned backwards in my chair, an emperor on his throne.

      “Sir?” Morgan bent down again, extending the tray toward me. “Can I offer you champagne and warm nuts?”

      I grinned, lifting the flute off the tray and taking a sip.  Smooth with citrus accents.  Velvety yet sharp at once.  The alcohol would help me be patient with my newest toy.

      Suspecting nothing, Morgan set the bowl of nuts on a small side table at my elbow.  And biting her lip, the girl straightened again, all the while holding the tray against her body, just under those magnificent breasts.

      “Sir, is there anything else I can get you?” she breathed.

      Why yes, sweetheart.  Funny you’d ask.  I waved my hand for her to come closer.

      The brunette looked about, her body trembling as she slid the tray onto an empty chair.  And slowly, that plump form crouched so that her mouth was right about shoulder level with me.

      Absolutely perfect.

      “So, sweetheart, before we begin your first lesson,” I growled, taking a last sip of my champagne before settling it onto a side table. “Any final thoughts?”

      Morgan took a deep breath, her breasts shuddering.  But that dulcet gaze grew firm with resolve, and even confidence.  “No, Mr. Evans. I’m ready.”

      “Good,” was my pleased reply.  But then her eyes darted away.

      “Sir,” she said in a soft voice.  “I’m sorry, one last thing.  I just want to make sure we use a condom?  Because I’m not on the pill.”

      My mind screeched to a halt. What the fuck?  My big form jerked upright with disbelief.

      “Helena didn’t get you started on birth control?”

      Morgan shook her head, her eyes downcast. Her lips puckered. “Well, sort of.  I’m scheduled to see the doctor next week, so it’s going to happen.  But we were too rushed for this flight.  I was only hired recently.”

      What the fuck? Helena, of all the things to screw up?  WTF?

      Because Elite Air stewardesses are required to be on birth control.  I made that clear when discussing the criteria with the middle aged woman.  I wanted someone plump, curvy, with a nice smile, a pretty face, and who was on birth control.

      What was the point of this otherwise?  I’m a forty five year old alpha who’s never even been tempted to be married.  Marriage is right for some guys, no judgment.  It’s just not right for me.  A woman hanging off my arm for life?  Hell no.  I’d rather freeze in a block of ice first.  I nodded tightly, clenching my teeth.  This wasn’t Morgan’s fault.  Somehow, we had a breakdown in the process, and this is what happens.

      Fuck.  What now?  I wanted to plow her, but was I going to do it without birth control?  Oh shit.

      Fortunately, there are other ways to do the dirty safely.  You don’t get to be my age, with my experience, without knowing a couple tricks.

      My blue eyes seized hers.

      “How about pulling out then?  You okay with that sweetheart?  There are ways to have fun without birth control,” was my low growl.

      She bit her lip.

      “We can’t use condoms?” came her small voice.

      “No,” was my slow reply, never dropping eye contact.  “I’m sorry sweetheart.  Condoms just don’t do it for me.  The latex?  The plastic?  That shit always stinks to high heaven.  Plus, I need to feel sweet, hot pussy wrapped tight around my dick with nothing in between.  It’s the only way this is going to work.”

      The girl took a deep breath before looking straight at me.

      “Then okay.  I’m okay with it if you are.  But you promised, Mr. Evans.  Pull out before it gets messy because even a drop can get me pregnant,” she said seriously, that beautiful face so sweet.

      Aw, yeah.  This was the girl for me.  Someone dirty yet open-minded, who liked her cocks bareback.  We were good to go.  My dick twitched as I trailed her shoulder lightly with my finger. The girl’s eyes widened, breathing hard although she didn’t move.

      “Take off your uniform, sweetheart.  Let me see those plump curves,” came my growl.

      Without any hesitation, the brunette obeyed.  Her body quivered as she pulled away and stood, reaching in back to unzip that navy blue dress.  Slowly, the fabric loosened, the neckline bowing as it fell away from her chest.

      Oh fuck.  This was killing me already.  She was so beautiful, and every cell in my body went hard.  But Morgan was nowhere near done.  She slipped the sleeves off, pulling them down her arms, and finally those tits were revealed.

      Well, almost.  Her blue bra had bright sparkles, kind of like a gymnast’s outfit.  Really?  Weren’t fifteen year olds into glitter?  More proof that my girl was young and naive. I grinned, wondering if her little panties matched, and unaware of my thoughts, Morgan shimmied the fabric down her hips, although there was a sticking point when the material hit her butt.  Oh yeah, that giant ass was being recalcitrant, forcing the girl to wiggle more.  But finally, the material acceded, dropping to her feet.

      She stood trembling before me like a started deer.  That pale, porcelain skin was creamy and smooth, her eyes wide and just a little dazed.  But we weren’t done yet.  Not even close because with slow hands, the beautiful brunette reached in back and began unhooking her bra.

      “Am… am I doing okay?” she whispered.

      My cock strained against the fabric of my pants painfully. I leaned back into the chair and shifted my pole with one hand.  Fuck, that was a little better, but not a lot.

      “You’re doing wonderful,” was my drawl.  “Keep going, pretty baby.”

      She nodded, eyes cast down.  Finally the clasp released, almost bursting from the strain. Morgan lifted the cups away and dropped the bra into the chair, her big white melons swinging smoothly.

      Now this is the kind of trophy worth having because her breasts were gorgeous, perfect teardrops, full and lush.  Despite their weight, they didn’t sag at all.  They were bouncy and ripe, heavy and begging to be tasted.

      Those tits were mine, and she knew too because those rosy nipples hardened as I watched, pointing straight at me.

      I had to respond.

      The male animal inside was clawing to get out.

      Slowly, I popped the button on my pants, allowing my straining dick more room.  Slowly, slowly.  My hand rested on my thigh, unmoving.

      “Go on, sweetheart,” was my throaty rasp.  “Show me everything.”

      Slowly, the girl obeyed, hands shaking as she gripped the waistband of her blue panties.  Oh shit, these had sparkles too.  Frankly, it was a turn on and I watched with avid eyes as the fabric inched downwards, making my mind go crazy.  Aw shit, I was going to pop.  I was going to cream right here, without even touching her.

      But finally, the fabric was off.  And at long last, I saw the sweet girl’s most private spot.  Creamy white skin, plush lips, and a huge clit glistening in the light.

      Because fuck, she was aroused.  My little virgin was pulsing and ready, her labia already wet.  That’s right, the sweet girl was dripping, she wanted cock so bad.  Oh shit.  I had a virgin on my hands, sure, but she was hungry.  Creaming and craving hard dick, just like a good little slut.

      But then Morgan nearly tripped.  From what, I had no idea.  Maybe it was the four inch stilettos, or maybe it was from being near me.

      “I’m sorry,” the girl mumbled.  Her face was red, curves swinging this way and that.

      “No worries, sweet thing.  Come here,” I gestured.  “Sit in my lap.”

      And with a smooth gesture, I pulled that curvy frame onto my arousal.  Yes, my dick was still covered in fabric.  But she felt it all the same.

      “What?” she gasped, eyes wide, turning to stare at me.

      I bumped my hips up and down a bit for good measure, grinding against that heated cunt.

      “That’s right,” was my raspy reply.  “You’re taking this into your pretty pussy soon.  Can you handle it, sweetheart?  You think you can stretch?”

      Morgan literally had no reply, still staring into my eyes.  But I felt her body respond.   Because her temperature went up a million degrees, flushing hotly in my arms.

      And oh shit, but that pussy gushed.  That’s right, her sweet little vag pulsed once and then seeped fluid, drenching my cock through the material of my trousers.

      Oh fuck.  We were a match made in heaven, and before she could get scared, I scooped her up into my arms, striding into the back.  Time to make use of the private bedroom.  Without further ado, I tossed Morgan onto the bed, eliciting a delicious shriek.  Her curves bounced to and fro, that huge ass jiggling.

      But before the brunette could right herself, I reached into a drawer and snapped cuffs onto her wrists because yeah, I like things a certain way, especially when it comes to virgins.  As a result, I always have a pair with me.  Think of it like your phone, or your keys and wallet.

      Necessary.  Indispensable.  Especially when you have a lesson to teach.

      “Mr. Evans?” she mewled, looking down in disbelief at her wrists.  “What’s this?  I don’t get it.”

      I growled, eyes blazing all over that creamy, nude form.

      “What do you think it is?”

      She gasped, still staring at the cuffs.

      “They’re handcuffs,” she stammered.  “But why are we using them?  I’m here.  We’re on a plane.  I can’t get away,” she murmured, turning imploring eyes my way.

      “That’s right,” was my smooth reply.  “You can’t get away because we’re soaring five miles in the sky.  But I like things a little … ah, how do you say it?  A little rough?”

      She gasped.

      “This wasn’t part of the deal,” was her quick retort.  “You didn’t tell me this.”

      “I didn’t,” was my agreeable reply.  By now, my shirt had slipped off, revealing a bronzed, muscled chest.  And slowly, I slid my pants off as well, cock springing to attention.

      The girl gasped, eyes going wide because my monster is huge.  Ten inches at least, pulsing with power and already dripping from the tip.

      Don’t freak out, pretty baby.  You’re young, you’ll stretch.

      Don’t be scared.  It’ll work, I promise.

      But my little girl is better than that.  Because she shifted a little on the bed, and that’s when I saw it.  Right under her cunt was a wet spot on the bedspread, and not a tiny wet spot.  It was a giant, warm wet spot, growing larger as I watched.  Yeah, my little girl’s spilling hot cream from that pussy, dying for it.

      I chuckled low in my chest.

      “Oh sweetheart.  You’re perfect for me.  You want cock, bad, don’t you?  And my cock is the one that’s going to make you scream.”

      The brunette nodded, still staring.

      “But how?” she whispered, unable to tear her eyes away.  “You’re so big, and I’m small down there,” she confessed.  “I can’t even get a tampon in sometimes.”

      My grin was wolfish.

      “Sweetheart, that’s why we need the cuffs.  Because I’m going to tie you up like this,” I said, lifting her hands over her head, so close that my cock practically brushed her face.  “And fasten you to the bedpost like so.  And this way, you can’t get away as your pussy takes the stretch.”

      Now, Morgan was spread out on the bed, arms over her head, chained to the big mattress.  That’s right.  The virgin was spread eagle, helpless and bound, ready to be sample her first dick.  A prince would ravish her.  He’d make her moan sweetly, accepting his hard length inside.  But I’m not a prince.  I’m a fucking animal, and Morgan wasn’t going to moan. She was going to scream.  Oh yeah, my pretty baby was getting dicked deep tonight, and there was no way to fight her destiny.

      In a moment, I was on her.  No warning, no nothing.  My massive form was draped all over her smaller one, pinning her to the bedspread.

      “Mr. Evans,” she gasped, eyes wide, staring into mine.  “Mr. Evans!”

      Reaching down, I grabbed my hard rod.  Aw fuck.  Her cunt was so close, the heat radiating like a furnace.  Slowly, I dragged the tip through her pussy lips, getting myself good and wet.

      Morgan moaned then, throwing her head back.

      “Does that feel good, pretty baby?” I rasped.  “Do you like it?”

      “Unnh,” she moaned again, eyes closed.  “Oh god.”

      “Here,” I growled.  “This’ll feel even better.”

      Slowly, I rubbed the bottom of her clit with my dick tip before stirring in circles around that hard nub.  Fuck, she was so aroused!

      Her pussy dripped more, the folds steaming.  The brunette parted her thighs imperceptibly, pulling those petals apart to reveal the pink within.

      Because shit, my girl is beautiful.  That’s right, she’s got creamy white lips on the outside, but when you spread that goodness, it’s succulent and rosy red like a glistening grapefruit.

      “Oh,” Morgan cried out again.  “Oh oh oh!”

      With that, I did it.  Enough foreplay is enough.  Clearly, the little slut was turned on as hell, big boobies rising and falling heavily, spreading her legs to give me better access.  And in one fell swoop, it happened.  Yeah, I eased ten inches into that tight pussy in one go.

      There was a barrier inside, for sure.  But did I let it stop me?

      No.

      Morgan’s eyes opened wide for a moment, her body jerking as I pushed through the resistance.  But then that pussy began to convulse because that’s how slutty my baby is.  At the first taste of dick, she was already starting to come.  My cock in her sweetest space did it, and her twat began clamping and clasping, shaking with spasms.

      “Unnh!” was her helpless cry, pussy crammed tight with my meatstick.  “Oh god!”

      Like a fiend, I began pounding her cunt hard and fast.  Oh yeah, as Morgan exploded around me, I ran my hard pole in and out like a pile driver, trashing that sweet space.

      “Fuck,” was my grunt.  “Fuck fuck fuck.”

      My balls rose, chest and abs going tight as my thighs clenched.  And fuck, but it happened then.  That’s right, after two minutes in bed, I was exploding into that hot pussy.

      Shit, shit, shit.  This hasn’t happened since I was fifteen with my first woman.  It’d been embarrassing then, spraying my ejaculate prematurely.  But Morgan was so good, and her pussy felt so tight.  Involuntarily, my balls lifted and unloaded, hot spray after hot spray of juicy, virile semen blasting into her fertile body.  The girl came alive then.

      “Mr. Evans!” she shrieked desperately.  “Pull out, pull out!”

      But I was too far gone because this was the real reason for the handcuffs.  Of course I like tying girls up and using their bodies, but the toys are also useful because I had no intention of pulling out.

      Not when the girl was so fertile and sweet.

      Not with her cunt creaming around my shaft like this as she mewled with pleasure, getting a pussy full of semen.

      “I can’t stop, baby,” was my harsh rasp, hips still pumping away.  “Take my cum.”

      She nodded in acceptance, and then with a moan, her head fell back because shit, the sex had been too good.  My girl literally passed out for a moment, dying the little death.  I was astonished.  Who knew?  Who knew that Morgan would be so sexy and slutty, diving into subspace while tasting dick for the first time?

      I pumped a couple more times, spraying that sweet female flesh with virile jism, pleased as fuck because this girl is perfect for me in every which way, accommodating my every whim.

      Sure, we’d just met but you know what?  That’s okay.  We’ll work it out because Morgan, sweetheart … you’re mine.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            7

          

          
            Morgan

          

        

      

    

    
      Oh god.  My skin prickled as the hot water beat on my shoulders because I just lost my virginity to a man I barely know, and yet it was amazing.  Exhilarating.  Absolutely thrilling.

      I was in the plane’s small shower, rinsing my hair while the water sluiced all over my body.  Ooh.  A tremble ran down my spine at the memories because Mr. Evans touched me there.  And there.  And there.  The man just didn’t know how to stop.  After that first time, I lost consciousness.  It’s crazy, for sure.  How in the world does that even happen?

      But it definitely happened because my vision blacked out, and when I came to, the cuffs were gone.  Mr. Evans loomed over me, his massive form filling my vision.

      “You’re okay, sweetheart,” he rasped, stroking my cheek.  There was a strange light in those blue eyes, something that called to my innermost soul.  “You ready to go again?”

      I gasped because is this what happens to virgins?  I’d always imagined losing my innocence to a man on my wedding night.  Or at least, to a man that I was deeply in love with and had been dating for a long time.

      But now, the opposite has happened.  A man chained me to his bed, tying my body up tight.  And then that thick cock had plunged into me, making me gasp and moan with ecstasy, my folds pulsing around his huge rod.

      Oh god.  This doesn’t happen in romance novels.  Princesses don’t do this with their princes, do they?  Because I’d come so hard, welcoming the invasion into my sweetest space.  And after it was all over, Mr. Evans was … gentle.  Sure, he took me again and again and again, so much so that my pussy ached now.  But there was meaning to it.  He was careful the second, third and fourth times.  There were no more cuffs, and no more steel chains.

      Just hard cock, all the way, and I loved it.

      My body shuddered as I unwrapped one of the little travel soaps and began lathering up.   Oooh, tenderness ruled my form because Stone’s penetration had touched sweet spots deep inside that I didn’t even know existed.

      But it was damn good as well.  I bent over and started washing down there, careful with the sensitive flesh.  It’d been obscene, looking down as he moved inside me.   My labia stretched so wide around cock, tight and straining.  His massive shaft emerging from between my lips, coated with glistening juices.  My glistening juices.

      Growing hot, my cheeks flushed because I’d let go like a flood.  The cream had been unstoppable, and soon Mr. Evans’ cock had been coated in female goo.

      Oh god.  My hand moved slower, cleaning my inner thighs.  But then something unexpected happened because a giant glob of semen slid out of my sex, slipping down my thigh before swirling down the shower drain.

      What the?

      Hot embarrassment flooded me, and then panic.

      I froze.

      Wait, wait!

      Realization flooded my mind.

      Because I’m not on the pill.  I’m not on any type of birth control, period, and we didn’t use anything.  Mr. Evans promised to pull out, but everything had happened so fast.

      Oh god.

      Eyes wide, I stared as the last remnants of goopy white swirled down the drain, heart hammering in my chest.

      This was wrong.  I should be outraged, afraid, and horrified, all rolled into one, but it’d been so good, and it felt right to have his sperm in my body.  Thrilling.  Exciting, even.  I bit my lip, remembering that moment when Mr. Evans spurted inside me.  It had felt like a firehouse unleashing itself within my body, pumping the tiny space full.

      My clit trembled, pussy lips growing moist once more.  Mr. Evans had been irresistible.  Powerful.  Dominating.  Is this how sex always feels?  Touching the very essence of your soul?

      My hand swept over my pussy, and a jolt of pleasure rocketed through the sensitive spot.  Oh god!  I leaned against the shower wall as the water continued to beat down in hot bolts.   Slowly, a finger slid into my pink cavern, exploring inside.

      Oh god.

      This was wrong.

      I never touch myself like this.

      But Mr. Evans has brought out the bad girl within because I stirred the digit a little then, his spunk coating the questing finger.  God, there was so much.  And without thinking, I inserted a second finger, stretching my core.  Oooh, yeah.  A shiver ran through my form, little fingers pumping in and out slowly.  Yes, Mr. Evans, take me, take me.  I leaned back more and sighed, tilting my head up in ecstasy while raising a knee to get in deeper.

      Because Mr. Evans is my everything.  That giant cock.  The way he took me ruthlessly.  And listening to the siren song, I slipped a third finger in, this time stretching my pussy to the max.  Suddenly, my core burst.  Yes, right there in the tiny stall, I had my fifth massive orgasm within two hours.

      It was crazy, but my body didn’t care.  Ripples shot through my arms and legs, as my knees collapsed on the hard tile.  Spasms wracked my cunt, fingers aching and stiff as the warm, wet walls came down hard like a clamp.

      “Oh, Stone!” was my helpless mewl.  “Oh god, Stone!”

      Suddenly, a little sensor went off on the ceiling above me.  A blue light blinked while a chime sounded.

      Oh shit - the plane was landing, and I needed to get out of here stat.  Limbs still shaking, I jumped out of the shower and grabbed one of the towels, pulling on my uniform in a hurry.  Oh god, my hair was a dripping mess, the dress sticking to my curves damply.

      Where was Mr. Evans?  The bedroom was empty, so hurriedly, I stepped into my stilettos and wobbled outside.  There he was, seated in one of the big white chairs, not a hair out of place.

      Oh god, the man was handsome.  He looked like an Adonis, reading a paper as if nothing untoward had happened.

      Except he’d fucked me silly, inducting me into the mile-high club.

      Those blue eyes flicked up, a smile on his lips as he shot me a knowing gaze.

      “Hey there,” came that soft drawl.  “You feel okay sweetheart?”

      Never mind the fact that I was a hot mess.  I knew what he was talking about.  My aching pussy.  The vaginal lips that had stretched so wide to accommodate his huge girth.

      I blushed, our connection immediate.

      “Yes,” was my answering murmur.  “I’m fine, thanks.”

      “Good,” he growled, still devouring me with his eyes.  “Now why don’t you take a seat and make yourself comfortable as we land?  I’ll be gone for,” he paused, glancing at his watch, “oh, about two hours.  Damn meeting.  But after that, we’ll head from Charlotte to Chicago.  What do you say, sweetheart?  Are you ready for round two?”

      Round two?  My cheeks flared.  We’d already done rounds one through five in the back bedroom.  The next leg of the flight was more like round six.

      But shyly, I nodded.

      “Yes, sir.  I’ll be ready when you return.”

      Mr. Evans nodded, pleased, snapping his paper again.

      “Perfect, sweetheart,” he growled.  “Now get your seatbelt on because we’re landing.”

      And tottering off in my heels, I strapped myself into the staff jumpseat once more, heart pounding.  Because oh god, I had two hours to recover before the big man was back.  Two hours to rest, relax, and get myself together.  But the truth was that I didn’t need two hours because I’d be ready for the alpha male … anytime and anywhere.
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      Evelyn’s bright, cheerful face filled the screen as she picked up.

      “Hey, how are you girl?” she chirped.  I was sitting in one of the plush white chairs in the main cabin section.  Mr. Evans was gone, and after the maintenance crew left, it was just me.

      Dressed in my jammies, I knew I looked ridiculous.  After all, how many people wear flannel cat pajamas when they’re on a private aircraft?

      But Evelyn’s my buddy, so I popped open a bag of potato chips and slipped a few in my mouth.  Yum.  Chips have always been my weakness.  I love them all:  potato chips, tortilla chips, you name it, they’re all good to me.  Especially Cheesy-O’s because those are my favorite.

      But right now, there was a lot of catching up to do.  Evelyn knew that I’d gotten a new job but I hadn’t relayed the details to her yet, as steamy as they were.

      “Hey girl,” I waved to her image on the screen.  “What’s going on?”

      My buddy grinned, tossing back a mane of long, blonde hair.

      “Not much,” her eyes squinted, looking curiously at my surroundings. “Wait, are you still on the plane?  You’re not in your hotel room, are you?”

      “Yeah, I’m on the plane,” came my satisfied crunch. “It’s easier if I stay here until the client comes back. It’s just for a few hours.”

      Evelyn nodded, her face alight with glee.

      “So aren’t you going to tell me about your new job?  Your new client?  What’s going on with the private plane?  This has to be juicy.  Ooh, I’m so jealous.”

      I bit my lip, rolling my eyes a bit.  But since we have a mind-meld, Evelyn immediately squealed, almost bouncing up and down in her chair.

      “Oh my god! You really did it.  You boinked a guy.  Congratulations girl, welcome to the dark side.”

      I sighed, cheeks hot again.  Who uses the word “boink”?  Only my friend.  But I smiled.

      “We did,” I admit shyly.  “And it was really amazing.”

      Evelyn’s eyebrows flew up into her wispy blonde hair. “Oooh! Tell me about it.  Did you, you know, do the uh uh uh?”

      Evelyn was so ridiculous that I had to giggle.  Besides, what was she talking about?

      “I don’t know. We made love, so what’s uh uh uh?”

      She pouted.  “You know!  I’ve always dated older men and this client was up there age-wise, right? So you know … did he have trouble?”

      I thought back, trying to remember if anything had seemed difficult for Mr. Evans.  He wasn’t that old.  Maybe forty, and not sixty like the men Evelyn dated.

      “Well, everything seemed okay,” came my slow voice.  “But what do you mean, trouble?  Because maybe I missed something.  This was my first time, so I’m not sure.”

      Evelyn remained unfazed.

      “Man girlie, you’re out of it.  You know what I’m talking about.  Older guys often struggle with getting it up.  I’ve seen it a million times,” she confided in a low voice.  “There are lots of tips and tricks if you guys are struggling with that,” my friend almost whispered.  “I can help if needed.”

      Oh my god, this was hysterical.  Mr. Evans had no problems like that at all.  I guffawed, potato chips almost spurting from my nose.

      “No, we’re good Evelyn.  My guy was really hard.  Insanely hard, even.”

      I go hot all over because it’s true.  Stone had been so ready, rigid and pulsing.  His pants had tented, barely restraining the powerful length within.  It was comical thinking that some guys couldn’t get it up compared to my recent experience.  We’d done it maybe three or four times in two hours?  He was more like Superman than someone who needed extra help.

      “Then you don’t have anything to worry about,” pronounced Evelyn.  “You’re lucky,” she confided.  “Almost all my boyfriends have been on Viagra.  It helps sometimes, but not always,” she said sadly.

      I smiled ruefully.

      “Evelyn, that’s why you have to stop dating seventy-year-olds,” I admonished gently.  “They’re too old for you.  Don’t you think a fifty year age gap is a lot?”

      But I knew my friend wouldn’t listen.  It’s in one ear and out the other with this girl.  She likes the May December aspect, and that’s that.  Not even a lightning bolt to the head was going to change her preferences.  But come to think of it, there was something my buddy could help me with.

      “You know, Mr. Evans doesn’t have trouble getting it up, but he was really big.” I confided, cheeks flushing hot again.  “Like really, really big.  So big I wasn’t sure what to do.”

      The blonde rolled her eyes, sighing.

      “It was your first time so of course he felt big.  You’ve never been touched before, so you’re small down there.  But show me with your hands.  How big are we talking about exactly?” she demanded.

      Hmm, how do I describe this?  I formed my thumb and finger into a circle.  No, that wasn’t even close.  Using both hands, I cupped them together, miming an iron pipe.  Yeah, that was more like it.

      Evelyn gasped, her eyes going wide with shock and awe.

      “No way! There was no way he was that big!  It’s impossible!  Does that even exist in real life?”  In a lower voice she continued, “Is your pussy destroyed?  I mean, seriously Morgan, you must be hurting after taking that.”

      I giggled a little.

      “Yes, I mean, it pinched a little when it was happening, but I’m okay now.” My body heated thinking about how full he had made me feel. “Mr. Evans went slow at first, and there was a tiny bit of pain when he put it in. But after a while, it felt really, really good.  He said I’d stretch because I’m young,” I confided.

      Evelyn burst into laughter.

      “Man, this guy is a player,” she said in a rueful tone.  “I don’t know what to think if he’s feeding you lines like that.”

      I frowned a little.  What was my friend getting at?  But then Evelyn shot me a wide smile over the screen.

      “Come on, show me the plane!” she demanded.  “I want to see what it’s like to fly private.”

      I giggled, forgetting my last thought.  Her excitement was too contagious, and how often do you get to show off a private aircraft?

      “Okay,” I said, lifting the laptop so that the camera faced outwards.  “Here’s the main cabin area, and as we walk back here, you can see there’s a private room in back.”

      “Oh my god, perfect for sexy times!” squealed Evelyn, bouncing up and down.  “You really are a member of the Mile High Club now.”

      I rolled my eyes because even the thought was ridiculous.  But it was fun giving my friend a tour of the plane.

      “It’s nice, right?” I said into the screen, bouncing on the bed a little.  “Even better than first class.”

      But Evelyn had her own ideas.

      “Open that closet,” she directed over to the right.  “What’s in there?  There are so many nooks and crannies.”

      I got up and slid the door open obligingly.  Nothing interesting.  Just a coat rack, with some empty hangers, and a black suitcase on the floor.

      “Oooh, what’s that?” squealed Evelyn, eyes wide.  “What’s in that suitcase?”

      I frowned.

      “It probably belongs to Mr. Evans,” was my slow reply.  “It’s just his luggage.  Why?”

      “Take it out!” she squealed.  “Let’s find out all his secrets.”

      No.  That wasn’t right.  I was his employee and didn’t want to be fired.  Besides, who rummages through someone else’s private things?

      “You know I can’t do that, Evelyn,” was my patient reply.  “It’s not right.  That suitcase belongs to someone else, and I can’t just go about opening it.”

      She mock frowned, pouting.

      “But what if he has Viagra inside?” she wheedled.  “This is your chance to find out!”

      I rolled my eyes, exasperated once again.

      “There’s no Viagra,” I said firmly, shutting the door.  “Mr. Evans doesn’t need any pills.”

      Just then low voices sounded outside, with footfalls clanging on the gangplank.  Oh no, Stone was back.  I glanced at a clock.  It had been almost two hours, and Mr. Evans had returned.  And yet here I was giving my buddy a tour of his bedroom on the plane.

      “I’m sorry, I have to go. Stone’s going to board again soon.”

      Evelyn waggled her tongue. “Oooh, ‘Stone.’ Already calling him by his first name, hmmm?  Okay, bye.  Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do!”

      I clicked off, hastily shoving the laptop into my bag.  And right in time too, because Mr. Evans stepped into the small cabin then, his blue eyes roving over my form sensuously.

      “Hi sweetheart,” he drawled.  “How’s it going?  Miss me much?”

      Things were great.  Except that I was still dressed in my flannel cat pajamas, with my hair rumpled.

      “Comfy, aren’t we?” he asked, an eyebrow raised.

      At that moment, the engine kicked on and the plane started to roll.  But Stone was unfazed.

      “Come on, take a seat,” he invited, gesturing to one of the white leather chairs.  This was weird.  I should have been wearing my uniform and sitting in the staff jumpseat.  But instead, the billionaire was inviting me to make myself comfortable in the main cabin.  The alpha male buckled himself in, turning to me with an expectant look.

      “Come on, sweetheart,” he invited again.  “What are you waiting for?”

      As the plane rolled down the runway, I studied that handsome mien, and then made up my mind.  He was inviting me to be a passenger, and quickly, I strapped myself into the chair across from him.

      Calm down, the voice in my head spoke.  You’re going to be okay, Morgs.  You’ve already gone so far with Stone, and you’ve enjoyed it.  Just see where it goes next.

      Mr. Evans continued to remain silent as the plane leveled into cruising altitude, and then those sapphire eyes turned my way again.

      “So how was your day?” he asked.

      I blushed a little, going slightly red.

      “Well, I was just talking with my friend on the phone, and she’s excited that I have this job.  I meant to get dressed,” I said quickly, “but we just started talking and talking, so I didn’t get a chance.”

      He shot me a knowing look.

      “It’s okay, I like cats,” he said smoothly.  I went beet red then.  I couldn’t believe that Mr. Evans was a cat-person.  He looked more like a lion-person or a tiger-person.  But he grinned again.

      “You said you’re from LeBar City, right? How’d your family end up there?”

      I paused for a moment.  The story’s not great, but again, this man already knew about my humble past.  There was no sense in holding back now.  Suddenly serious, I spoke.

      “My mom is disabled and my dad hasn’t been in the picture for ages.  Way back when I was two, we used to live with my grandma.  It was really cramped and my mom didn’t make much, so she entered the lottery for public housing.”

      Stone nodded.

      “Yeah, I know those lotteries.  My conglomerate has built a couple of affordable housing complexes, like Evergreen Lake and Forest Hills Point over in Queens.”

      I nodded.

      “Well, usually it takes years to actually get an apartment when you’re on their waiting list.  Except that because my mom is disabled, we got the call within a few months, and soon Sandra and I were able to move into LeBar City.  It’s just a one-bedroom for the two of us, but we’re grateful.”

      Stone nodded thoughtfully again.

      “So you went to school in the City?”

      “Yes,” was my slow reply.  “I graduated from our local high school.  It was hard because I was working a couple jobs too, but I’m proud of what I’ve achieved.”  Suddenly, tears filled my eyes even because Stone would never understand.  He was a billionaire businessman for whom forty thousand dollars was nothing.  It was just a rounding error.  How could he empathize with my plight?

      But the dark man nodded again.

      “Affordable housing can be expensive if you don’t have means,” he said smoothly.  “But tell me sweetheart:  what are you doing after this?  You’re not going to be a flight attendant forever, are you?”

      I took a deep breath.

      “I’ll be one for as long as you let me,” were my slow words.  “Because we have medical debt.  My mom has bills, and they’ve been piling up for years now.  That is, if you’ll have me,” I said, voice choking.  “I’ll work long and hard, I promise.  We need the money,” I add in a low voice.

      Stone sat back in his chair then, perplexed.

      “I thought you said your mother was on disability?  Isn’t there medical care that goes along with that?”

      I took a deep breath even as my eyes filled with tears again.

      “Yes, but it’s just not enough,” was my slow reply.  “My mom’s back has gotten worse.  It’s one of those things where everything looks okay in x-rays, but the pain is excruciating, so we opted to go with an experimental treatment.”

      Stone said nothing then, although those arched black eyebrows flew up.

      “Yes, experimental,” I confided, staring at my hands.  “It’s the only option available,” were my rushed words.  “Sandra’s in such pain every day, and we were desperate, so when the doctor said he’d prescribe something off-label, we agreed.”

      “Has it worked?” the dark man growled, eyes intense.

      And to my shame, tears really began to roll down my cheeks then.

      “Yes, it helps with her pain,” I said softly.  “But the thing is that we can’t afford it.  We’ve been taking out credit cards to pay for her treatment because insurance won’t cover off-label stuff.  But we’re in a bad place,” I confided softly.  “Our bill is well into the six figures now, and bankruptcy is probably the only option.”

      Stone’s eyes grew faraway for a moment as he looked out the window.

      “I’m sorry to hear that, sweetheart,” was that low rumble.  “Bankruptcy is harsh, definitely,” he added.  “But sometimes it’s the best option.  It can clear your debts in one fell swoop, courtesy of the judge, leaving you with a clean record.  You don’t have any student debt, do you?”

      I almost choked with laughter.

      “No, high school was free, and college isn’t in the works,” I said, just slightly bitter.  “No student loans, thank goodness.”

      Mr. Evans nodded approvingly.

      “Good, because the bankruptcy court won’t discharge those.  Those never go away.  But sweetheart, don’t be afraid of bankruptcy if that’s what it comes to.  It’s just a way of restructuring your personal obligations.”

      My cheeks flamed because clearly, this man didn’t understand.  The prospect of turning to the courts for help made my cheeks flame.  We’re poor, but bankruptcy was just so embarrassing.  I never thought I’d be dependent on the charity of the state.

      “Thanks,” I mumbled, looking down as the cat pajamas again.  At least they were clean.  “I’ll keep that in mind.”

      But Mr. Evans could tell that my heart wasn’t in it.  A big hand seized mine then, that warmth enveloping my small palm.

      “Sweetheart, like I said, bankruptcy’s not the end of the world,” he growled.  “Trust me, I know.  I’ve taken a few companies through multiple restructurings.  It’s just a way of giving yourself a fresh start.”

      But shame clogged my throat.

      “It just sounds bad,” I managed in a choked voice.  “I can’t believe things got like this.”

      Mr. Evans gave my hand another encouraging squeeze.

      “You’re going to be fine, sweetheart.  Trust me.  I’ve been through bankruptcy before myself,” he tossed off.

      My gaze jerked up.

      “You have?”

      He nodded.

      “Sweetheart, like I said, it wasn’t personal bankruptcy.  It wasn’t me, Stone Evans, personally asking the court for relief.  It was a corporate restructuring, so trust me when I say it’s not that bad.  It’s just a bunch of paperwork and lawyers, and hopefully at the end, you get some relief.”

      I nodded tearfully.

      “We just have so much medical debt,” were my broken words.  “I can’t pay it off anytime soon, not even with this new salary.”

      With that, Stone hauled me into his lap, crooning into my hair.

      “Shush, sweetheart.  I know this is hard for you.  It’s not easy, but nothing worth having ever comes easy.  It sounds like you’ve been really brave, taking care of your mom while she’s on disability.  It’s all going to work out, I promise.”

      And with that, I let loose.  Huge, honking cries came from my throat, and tears drenched his business shirt.  But Stone never let go.  The billionaire held me tight in his lap, cradling me close, and it felt good.  Because I’ve never had someone there for me before.  My family is poor, and everyone always seems caught up in their own issues.  There are just so many problems in the world I come from.

      As a result, it felt good to finally have someone listen and empathize, even if he was technically my employer.  Sure, it wasn’t appropriate, but you know what?  It soothed my pains to have someone listen for the first time in my life.  It eased my soul to have someone murmur sweet nothings.  And even if the billionaire couldn’t truly feel my pain … it felt good to know that he’d tried.
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      I woke with a start.

      “Wha- where am I?” was my startled cry, jerking upright.  Suddenly it all came rushing back.  I’d confessed more of my impoverished past to Stone Evans.  The entire sad story had come out in a torrent, pathetic and small.

      I’d felt stupid but he hadn’t laughed.  Instead, the billionaire had pulled me close, offering that big form as comfort.  He’d talked to me about bankruptcy, framing it as a strategic alternative to endless debt, instead of the shameful, embarrassing event I’d believed it out to be.

      And suddenly, my face flamed.  Because oh god.  I was still in his lap, that massive form cuddling my curves close.

      “Mr. Evans,” I whispered, cheeks flaming red.  “I’m so sorry I fell asleep.  I’ll get right up and get on the job. I’m so sorry,” was my aghast cry, trying to rise from his comforting form.

      But Stone wouldn’t let me, instead tightening that warm circle around my waist.

      “It’s no worries, sweetheart.  You were pretty wrung out from the emotion,” he growled, blue eyes intense from two inches away.  “Relax.  There’s no need to rush.  We still have an hour before landing.”

      And that azure gaze was so mesmerizing.  Oh god, how did I look?  Like a silly girl for sure.  My hair was likely a mess, my cheeks blotchy, and I was still dressed in these cheesy cat pajamas.

      But Stone didn’t seem to care.  He pulled me close again, resting that chin on my head.

      “You okay sweetheart?” he growled.  “What you’ve been through is a lot for an eighteen-year-old girl.”

      I took a shuddering breath, trying to summon some strength.

      “It is a lot,” came my soft voice, caught between his neck and shoulder.  “But it’s okay.  I’ll survive.  Mom and I have survived worse before,” I said in a small voice.  “We’ll be fine.”

      He held me close, letting the heat from his big frame permeate my limbs.   Oh god, it felt so good, like this man was a source of strength and power, supporting my trembling, weak self.  It must be amazing to have a supporter like this on your side as a constant ally.

      But that was the stuff of dreams.  I was a nobody who’d broken down on the job.  Seems that being on payroll couldn’t keep my emotions from tumbling forwards and spoiling the professional atmosphere.

      “I’m sorry,” I whispered again, burying my face in the crook of that bronzed neck.  “I’ll do better, I promise.”

      He trailed a kiss over my forehead, deep voice intimate.

      “No need to be sorry.  But I’d like to play now, if you’re up for it.”

      Oh god, of course.  That ravenous male hunger, unquenchable and unstoppable.  But I was ready because Stone had been so kind.  The billionaire had no reason to sympathize with me.  I was an employee, and just a girl he paid for access to my body.

      But somehow, it’d turned into so much more.  I’d cried into his arms, revealing my humble roots, the disaster that was my mom’s health, and our impossible financial situation.  I’d made clear how this job was our salvation, and our only hope at digging ourselves out of a deep hole.

      And Stone had listened.  Kind and caring, the man hadn’t uttered a word of judgment.  Instead, the alpha had nodded, speaking soothing words.  Bankruptcy wasn’t so terrible, he intoned.  It was a strategy to get yourself out of a financial pickle, just like anything else.  There was no reason to be ashamed.

      As a result, I was grateful to the alpha for his considerate ways and kind words.  Who knew?  I’d expect immediate dismissal after all that had happened, and yet clearly, Mr. Evans had other things on his mind because the male was looking at me ravenously now, devouring my heaving tits, the lush Double Ds curvy and full even under the flannel pajamas.  One big hand had made its way to my thigh, resting there, warm and confident.

      And yes, I wanted it.  Tipping my chin up, I looked into that blue gaze and brushed my lips softly against his sculpted ones.

      “Thank you,” was my soft mewl.  “I appreciate you so much.”

      To my surprise, the billionaire didn’t pounce immediately.  Instead, he gripped my chin in strong fingers, that blue gaze fierce.

      “It’s no trouble, pretty thing,” he rasped hoarsely.  “I’m from humble beginnings myself, and sweetheart, you have to remember, this is just life.  You’ve done an amazing job thus far, and you’re going to do great in the future.”

      With a half-choked cry, this time I threw myself at him because somehow our positions had become reversed.  Instead of the ravenous alpha devouring a sweet virgin, I’d become the virgin who desperately wanted to ravish him.  I wanted to show this man how much I adored his words, even after just a short while together.

      This time, our kiss was pure fire.  Heat sparked from our lips, tingles running to my fingers and toes, a low warmth burning in the pit of my belly.

      “Yes,” I cried against those sculpted lips, murmuring my assent.  “Yes, yes.”

      And with that the fireworks exploded into an uncontrollable bonfire.  His mouth descended on mine, all-consuming, hungry and male, devouring my lips as that hot breath grazed my cheek.

      “Yes, sweetheart,” he rasped.  “Yes, my Morgan.”

      And with that, we were in the back bedroom in a flash, the door latched shut enclosing us in silence.

      “Sweetheart, are you sure you’re ready for round two?” he rasped, that big body male and dominating, huge in the small room.  “This is so new to you.”

      But there was only one answer as emotions swirled in my chest, big brown eyes lifting to meet his with genuine sincerity.

      “Yes, Mr. Evans, I want this.  I’m ready.  Please, now.”

      Stone remained unmoving for a moment.  The billionaire still had his suit on and was making no move to take it off. His gaze burned into me, making my skin feel hot.

      “Lie down, baby girl,” he growled smoothly.

      The duvet shifted as I relaxed my body onto the bed. The cool fabric made me shiver, and Stone broke out in a grin.

      “Delicious,” he murmured. “Now, show me.”

      I lifted my head. “Show you?” I echoed, confused.

      He nodded, leaning against the wall. “I know you were thinking naughty thoughts while I was gone.  It’s natural sweetheart because it was your first time with a man.  So show me what you were thinking about.”

      My face burned as I realized what he meant. I was suddenly very aware that I was curled up on a bed with his blue eyes blazing at me. Goosebumps raced down my arms, and I felt my body betray me as wetness leaked between my legs.

      He can’t really expect me to touch myself while he’s watching? What if I look stupid?  Oh god, I was in over my head already.  Within two seconds, this play had already pushed my boundaries, expanding into new territory.

      But the air was different between us now.  There was a meeting of the minds, and a deep understanding that wasn’t there before.  Plus, I wanted this man, desperately.  Not just because of the money, but because of who he was and what we could become together.

      I slid my hand down my stomach, toward my slit.   Slowly, I wiggled out of my pajamas, leaving my curves lushly nude on the white sheets.  Electricity crackled through the room, and his blue eyes blazed. A moan escaped my lips as my hands crept lower.  When I touched myself, there was a sticky wetness there. I spread my legs a little wider, letting him get a good look at my pussy.  Even more, I lifted my knees a bit, showing off my swollen lips and wet hole.  It was pink, plush, and already soaked, and he growled hungrily.

      My body took over as I shut my eyes.  Moaning, I pretended that his hard dick was running into me, nearly splitting me open. I shuddered as my fingers recreated the sensation, pushing into that wetness.  But one finger wasn’t enough.  I moaned lightly, spreading my thighs even wider as I added two fingers, and then three.  Soon, my hand was pumping in and out of my pussy feverishly.

      “Stone,” I moaned.  “Oh god.”

      “Keep going,” he rasped.  “Fuck you look so good.”

      But it was too much.  With a shriek, I came like a banshee, my pussy clamping and snapping on the fingers stuck deep inside.

      “Oh Stone!” I cried as waves of pleasure overtook my frame.  My big boobs jiggled as I came in front of him, pumping my pussy for his viewing delight.

      “Fuck baby,” he growled, harsh streaks decorating those high cheekbones.  “You’re so nasty.”

      The words only made me come harder, and I shot to the highest heavens, shrieking and pumping at my hungry twat.  After it was over, my eyes drifted open and I saw Stone ravenously staring at me. His pants revealed a huge hardness, straining against the fabric.  But he wasn’t done yet.

      “Now I want to see round two.  Take those sticky fingers and work one into your ass. Show me just how bad you can be.”

      “What?”

      I froze. Masturbating in front of him was one thing, but putting things in my butt was a totally different story.  The back door is for output, not input.

      But that’s the thing.  Stone is an experienced playboy, while I’m a naïve eighteen year old.  He expected me to move fast, and to be a stellar student.  My thoughts churned.

      Oh god.  Could I?

      It was crazy, but at the same time, there was something titillating about the prospect.  Anal play?  By myself?  In front of him?

      Yes, if it would bring us closer.  If it sealed the bond between us, then absolutely yes.

      Stone shifted his cock in his pants as it grew even larger.

      “Sweetheart, it’s fine,” he growled.  “Push your fingers in, otherwise it’ll hurt even more when I put this in there,” the man gestured at the bulge at his crotch.  My eyes widened.

      “You’re going to put that in my ass?”

      “That’s right, pretty baby.” He chuckled. “You’re mine, all mine. Now, do you want to take the time to give yourself a proper stretch, or do you want to do this the hard way with my cock in your butt?”

      Oh god, this was moving so fast.  I wasn’t ready.

      “Yes.  I mean no!  I mean yes.”

      The big man chuckled, sitting down on the edge of the bed. “Well then, you better start stretching yourself out.”

      Slowly, my fingers slid out of my sex. Fortunately, they were coated in female nectar, which was the perfect lube for what I was about to do.  I bit my lip as I pressed one against the entrance of my other hole. It felt weird, dirty, and stunningly delicious as well.  Even better, because he was watching.

      I pushed harder, edging my finger inside. Oh god.  Did I really have a finger up my butt?  It was strange, and yet titillating and so fucking dirty. Experimentally, I pumped a little.  My eyes flicked up to him, pleading, asking if I was doing it right.  He merely grinned, his eyes glued to my bottom hole as it was being used.

      “You’ll need more than one finger in there,” the billionaire rasped, eyes alight with arousal. “I’m far bigger than that.”

      I gasped. He really is serious! My body quivered as I pushed a second finger into my butt. It felt crowded as I tried to ease them in and out in a semblance of what was going to happen.

      The alpha rumbled deep in his chest. “Much better. Keep going.  Push another finger in there, and I’ll give you a treat, pretty baby.”

      My body protested as my third finger tried to find a way in. I whimpered, frustrated that this was so difficult.

      There was no way that he could fit.  My third finger couldn’t even worm its way in, much less his huge shaft.

      “Come on, don’t make me wait, or else no treat,” he admonished, that deep voice near breaking now from desire.

      I pulled out my first two fingers. My hole felt strange, and oddly empty.  This time, I lubed them up in my pussy again and then pressed all three against my entrance, trying to edge them all in together. It hurt, and my tight button protested against the intrusion. But finally, I managed to slide all three inside, and I took a deep breath. Holy cow, my butt felt impossibly full and yet it was so delicious.

      Stone nodded. “Good. Now, tell me what you were thinking of today when I was gone.”  He popped the button of his pants, and my mouth went dry.  I tried to keep my hand moving in and out while the words got caught in my throat.

      “I um… I was in the shower… and your cum was in me.”

      He stroked his dick through his pants. It looked impossibly big. “Go on.”

      My cheeks colored shamefully, even as the core within heated.  My fingers kept inserting themselves in and out of my anus, and to my shock, my pussy juices dripped down, lubing up the ride.

      “Well, your semen started to drip out of me.  I liked it,” is my shy admission, “so I stuck my fingers inside and started to mix it around.”

      He nodded, his face dark with lust. “What a naughty girl you are.”

      “Then I played with my clit, while thinking about you. I really wanted to cum again.” I could feel my slit quivering, my clit so swollen and frustrated. My fingers kept pumping in and out of my butt, and his eyes raked over me, the anticipation tightening every muscle in my body.

      “Mmm.” He groaned. “And does my pretty girl want to cum again?”

      I nodded, my body in total control of my mind. “Yes, please”

      He leaned over me. “Don’t stop moving your fingers.  In fact, try to ease a fourth in.”

      My mouth fell open as he pushed his fingers into my pussy as I continued pumping my ass.

      “Oh god,” I moaned, my eyes falling closed.  Both holes were being used, and the man growled.

      “Keep going,” Stone commanded.  I kept fingering my asshole, doing my best to try and figure out how to get a fourth finger in.  Meanwhile, the walls of my pussy were like a vise around his fingers. I threw my head back, almost losing my balance. Oooh, it felt so naughty, and I could feel his fingers rubbing against mine through thin wall between my pussy and ass. My body shuddered; we were being so bad.

      Suddenly Stone’s blue eyes blazed.

      “Come for me, baby,” he growled.

      I nodded, squeezing my eyes shut as I lost myself to the sensation of his hand in my cunt.  He circled his thumb hard around my clit, making me scream. A blinding orgasm rolled over me, sending me thrashing on the bed as electricity coursed through my frame.

      “Oh my god. Yes, Stone. Yes!”

      My pussy and ass went wild then, spasming and clamping non-stop, shudders wracking every inch of my body.  My butt went wild even as I jammed my fingers in deep, the double penetration so wild and unbelievable.

      “Oh Stone!” was my helpless cry, eyes squeezed shut.  “Oh god, oh god!”

      The billionaire kept his hand deep inside my pussy, letting me ride out the aftershocks even as those blue eyes gleamed. As promised, I kept moving my fingers inside my ass, exhausted and unsure about what came next.

      Finally, when I was done, with an obscene pop, the alpha pulled his fingers out of my cunt.

      “I’m glad you liked your treat.” He licked his digits, and my eyes went wide.  Oh my god, this man was so dirty and I loved it all. “Now the real fun begins.”

      His clothes were quickly discarded, revealing a huge member weeping precum at the tip. Stone knelt on the bed and waved his cock in my face.

      “Suck it, and put your fingers back in your bottom, baby.  Keep going down there sweetheart.  You need to keep stretching your ass, otherwise there’s no way you’ll be able to take my dick in your back hole.”

      I struggled to pull his hot rod in my mouth with my body at such a weird angle. He placed one of the pillows under my head, helping me. Then he stroked my hair, and began guiding my head up and down his shaft. His cock butted against the back of my throat. I wasn’t surprised. He was so big. I tried to breathe slowly and not gag. Whenever my throat would feel too full, too strained, he would back off and push into me further again.

      “All right, you can stop now,” he groaned.

      I pulled my fingers out, and let his dick slide out of my mouth too. He grabbed my arm, flipped me over. I was on my stomach with my ass in the air. My body quivered, scared that his cock would truly tear me open this time.

      “All right, let’s start here first, then move on to the main event, baby girl.” He grunted as he eased his cock into my dripping pussy.  Oh god, it felt so good and I let out a low moan.  My back arched as his hips rocked against me, his dick plumbing my insides. When he reached underneath to stroke my clit, my tongue rolled out of my mouth.

      My mind was numb because there was only pleasure. I screamed and bucked against him. “Oh, god yes, fuck me. Fuck me!” I wailed.

      “Such a naughty girl.” His voice was low, dangerous. He spanked my ass while still keeping rhythm. “You know what I do to naughty girls?”

      I shook my head, unable to formulate a proper response. His finger strummed my clit hard. He held my body in place, my pussy speared on his gigantic cock as I flailed, a second orgasm crashing over me.

      I’m going to die. It feels so good I think I’m going to die.

      My chest heaved as I fought to catch my breath. But before I could reorient myself, he pulled his dick out of my pussy. I could feel my juices leaking down my legs.  My pussy quivered as the open air invaded me. I whimpered.

      “Ready?” The low gravel of his voice sent shivers through me.

      I nodded, my body bracing itself in anticipation as he pressed his manhood against my asshole. I squealed in shock but then tried to relax. He growled and the pressure increased, as my asshole tried to accommodate that huge shaft.

      “Naughty girls belong on the end of my cock,” the alpha ground out as his head slipped inside me.  It felt enormous, and this was just his glans.  Oh god, I was never going to make it.  Unnnnh. I whimpered as more of his cock slid inside me. It’s too big.

      His fingers dug into my butt as he slipped himself all the way to the hilt. I panted, relieved that it was over. But then I squealed when he began pulling back out, only to ease back in again.

      Oh my god, my anus was so fucked.  His hard body rocked against mine, smashing into my ass. My body soon fell into the rhythm as his strong hands held my hips in place. He leaned down and growled in my ear.

      “Alright pretty baby, go ahead and reach down. Stroke that naughty little bud of yours.”

      I moaned, leaning on my arm as I snaked my hand back to my clit.  I started tweaking my swollen button. My mouth hung open as my face was pressed harder into the mattress.

      “Yes, like that, baby,” he rasped.  “Your ass is so tight on my dick.”

      Stone’s body began to speed up, his shaft merciless as it pumped inside my ass. I dug my finger into my clit, hard. I needed to cum again, just one more time.

      My legs danced and shook as orgasm crept up on me.  Hot spurts of electricity shot through my pussy, and I cried out loudly as I came on his dick.

      “Stone!” I panted, as my butt seized and clenched on his pole.  “Oh god, yes!”

      The billionaire came too.  His hands clenched my hips as his cock spurted, spilling his seed into my back hole and filling me with that male vitality.

      “Fuck!” he shouted.  “Shit, this ass is so good.”

      My anus milked him over and over again, pulling all the sperm from his balls.

      “Yes,” was my delighted moan as I got a bottom full of cum.  “This is what I need.”

      Waves rose and crested, before subsiding into a trembling calm.  We collapsed on the bed, his dick still in my sated ass.  Finally, the man pulled out, and I moaned at the sensation of his exit.

      “What a dirty girl,” he chuckled as he delivered a hard spank to my ass. I squealed, my pussy shuddering again.  Stone leaned over the bed, his breath tickling my ear.

      “It felt good, didn’t it?  You’re so good, sweetheart, so nubile and fresh.  Fuck, I just want more.”

      I rolled my head to look up at him. My body felt hot and sticky, but I wanted so much to kiss him and drag him down again.  The alpha seemed to sense this, and he drew back, laughing.

      “Sorry, pretty baby, but I have another meeting to get to. Besides, we’ll be landing soon.” He straightened up. “But feel free to think more naughty thoughts while I’m away,” the man drawled with a wink, striding into the en suite.

      I moaned watching the bathroom door close before the shower began to blast. The ache of exhaustion began to creep into my limbs once more. I hugged one of the pillows close to me, trying to stay awake.

      I still need to shower. I can’t just lay here like this. But this bed is so comfy, and he’ll be gone again for a few hours.

      As I drifted in and out of consciousness, the alpha male exited the bathroom. That chiseled, muscular body moved about the room, pulling his suit back on. I sighed, forcing myself to sit up, the dark man looking at me before leaning low to press a kiss to my lips.

      “You make it so hard to leave,” the alpha growled.  “So sweet, just like candy.  But honey, it’s time to get up.  We’ll be in Chicago soon, and you’ve got to put on something other than those cat pajamas,” the big man winked.  “Better get rolling, sweetheart.”

      With a sigh, I sat up, making a wry face as my reflection, the tangled brown curls springing from my head like messy fireworks.

      “You like cats, don’t you?” was my soft voice.  “Cat pajamas aren’t so bad.”

      The billionaire turned from knotting his tie.

      “As a matter of fact, I don’t like cats,” he rumbled thoughtfully.  “I’m more of a dog person myself, but for you, I’ll become a cat person.”

      And suddenly, I laughed because somehow, I felt completely comfortable around the man.  It’d been an amazing seesaw of emotions, our journey incredible and difficult to believe.  He’d hired me for my body, only to let me cry hot tears in his shirt.  And now, here we were, talking about dogs and cats.

      “You’ll like cats after I’m done,” was my sassy proclamation, sitting up in bed as my breasts bounced.  “Trust me, I’ll find you the right feline and you won’t be able to resist.”

      But you can’t get ahead of the billionaire because in one swift move, his head was between my legs, lapping at my pussy once again, that tongue sweet and hot.

      “Sweetheart, I’ve already found a kitty to my taste,” was that low growl.  “And don’t you forget it.”

      I gasped, cheeks flaming, even as my thighs parted further, welcoming his sensuous caress.  Because how has this happened?  We were supposed to be nothing more than an employer and an employee, the CEO and his hired help.  But somehow, it’s become something more.  Something playful, arousing, emotional, and profound all in a few hours.  How is that possible?   How did this man come to have me on a string around his finger without even trying?

      But it’s true, and as he lifted his head, we exchanged smiles.  We’re on the same wave length, and dare I say it?  But we were falling in love.
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      Another boring day at the office.  I could barely focus as voices droning in the conference room because shit, it was all about Morgan now.  That curvaceous figure lounging on the bed.  Her, spread eagle and screaming for more.  That luscious body creaming so hard, jerking and clamping with a cock buried deep in that pussy.

      Her virgin pussy.

      And she was so dirty too, which I loved.  Oh yeah, the little slut had crammed her fingers into her anus, pumping with enthusiasm.

      How’d I get so lucky?  What girl does this?  But I loved her even more for it because Morgan is a mix of many things.  It was her sweetness, and the way she was determined to do her best in the world despite being born into a tough situation.  Because not many girls would have made it so far.  They would have given up on their disabled mothers, ranging far and wide to rid themselves of the unpleasant memories.

      But Morgan hadn’t.  Instead, my girl was loyal.  For years now, she’d labored at a series of menial jobs intent on surviving and thriving.  She’d graduated from high school, and signed up for a flight training seminar with the intent of paying off her mom’s medical debts.

      Further, I could tell that bankruptcy scared her.  Her voice had been determined, but it had been the slight tremor that gave her away.  Because my girl is just eighteen and not so far from childhood herself.  And yet she was taking control of her family’s financial affairs, and facing it with courage and a determined attitude.

      I admired the woman for that.  Fifty year old men have fallen before less, but Morgan stood firm.  But then a thought struck me:  why not save the brunette from bankruptcy?  Eliminate the need for her to file?  After all, how much could her mom’s medical debt be?  A couple hundred thousand?  A million even?  Shit, that was nothing to me.  I made that amount in an hour, the money pouring into my bank account like a flood.

      So that was an idea.  I could save Morgan from bankruptcy.  It sounded good, warming my soul, and I bat the idea around in my head a little more.  Charity isn’t exactly my thing, but this wasn’t exactly charity.  This was something more because it was an act that spoke to the depths of my heart.  Morgan hasn’t had much advantage in her life, but I could change that easily.

      So why not?  It felt like the right thing to do, and one thing I’ve learned as a seasoned businessman is to trust your gut.  It’s saved my ass more than once, and made me billions of dollars through dozens of deals.  But right now, I was stuck in a dull meeting with a bunch of pasty-faced gray suits.  Damn.  So different from where I’d been just two hours ago, ensconced in luxury with a giving, luscious girl at my side.

      But shit, it was so hard to pay attention during the meeting.  These guys knew nothing, and they were so mealy-mouthed and weak.

      I pulled out my phone to check my emails.  Hmm, there was another meeting with some investors tomorrow about the Chinese steel industry moving in and potentially pushing us to the wayside.

      Fuck that.

      I was ready.

      Whatever came via tariffs and taxes, they were no match for me.

      After all, this business has been in my blood for a long time now.  When you start from nothing, you see every part of how things work, down to the nuts and bolts of the nuts and bolts.  That’s right.  Details that you never imagined are ingrained on my mind, and as familiar as the back of my hand.  Unfortunately, the idiots surrounding me had no idea what they were talking about.

      One of the junior execs was clicking through Powerpoint slides at a glacial pace.  There were statistics about A, statistics about B, and statistics about A and B combined, plus C and D for good measure.

      Shit.  This was so stupid because the number were wrong.  Anyone with a brain on their head could tell that the figures had been inflated, jimmied and jiggled so that they looked good but were actually false.

      As a result, my mind drifted to its favorite subject, ignoring the noise.

      Morgan.

      The girl was so fresh and nubile.  She’d been so concerned about being safe, about pulling out and whatnot.  Please, pretty baby.  Guys don’t pull out.  Not real alphas, at least.  Not when you’re so hot, fertile, and a perfect cum receptacle.

      And yet, it was more than that.  The brunette had hopes and dreams, and her keen intelligence was obvious.  She’d listened to my explanation of the bankruptcy process carefully, asking questions that demonstrated her intellect and ability to learn.

      Plus, Morgan was open-minded for sure.  The cuffs hadn’t scared her the first time.  Well, maybe a little bit, but she’d taken to them like a champ.  Some girls would act all huffy and refuse to do things they felt were dirty or stupid, and yet Morgan had done them all.  Hesitantly at first, but when my girl got on a roll, things happened fast.  Oh yeah, the little slut was creaming hard soon enough, with her fingers crammed into her butt.

      There were so many first already.  Her pussy.  Her ass.  Maybe I’d use her mouth next.  The prospect was exciting, for sure, especially now, when I was stuck in the middle of this boring board meeting.  Suddenly, one of the execs cleared his throat, wrenching me away from my daydreams.

      “Mr. Evans, we could use your guidance on how to finesse the Chicago market.  The Midwest is new to us, and it’s important to remain relevant yet aggressive in the face of the competition.”

      I drummed my fingers on the conference table, staring at the multi-colored slide.

      “It’s the Mackeys.  If anyone understands the cutthroat competition of this business, it’s them. We need to be strong in the fight. If we take a step back in order to play fair, they’ll see us as weak and pull out of the other deals.”

      The execs murmured and nodded to one another. I leaned back in my chair, a king on his throne.  That’s right; I always have the answers.

      More slides swept over the screen. Prospective clients who could be easily won, and those who would require further negotiation.  I chuckled, wondering what my wide-eyed little Morgan would think of an exotic place like China.

      It’d be nice to take her on a trip.  Maybe somewhere foreign and new because I wanted to show her the world.  I wanted to treat her to experiences that would dazzle the senses, like the Taj Mahan or the Kremlin.  But then I stopped short.

      What am I doing?  What was I thinking?  This girl was a paid companion, and not my girlfriend.

      I’d gotten carried away.  But still, showing her the world from one of our new highrises would be the ultimate.  The Chinese do know how to lay the luxury on thick, and Morgan hadn’t had any niceties in her life until now.

      Plus, the brunette was so responsive to every touch.  Squealing.  Squirming.  Crying.  Her cunt creaming like mad, eager for more.  And that ass.  Oh yeah, I’d crammed it full in one fell stroke, and yet she’d taken dick in her back hole like a champ.

      My champ.

      This girl belonged to me.  Every inch of that beautiful body was mine.  Her mind too -  her flexible, intelligent brain turned me on.

      Suddenly, my reverie was interrupted.

      “Mr. Evans?” I looked up.  A secretary held a phone in my direction, her look apologetic.

      “Yes?” was my growl.  “What’s the problem?  We’re in a meeting here.”

      She ducked her head, embarrassed.

      “Yes, but Prescott Holdings is on the line.  The caller said it was urgent.”

      What the fuck?  What could be so urgent?  But I knew what it was.  Nick Prescott has been a rival of mine for decades now.  The guy is old and wizened but don’t let his troll-like appearance fool you.  Because that dude is sharp as a tack, even in his advanced age.

      I took the phone from Annie. The execs pretended to be interested in the floor and looked away politely. “Hello?”

      The wheezing voice of Nick Prescott filled my ear.

      “Evans, eh?” he began.  Who used “eh” these days?  But evidently, Prescott thought of himself as an English gentleman.

      “Get on with it,” I barked.

      “Well, tweedle-dee to you too!” he breezed, not at all intimidated.  I could just see the ancient guy, lounging back with a biscuit in hand, a tea cup at his elbow.  “So what’s going on with your project?” he wheedled.  “You know, the one that’s been having all that trouble.”

      What the fuck?  That was none of his business.  What the hell was wrong with him, even asking?  We’re competitors for crying out loud.  You don’t discuss this kind of shit with someone who’d just as soon cut you off at the knees.

      As a result, we were done.  I didn’t care if this guy was eighty with one foot in the grave because this was just fucking weird, not to mention annoying.   I hung up without a word and handed the phone back to the secretary.

      “Next time that ankle-biter calls, don’t answer,” was my command.  “I don’t care who he says he is, or how important the matter is.  Do not disturb me.”

      “Of course,” Annie bowed her head, practically in tears.  And then the middle-aged woman scurried out, back hunched.

      I felt bad because I hadn’t meant to intimidate her.  But seriously.  Why had I been interrupted during a meeting to speak to Nick Prescott of all people?  Fuck my life.

      The execs coughed, shifting in their seats.  Clearly, they were uncomfortable witnessing that exchange, but what did I care?  That was their problem.  I smiled and took control, guiding the meeting with a sure hand.

      “So where were we again?  Is construction under way already?  Or are we still waiting for permits?”

      Thoroughly ruffled, the junior exec continued with his presentation, hands shaking.

      “Our team has put together a proposal for negotiations with the Mackeys. We just need your authorization,” he murmured as another man passed me a thick packet of paper.  I sighed and flipped through it; it was the standard legal mumbo jumbo. I scribbled my signature and handed it back, already onto the next thing.  Normally, you can’t go easy with shit like this because it has to be read and re-read to make sure that everything’s kosher.  But today wasn’t the day.  I just wanted things done.

      The minute the presentation was over, I stood, towering above the others.

      “Thank you, gentlemen,” came my growl.  “Sounds like a plan.  Let’s get moving.”

      Immediately, a hubbub of relief sounded because they’d thought the decision would take weeks, or even months.  But for me, this shit is easy.  The pros and cons are obvious, and nuances that escape others completely are as clear as day to an old hand like me.  As a result, it’s easy to make decisions.  The path forward was clear, and I was done here.

      I headed towards the door, not bothering to say goodbye.  My work was done, and I had better things to do now which included meeting up with one very beautiful, sensuous female … who’d taken hold of my mind and heart unexpectedly.
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      “Where are you now?” gasped Evelyn, trying to peer around my shoulder from her computer screen.  “That place looks fabulous!”

      I giggled because I was sitting in the middle of Stone’s penthouse apartment, my laptop perched on the kitchen counter.  Although kitchen counter didn’t seem the right description for the giant grey marble slab lined with veins of white and gold.  That’s right, gold.  This rock had been mined from somewhere special because there was obviously precious metal embedded in the stone.

      “I know, it’s amazing right?” was my gentle laugh.  “I’m at Stone’s apartment in Chicago.  Here, look at this,” I said, pointing my camera towards the kitchen counter.  This thing has gold streaks in it,” I said, voice hushed.

      Evelyn’s mouth fell open.

      “Are you serious?” she sputtered.  “Wait, hold your laptop closer because I want to see.”

      Obligingly, I propped my laptop up, pointing it just so to give Evelyn a good vantage point.  Pushing a couple of Stone’s papers out of the way, there was a clear view of a giant gold vein, a snake worming its way through the hazy cloud of marble.

      “Oh wow,” she breathed, clapping her hands.  “I have to take a picture, hold on.”

      Laughing, I waited as Evelyn snapped a couple screen shots, the better with which to marvel over my good luck.

      “I’m going to take these photos to a professional for an evaluation,” she announced.  “It’s insane because you could probably sell this thing and make thousands of dollars.”

      I had to laugh at that.

      “How am I going to sell Mr. Evans’ kitchen counter, Evelyn?” was my droll reply.  “This thing has to weigh two tons.  Do I just detach it from the wall and carry it off on my back?”

      “You know,” she pooh-poohed me, waving one hand in the air.  “At the very least, you could melt this stuff and get some gold jewelry made.”

      I laughed again because Evelyn always has these weird ideas.  How in the world would I melt the gold that was already embedded in the marble countertop?  And why would I do that anyways?  But my buddy was already onto the next thing.

      “Show me the rest of the apartment, Morgan!  Oooh, you’re so lucky!” she squealed.  “Living in the lap of luxury.”

      “Not really,” was my admonishment, even as I swiveled the laptop around.  “I’m just staying here until we fly off to our next location.”

      “But still,” she gushed.  “You’re staying with the boss himself?  Why didn’t they put you up at a hotel or something?  It can’t be that expensive.”

      I bit my lip because the reason I’ve been staying at Stone’s pad is obvious.  We’ve been having a good time together, on and off the plane.  We talk, we dine, we tease, and most of all, we fall asleep together after the most amazing sessions of intimacy.  My thighs tensed just thinking back to the sensations, and my pussy tingled a bit.  It was amazing hands down.  But before I could get a word out, Evelyn was back at it.

      “Show me the living room,” she commanded.  “I want to see what else there is.”

      Sighing, I got up.

      “Okay, okay, wait just a sec,” I said, slowly walking to the airy space.  “Okay here we go,” I said.  “Sorry it’s a little messy,” was my giggle.  “The maid hasn’t come yet, so you’re looking at yesterday’s Chinese dinner.”

      It was true.  There were half-eaten containers still on the glass table, with paper boxes of broccoli beef and General Tso’s chicken.  Plus, Stone had done a little work before eating, so some of his things were scattered about, including some work folders, a couple papers, and some gadgets.

      “Sorry,” I apologized again, pushing the leftovers out of the way.  Oh shoot, did I just get tangy sauce on some of Stone’s stuff?  Quickly, I picked up the iPad, trying to wipe off some of the brown goop.  Oh shoot, it was just getting worse, and the sauce smeared wetly on the screen.

      But Evelyn was her usual queenly self.

      “Don’t worry about stuff like that,” she said airily, her finger tapping away.  “You have help now, and Chinese food can’t kill the latest gadgets.  They make these things indestructible,” she said authoritatively.  “I swear I’ve flushed my iPhone down the toilet twice by accident and it’s still okay.  So just put down the napkin and relax.”

      I sighed because my buddy was probably right.  I was just making stuff worse by trying to clean up.  And who knew?  Maybe Stone wanted all his stuff in a particular order, and I was just making a bigger mess.  So with a laugh, I stopped, but then my head cocked to one side.

      “Evelyn, are you taking screenshots again?” was my curious voice.  “Why are you doing that?”

      Her blonde head nodded, the girl a little distracted even as her finger tapped away.

      “Because your place is so nice,” she burbled.  “The interior decor is amazing and I love that eighteen foot ceiling.  I’m going to show my boyfriend so that he has an idea of what top-of-the-line means.”

      Okay, that made sense.  Stone’s place was like a palace, including the giant crystal chandelier and the artwork on the walls.  But still, Evelyn’s finger was going so fast it was practically a blur.  She was getting screenshots of everything, including the mess on the table, which was embarrassing.

      “Stop,” I said, holding my hands up.  “At least let me clean up first.”

      But Evelyn was relentless.

      “No, it’s fine,” she said soothingly, finger still tapping away.  “A little mess is totally okay.  I just want to give my boyfriend an idea of what’s possible.  Now Morgan, can you move a little to the left?  You’re in the screen right now, and I can’t get that Rothko.  That is a Rothko right?”

      Obligingly, I stepped to the side to reveal a magnificent blue painting dotted with red.  Of course, you could also see Stone’s laptop on the table beneath it, gleaming and sleek.  Why wasn’t it on sleep mode?  Well, maybe the machine did calculations even when its owner wasn’t home.  Or maybe Stone was able to use it remotely, plugging in from a far away site.  I had no idea.

      “I think it is a Rothko,” was my slow confirmation.  “Don’t mind the mess below, it’s nothing.”

      “Oooh!” squealed Evelyn, clapping her hands.  “I knew it!  Yeah, I want Nick to start a fine art collection too, and this is going to make him so jealous,” she rushed.  “Oh wow,” the blonde burbled, eyes bulging a little as she took in my surroundings.  “You’re soooo lucky!”

      I had to agree because for the past week, we’ve been grounded in Chicago, and Stone and I have gotten to know each other when he’s not working.  The dinners are amazing, and our time together is out of this world.  I couldn’t ask for more, floating in a dreamlike state of happiness mixed with ecstasy.  Speaking of which, suddenly the elevator dinged.

      “Evelyn, I have to go,” were my rushed words, self-consciously pushing brown curls from my face.  “We’ve been talking forever and I lost track of time.”

      My buddy let out a tinkling laugh.

      “No worries,” she burbled.  “But you have to show me the rest of the apartment later,” her voice sang, even as I pulled the laptop cover closed, cutting off contact.  “You promised!”

      But it was too late because Stone was already in the apartment, his expression quizzical.

      “Who was that?” came his low drawl.  “A friend?”

      I nodded, cheeks flaming.  The sight of the billionaire always makes me tingle in a good way, and now was no exception.  He was so gorgeous with that dark hair, his blue eyes and muscular, athletic build.  Plus, I’d forgotten how high-end buildings work.  Because Mr. Evans has a full-floor apartment, the elevator opens right into our foyer because there’s no one else on the floor.

      Oh wow.  I used the words our foyer, like I belonged here.  But I’ve been so comfortable and happy that the thought slipped unnoticed from my mind.

      “Hi,” was my welcoming smile.  “It’s just my friend Evelyn from back home.  I was showing her this place.”

      Those dark blue eyes gleamed.

      “And?” he growled.  “How’d she like it?”

      “Well, you know we’re from a not-so-nice corner of Queens,” was my answering laugh.  “So she loved it.  This is way more fancy than any place we’ve ever seen, and when she saw the gold in your countertop, she wanted me to melt it down to make jewelry,” I added drolly.

      Stone threw his head back and laughed.

      “Are you serious?” was his disbelieving guffaw.  “Sweetheart, how are you going to tote that marble slab out?”

      “I know,” was my answering giggle.  “But it’s just Evelyn, and she’s crazy.”

      Stone shook his head, amusement dancing on his face.

      “Not to mention a little materialistic,” he said wryly.

      I made a face at him.

      “She is,” I acknowledged, “But Evelyn’s been my friend for so long, and it doesn’t bother me.  Plus, it’s funny, in a way.  She dates old rich dudes in the hope that one of them is going to die and leave her a fortune.  Can you believe it?”

      Stone’s brows swooped down.

      “Oh, I believe it,” he said wryly.  “Trust me, older men with younger women is common in NYC.  Even here in Chicago, you see that May December dynamic all the time.”

      I laughed lightly again.

      “Well in this case, I don’t think it’s May December.  It’s more like January December because Evelyn’s my age.  We’re both eighteen.  And guess how old her current guy is?”

      “How old?” grunted Stone distractedly, loosening his tie while hanging up his coat.  Even though there was nothing special about what he was doing, the actions warmed me to the bone because they were homey and normal.  I felt like we were an old married couple hanging out together, teasing and making conversation after a long day.

      “He’s old,” I said as a hint.  “Her boyfriend’s really, really old.  Imagine Methuselah.”

      “Oh?” he asked, only semi-paying attention, wandering over to the kitchen now.  “How old?”

      I took a deep breath, following him into the space.

      “Seventy,” I said with finality.  “There’s got to be a fifty year age gap between Evelyn and her latest boyfriend.  I met him once and this guy looks like he’s someone’s grandpa.  White hair, about this tall,” I said holding my hand up.  “With tufts of gray hair sprouting from his nose and ears.”  What had been that guy’s name again?  I couldn’t remember, although his image was clear in my mind, small and wizened.

      It all seemed so long ago, even though it’d only been a couple weeks.  I still remembered that night with Evelyn at the Firehouse, and meeting her new man.  I’d felt so out of place among the dancing bodies and flashing lights, not to mention the deafening music.

      But now, with Stone it was different.  I felt at home, safe and warm, with the future to look forwards to.  True, I wasn’t exactly working, seeing that we hadn’t been on the plane in a week.  But I was happy here, ensconced in luxury, and I forward to the billionaire’s return every day when things would heat up within nanoseconds.

      How quickly things change, the voice in my mind wondered.  Before, you were a poverty-stricken girl with a disabled mom, ready to collapse under the weight of her medical bills.  And now look at you!

      That was true.  Sandra has been on her own the last couple weeks, taking the bus by herself to her medical appointments.  But she hadn’t wanted me to come home.

      “Go!” my mom wheezed, her expression encouraging on the laptop screen.  “Go and enjoy your new job,” she urged.  “You’re lucky to have it.”

      “I’ll be back as soon as I can Mom,” was my soft promise.  “You okay in New York?  Is Mrs. Langley helping?”

      “She is, she is,” assured my mom.  “Rita Langley can be nosy but she’s a good cook and she’s been bringing me food every day.  And with your new salary, honey, we can afford to pay her for her services.  So go,” she urged again.  “Enjoy yourself and live a little.”

      With that, I smiled gratefully.  Sandra had no idea exactly what I was doing with Stone Evans.  My mom figured I was a standard issue flight attendant with an apron and jaunty cap.  She had no idea that I hadn’t worn the apron for ages.  Instead, I was serving Mr. Evans nude, if that’s what he wanted.  The memory of our last encounter made me smile, and with a naughty look, I turned to my man.

      “Hungry?” was my purr as he opened the refrigerator door, staring at the contents.  With a laugh, the big man shut it.

      “Always,” he proclaimed, pulling me close for a kiss.  “I’m always hungry for you, sweet thing.  But right now, my stomach needs some sustenance.”

      Luxuriating in his embrace, I tipped my chin towards the dark man.  It felt so good in his arms, warm and safe, that massive bulk protecting me from any threats.

      “What about the meal the chef prepared yesterday?” I murmured, nuzzling his lips with my own.  “That steak was amazing, and the potatoes were so creamy and buttery.  There’s still some left I think, in the back of the fridge.”

      Stone claimed my lips, seizing them in a thrilling kiss.  Oh god, this man is my everything, and every cell in my being came alive at his touch.  But he broke the contact abruptly to look for food.

      “It was good,” he acknowledged, “but I don’t feel like leftovers.  Come on, let’s go out,” he commanded, grabbing my hips and swiveling them towards the door.  “I’ll treat you to some fancy Japanese.”

      My soul thrilled.  I’ve never had Japanese food except for some takeout sushi from the local bodega, and I doubt that counts as real Japanese.  Not when you’re eating imitation shrimp and mayonnaise on your sushi.  It doesn’t sound right.

      As a result, my heart beat fast.  Going out on the town with the billionaire?  To see and be seen?  It sounded amazing after a week together in the apartment.  Of course, I wasn’t complaining, but still, it was a nice change.

      “Oh sure,” I giggled.  “Just give me five.  Wait, but ….”  My voice trailed off.

      “Hmm?” Mr. Evans growled, already thinking of the meal ahead.  “What is it, sweetheart?”

      My face flushed then.

      “Well, the thing is,” my low murmur came, “Is the place you have in mind really fancy?” came my slow words.  “Because I might not have the right clothes.”

      Slowly, the billionaire turned to look at me, fixing me with that blue gaze.  Hot embarrassment tinted my cheeks, and my curves quivered.  Oh god, oh god.  He was used to supermodels who had designer wardrobes, and not someone who got around in jeans and t-shirts most times.  In fact, right now I just had one skirt in my luggage, in addition to my flight attendant uniforms.  There was nothing appropriate for an upscale eatery.

      “You don’t have any clothes?” he growled, confusion in those blue eyes.  “What do you mean?”

      I took a deep breath.

      “I didn’t pack right,” was my hurried excuse.  “I just have some casual outfits in addition to my uniforms.  We haven’t gone out, so it never came up,” was my lame excuse.

      But somehow, Stone could tell that I wasn’t speaking the truth.  The alpha cocked his head at me, just waiting.  Oh god, this man knew me so well already and heat bloomed in my cheeks.

      “Okay, so that’s not exactly true,” I began slowly.

      He nodded silently, and the truth came out then.

      “I don’t have any nice clothes,” was my embarrassed admission.  “Not anything that would be suitable for what you’re thinking of.  I can’t afford it because they’re out of my budget,” were my quiet words.  “Before this job, shopping at the local discount stores was our MO.  That, or thrift shops, and I don’t mean hip and trendy thrift shops with fringed leather jackets and high-end designer ware.  I was buying used goods that no one else wanted.”

      By now, my voice had died almost into silence because the admission was humiliating.  How different this must be from what Stone was used to.  The women he usually dated probably had mink coats and floor-length evening gowns that cost four figures.  By contrast, I just had my threadbare things, well-worn and shabby.

      But I wasn’t going to hide anymore.  I wasn’t going to pretend to be someone I wasn’t because it was sliding down a slippery slope of more and more lies until you drowned.  As a result, I took a deep breath, looking the billionaire in the eye.

      “I’m sorry,” came my voice, more confident this time.  “I’m from humble beginnings and going to eat fancy food at a fancy restaurant?  Well, I haven’t had the opportunity but I’d love to sometime.  Just not tonight,” was my apology, only a slight quaver tinging my words.  “I’m sorry.”

      But the billionaire wasn’t angry.  In fact, his reaction took me surprise.  Those big fingers took hold of my chin, forcing me to look into the deep blue of his gaze.

      “Sweetheart, don’t worry about it,” he said mildly.  “I come from nothing, so I get it.  It took decades of climbing the ladder to arrive at the top,” he said, gesturing to our lavish surroundings.  “And who says we can’t have Japanese?  We’ll order in from Ito Kana, it’s no big deal.  Hand me my phone,” he commanded.

      With trembling hands, I did as he asked, passing him the small gadget.  And as the billionaire ordered, my heart flipped over, doing somersaults before melting into a puddle.  Because Stone could have been disgusted.  He could have been horrified that I wasn’t a Barbie doll with all the right clothes, prepared for any type of social outing.

      Instead, the billionaire knew and understood.  And he wasn’t turned off.  If anything, the man was only more determined to show me the world, and to introduce me to luxuries I’d never experienced.

      I can say without a doubt that if I’d been falling in love with Stone Evans before, then it happened fully then.  I appreciated this man.  I adored him, and his generous ways.  How he didn’t look down on me although he had every right, given the emptiness of my bank account and the fact that I was sorely lacking in experience.

      But these things didn’t matter to him.  Stone is a real human being with solid values, and money or the lack of made no difference.  The fact that he was my superior at work made no difference either.  Because as people, we were a match, and the alpha male knew his woman when he saw her.

      Hanging up, the big man turned only to see me gazing at him, my heart in my eyes.

      “What is it?” he growled.  “What’s got you in tears, honey?”

      I flew into his arms, burying my face in his shoulder.

      “Thank you,” was my murmur, wetness seeping into his shirt.  “For everything.”

      The billionaire pressed a kiss to my forehead, holding me tight.

      “It’s nothing sweetheart.  Like I said, I worked my way up from the bottom.  It wasn’t easy, and I certainly don’t look down on anyone struggling as she finds her path in the world.”

      I inhaled deeply, our breaths mingling as we stood locked in one another’s arms in the gigantic kitchen.

      “I guess I just didn’t expect you to understand,” came my small voice.  “You’re Stone Evans, billionaire CEO of a huge empire.  I didn’t expect you to empathize with where I was coming from, or the hurdles in my path especially when they’re as lame as not having the right clothes.”

      The handsome man threw his head back and chuckled then, revealing even white teeth.

      “No, I get it sweetheart.  Clothes are important, and that’s why I always have mine tailored,” he said with a gleam.  “We’ll get you the best of the best too, sweetheart.  There’s a lot of ladies couture to be had.”

      I gasped, eyes wide.  Was he serious?  But Stone nodded again, pressing a kiss to my forehead.

      “Nothing’s too good for my baby,” he growled, voice sincere.  “Come on sweetheart, let’s go to the living room to wait before the food comes.  Or do you want to keep standing here?”

      My cheeks flared as the billionaire led me out, taking a seat on the low divan next to one another.  Suddenly, I jumped up.

      “Oh wait, let me clear some of this off,” were my hasty words, reaching for the old Chinese food.  “Ick, look how goopy this brown sauce is,” was my comment, peering into one of the slightly drooping boxes.

      Stone made himself at home, lounging on the sofa as I cleaned up.  And it felt right, to be honest, to have the man of the house relaxing as I bustled about, straightening up.

      “You want this here?  Or here?” I asked, holding a sheaf of papers in my hand.  He looked at the pile and let out a gusty sigh.

      “Fuck, more shit on that China deal,” he said sourly.  “Put it with that stuff,” he said, gesturing to another stack of papers on the sideboard.  “It’s not important.”

      I raised my eyebrows.

      “Do you read it yourself?” I asked curiously.  “Don’t you have an assistant or a lawyer to help you?  Just saying,” were my rushed words.  “There’s so much, and the print’s so small.  How are you going to get through it?”

      One black eyebrow went up.

      “Good point, sweetheart.  But trust me, I’ve learned the hard way,” he said, one big arm propped up against the back of the couch.  “You know I started out as a guy with nothing.  Literally nothing, selling knives from a suitcase door to door.  Not exactly the most glamorous job.”

      I stopped while tidying, turning to look at him.

      “Like a traveling salesman?” I asked, eyes wide.  Wow, the powerful Stone Evans had once peddled his wares like a gypsy?

      “Exactly like a traveling salesman,” the billionaire confirmed wryly.  “Even worse because now traveling salesmen take flights to exotic locations, selling all sorts of fancy stuff.  But back when I started, it wasn’t like that.  I walked door to door, peddling my humble wares while singing a song.”

      I stared at him, hands still.

      “How did you get to where you are today?” was my whispered question, an expression of awe on my face.  “Because you have so much now.”

      The billionaire smiled wryly.

      “The hard way,” he quipped.  “I learned that you have to do everything yourself until you find good people.  You have to take control of every little detail until you find folks you’d trust with your life.  Thus, these papers,” he said, gesturing to the piles of stuff.  “It’s an old habit because you’re right sweetheart.  There are people to read these for me, and I shouldn’t be obsessing over every detail myself.  But old habits die hard and sometimes, I still feel the need to look over everything myself to make sure it gets done right.”

      I nodded.

      “I wouldn’t know,” was my slow reply.  “But I’ve heard that building a good team is the hardest part of running a business.  Is that true?  And maybe I could help in some small way?”

      The words died on my lips as my cheeks flushed again.  Because what was I thinking?  There was no way the billionaire was interested in my skills.  I was a flight attendant.  I didn’t even have a college degree.  The people he was used to dealing with were probably PhDs who had years of experience, and who were erudite and knowledgeable.  I was way out of my league.  Oh god, what had possessed me?  Why had those words come from my lips?

      But to my surprise, the billionaire didn’t dismiss my offer out of hand.

      “Thanks sweetheart,” he rumbled, eyes seizing mine.  “You’re smart, honey, and I’ve noticed that.  I’m sure I could use your skills somewhere in my business.”

      My mouth gaped open then.

      “Really?” came my shocked whisper.  “I mean, not as a stewardess?  As something else?  Something white collar even?”

      After all, that’s my mom’s dream for me.  Sandra wants me to ascend the socio-economic ladder, getting my college degree and maybe even landing a desk job someday.  I’m from a long line of hard-working, salt of the earth people, and there’s nothing wrong with aspiring to a desk job.  So the thought of having a shot at something different thrilled me to my soul.

      Evidently, Stone had already contemplated the possibility.

      “Yes, sweetheart,” he said seriously.  “You’re organized, you’re efficient, and you’re good with numbers.  There’s definitely a place at Gravity Holdings for someone like you.”

      I gasped.  This man was really, truly amazing, and if I hadn’t tiptoed off the cliff before, then I plunged down now, my heart doing somersaults as elation filled my soul.

      “Yes Mr. Evans,” was my soft reply.  “I’d be happy to work for you in any capacity.  It’d be my honor.”

      Those blue eyes gleamed, about to say something naughty for sure, but we were interrupted by the ping of the elevator.

      “Ito Kana,” called a voice as the doors slid open.  “Your Japanese food?”

      With that, the spell was broken.  Shooting me another knowing smile, the billionaire got up, grabbing his wallet before striding towards the foyer.

      “Thanks,” came his words as he shut the front door.  “Come on, honey, eat.  I want to introduce you to a new cuisine, and this is going to be fun.”

      It really was enjoyable with the alpha as my guide.  Because Stone looks out for me, he really does.  He cares about me, showing me how to use chopsticks while stirring up a wasabi and soy sauce mix for the sushi.

      “Uck!” I shrieked, reaching for my water.  “This stuff is spicy!”

      The dark man chuckled, popping a piece of squid into his mouth.

      “Warned you,” he tossed off.  “The wasabi is made from the same stuff as horseradish, so it’s like fire if you’re not careful.  Just use less next time,” he growled.

      I nodded while chugging my water, putting the glass down to wipe at my eyes.

      “That was more than horseradish,” was my gasping cry.  “That was pure jalapeno.”

      The billionaire laughed then, biting into some shrimp.

      “No jalapeno, sweetheart, because they don’t use that in Japanese cuisine.  But if you like jalapeno, we’ll try Mexican next.  How about that, sweetheart?  Not Tex-Mex, which is usually what people eat in the United States, but the real stuff.  Authentic Mexican with Oaxaca cheese, none of that chimichanga bullshit you get from the Taco Bell here.  You ready for that?  You want to give it a go?”

      I blushed then, even as my mouth opened eagerly because this is what it’s like to be with Stone.  The billionaire opened doors for me, introducing me to new vistas that were previously unimaginable.  Anything was possible, from private air travel, to the most luxurious apartments, to a wardrobe of designer clothes, and now this.  I was sampling different types of food from all over the world, and loved it.

      Happiness suffused me then.  I adored this man, from his giving, generous nature, to his willingness to take me to new heights.  With my heart in my eyes, I clasped his hands, dropping those blasted chopsticks in the process.

      “Yes Stone,” the words rang musically in the air between us.  “Thank you, I’d like that.”

      Slowly, as if we were in a dream sequence, the billionaire leaned forwards, capturing my lips with his.  A tingle ran through my soul, and my heart did flip flops all over again because with this man by my side, guiding me, opening doors, and showing me the way, anything was possible.  I’d fallen head over heels with my employer … loving the alpha male with every fiber of my being.
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      Three months later …

      My hands danced over the remote, scrolling through hundreds of satellite channels.  Ah ha, here it was.  A Spanish-language telenovela, where the innocent maid falls in love with the big, bad CEO who happens to be her employer.

      Sound familiar?  Maybe.  But this is my life now, and I’m happy to report that just like Fran Drescher in The Nanny, me and my employer are an item now.  Or at least I think we are.  We must be, seeing that I don’t “serve” Stone anymore.  We’re equals now, talking, laughing, and making love non-stop.

      Right now, I’m on the plane lounging around waiting for Stone to get back from his latest meeting.  It’s a comfortable life, to say the least.  I go where he goes, following him around the world to all sorts of exotic destinations.  Maine?  Check.  Hawaii?  Check.  Alaska?  Check check.  In fact, we’ve been to Alaska twice now, hitting up Juno once and Anchorage the second time.

      As a result, I consider myself the billionaire’s girlfriend.  We laugh, talk, and dine together, and he treats me like a significant other, always solicitous of my comfort and health.  Not only that, but I now have the wardrobe of Cinderella, perfect for going out on the town or staying home, whichever suits our fancy.

      The only thing that niggles my mind is terminology.  Stone has never referred to me formally as his woman, and there certainly aren’t any promises.  He’s never used any words to formalize our relationship, but I put a lid on my worries because there’s emotion in the air.  Whenever we’re in the same space, electricity surges, and there’s an invisible rope binding us together.  Not only that, but I feel drawn to him, like a magnet pulled inevitably to its pole.  He’s my man, and there are no two ways about it.

      Plus, the money is unbelievable.  Stone pays me for my time, and every trip we take together is worth twenty thousand dollars.  Can you believe it?  That means that a flight to Alaska and back is the equivalent of forty thousand big ones, and after three months of doing this, I’m almost a millionaire.  It’s crazy.  Just earlier this year, I’d been wondering how I was going to survive.  I’d been desperate to make a buck by any means necessary and now, my bank account is bulging.

      But it’s also the money that makes me stop short because what man pays his girlfriend a salary?  Sure, women are dependent on men the world over for cash, but in my situation, it’s a little different.  There are actual milestones marking my bonuses, with dollar signs attached to each leg.  Is it normal to be so clear and specific?  What is normal anyways?  Do real husbands and wives do this, or do they share a bank account and call it even?

      Doubts whirled in my mind.  As the child of a single mother, I don’t know how these things work, and frankly, there’s no one I can ask.  But I put my fears to rest because it feels like a relationship for the most part.  Stone and I love it up day and night, and we don’t talk about the transactional part of our relationship.

      As a result, I made myself swallow the doubts.  On the one hand, I shouldn’t turn up my nose at so much money.  The amount is unbelievable, and I’d be silly to feel anything but grateful.  But on the other hand, I desperately want my relationship with Mr. Evans to be real, and the fact that I’m getting paid sends a shiver of unease down my spine.  Should I offer to work for free?  Should I refuse his cash?  But I can’t do that either because my mom needs money for her medicine.  So what do I do?

      Sighing, I turned away from the porthole.  Who knew that having money meant complexities?  I always thought once my hands were on the moolah, everything would be easy-peasy, and I could follow the Yellow Brick Road straight to the Emerald City.  But instead, cash comes with problems of its own and right now, being paid as Mr. Evans’ girlfriend caused my stomach to churn.

      I flipped open my laptop screen, ready to unburden my soul.

      “Hey,” Evelyn chirped, cheery as always.  But despite her happy tone, the girl’s voice was a little bit guarded.  And were those circles beneath her eyes?  My friend looked a little on the tired side, and her blonde hair was unusually limp.

      “Hey,” was my greeting.  “How are you?”

      Evelyn flipped a handful of tresses over her shoulder.

      “Good, good.  Where are you now?”

      I sat back, unfazed at the question.  My friend knew of my life as a traveling girlfriend, and was probably a little jealous of the circumstances.

      “We’re in Boca Raton, Florida,” was my indulgent reply.  “You know, the home of retirees.”

      “You’re not getting off the plane again?” she asked wryly.  “Just chillin’ while Stone does his thing?”

      I nodded.

      “It’s just another meeting,” I yawned.  “It’s not worth it to get off, and besides, what would I do in Boca?  Everyone here has white hair and wrinkles, so I’d have no one to talk to.”

      Evelyn’s voice grew thoughtful.

      “True, true,” she replied.  “Well, you have me to talk to!  So when’s Stone going to be back?”

      I yawned again lazily.

      “I have no idea,” was my wheezy reply.  “But soon, probably.  Why?” was my curious question.

      Evelyn shrugged disarmingly.

      “No reason, really.  Just wondering.  Show me around the plane again!” she squealed.  “You’re so lucky to fly private!”

      I leaned back, feeling boneless.

      “Evelyn, I’ve already showed you this place ten times over the last couple months.  It’s still the same thing.  The same white leather chairs, the same flat screen TV, all the good stuff.”

      But Evelyn shook her head.

      “Show me again!” she demanded insistently.  “I’m so jealous!  Nick doesn’t have a plane,” she lowered her voice conspiratorially.  “He uses NetJets, you know that shared service where you have fractional ownership.  But I figure if I show him your set-up, maybe he’ll want to buy one of his own.”

      I raised an eyebrow.

      “You know, I think these jets go for fifty million a pop,” was my slow reply.  “They’re not cheap.  Maybe your boyfriend wants to save money?  Could that be the reason why he doesn’t want to buy one?” I hinted.

      But Evelyn pooh-poohed me.

      “Nick can afford it,” she said airily.  “He doesn’t think it’s necessary but I know he can afford it.  Especially if he sees you traveling around like this, he’ll want me to have the same thing.  Keeping up with the Joneses, you know.”

      I made a wry face.

      “But Evelyn, it’s not good to keep up with the Joneses,” was my insistent reply.  “The whole point of that saying is to stress how you shouldn’t want what your neighbors have.”

      The blonde sniffed again.

      “It doesn’t matter,” she sang.  “It’s just an expression, nothing else.  Now show me the plane again!” was her demand, even as her blue eyes peered behind my shoulder from the screen.  “We left off in the bedroom last time.  Can you show me that again?”

      I sighed.  Why was Evelyn so demanding during our video chats?  I swear, the girl had her own agenda, and these calls were getting to be a drag.  After all, I’d dialed her to talk about my fears about Nick, ready to reveal my insecurities when it came to money and the imbalance in our relationship.  But instead, here I was, giving her the umpteenth tour around the aircraft.

      “Okay,” came my sigh, standing and lifting the laptop.  “Here goes.”

      With that, I strolled to the back of the space, opening the door to the bedroom.  Sometimes it’s easier just to give in to my friend rather than putting up a fight.  If I protested, it’d be twenty minutes of explaining myself, twenty minutes of her berating me, and twenty minutes of making up.  That’d be an hour of wasted talk, when I could just give her the tour and be done with it.

      “Oooh cool!” Evelyn squealed from the screen.  “Oh, what’s on the bedside table there?”

      I frowned.  Why would it matter what was on my bedside table?  There was an open can of coke, plus the book I was reading from last night.

      “Nothing, why?” I asked, swiveling the screen towards the nightstand.  “What’s wrong?”

      “Not your bedside table,” Evelyn huffed, rolling her eyes.  “What’s on the other nightstand?”

      I shot a glance towards Stone’s side of the bed.  Nothing there, really.  Just some papers, an electronic gadget of some sort, and … oh wait.  There was some lube, the tube obviously half-used with a smear of gel on the clear glass tabletop.  Embarrassed, I rushed over to clean things off.

      “Sorry,” I muttered.  “You weren’t supposed to see that.”  My hands fumbled, twisting the cap back on while hastily grabbing a Kleenex to wipe up the mess.  “Just a little leftovers from last night.”

      But Evelyn wasn’t worried about that at all.

      “Oh that,” she sniffed crossly.  “Don’t worry about some K-Y, that doesn’t faze me.”

      I pulled back.  What in the world?  What did Evelyn want to get a look at, if not the K-Y?  Why was she so interested in my sex life anyways?  Yes, we’ve always shared info about our personal lives, but I’d already been caught with the lube red-handed.  So what was she trying to get at now?  There was an unmistakable click-click-click as Evelyn took photos.  I peered into the screen.

      “Evelyn, what are you doing?” I asked, perplexed.  “Why are you taking pics of our messy bedroom?  Seriously,  don’t embarrass me and show these to your boyfriend.”

      “It’s nothing!” she exclaimed, eyes still fixed on something.  “Don’t worry, I won’t,” the woman added.  “It’s just something to have so that I can show the decorator when Nick finally gets a plane of his own.”

      I nodded.  The cabin was done up with wood paneling and clever built-ins, but still, there was no need to take so many pictures.

      “Evelyn, what’s going on?” I asked firmly this time, swiveling the laptop around so that we were finally face to face once more.  “Why are you taking so many pictures?  I know you want your guy to buy an aircraft too, but this has got to be the tenth tour I’ve given of the plane.  And what’s up with the endless photos?”

      “Oh, you know,” she said dismissively, waving a hand in the air.  “It’s no big deal.  You got lucky, and don’t you want to share some of that luck with me?  Pretty please?”

      I sighed, my defenses already starting to crumble.  Because again, it’s easier to give in to Evelyn, otherwise you’re fighting to swim upstream.  But at that moment, Stone appeared in the doorway, his massive frame looming.  Oops.  I swiveled around, but not before he heard my buddy’s singsong voice.

      “Heeeey!” she greeted.

      “Bye Evelyn, I gotta go,” was my quick refrain before snapping the laptop screen shut.  “Hey Mr. Evans,” was my purr.  “I didn’t hear you board.”

      One black brow arched.

      “So it seems.”

      What was with the cool hello?  Why was he in a bad mood?  But I was dressed in a silky robe, with nothing but some skimpy lingerie underneath.  Maybe an intimate session would be just the thing to lift his spirits.  But as I swayed towards him, Mr. Evans’s expression remained unreadable.

      “Who was that you were chatting with?”

      I smiled.

      “Oh it’s just Evelyn.  You know, my friend from Queens?  I’m always chatting with her.”

      “So it seems,” the alpha said smoothly in response.  “You talk with her often?”

      “Yes,” I nodded.  “Pretty often.  It’s either her or my mom.”

      But he remained unmoving, that big form silent by the door.  Suddenly, a thought lanced across my mind.

      “I swear it was Evelyn,” my voice rushed.  “I’m not cheating on you or anything.  I don’t talk with other men.  It’s my best friend from ages ago, you know, the one who’s really silly with the long blonde hair.”

      Stone nodded subtly, those blue eyes so dark that they were black.  But his head jerked swiftly then.

      “And do you always answer her calls like this?” he asked, nodding at my undressed state.

      I pulled the robe closer around my curves.  What was going on?  The call had been weird, with Evelyn itching to see the plane.  But Stone’s questions were even weirder, like we were beginning an interrogation.

      “Well no,” I said slowly.  “But Evelyn called just as I was getting out of the shower, so I pulled a robe on.  Why?” I asked.  “Is something wrong?”

      Stone didn’t answer, merely surveying the bedroom again.  I admit, this is not what you want other people to see.  The sheets were rumpled, and there was a stain of something or other on the coverlet.  Even a couple drawers were half-open, the result of my hasty search for clean lingerie.

      “Okay, so the place is a mess,” I apologized.  “I didn’t have time to tidy up.  But seriously, Evelyn doesn’t care.  She’s not like that.  But it if bothers you, I can keep things neater so that no one thinks we’re slobs.  Is that it?  Would that make you feel better?”

      A muscle twitched in his jaw, and those blue eyes were steely.

      “Did you see my papers over there?” he asked, voice neutral.

      I spun around, looking at his nightstand.  Sure enough, there were a couple papers lying around, but they more or less neatly stacked.

      “Sure, but I don’t think Evelyn cares about that,” was my perplexed reply.  “My friend’s interested in the custom closets and clever pull-outs.  She wants to see how we fit so much storage into such a small space.  Trust me, some files here or there don’t make a difference.”

      The billionaire’s eyes gleamed dangerously then.

      “Maybe not to her, but it matters to me.”

      My mouth snapped shut.

      “Of course,” I said hurriedly.  “I get it, you don’t want anyone to think you’re a slob.  I’ll make sure to have these out of sight next time.”

      Mr. Evans strode to the nightstand then, picking up a manila file.

      “Did you see this?” he asked, pointing to a stamp at the top.

      My mouth dropped open.  Because right there in big red capital letters were the words “PERSONAL AND CONFIDENTIAL.”

      I swallowed, the gulp audible in the small space.

      “I did.  Or I didn’t, sort of,” was my lame reply.  “I mean, I saw it, but not really?”

      The billionaire was silent for a moment, his eyes on the file.

      “Do you not know what personal and confidential means?”

      Another uncomfortable pause.

      “I mean, I do,” came my stammer.  “But it never crossed my mind, I mean there are papers everywhere, and you know ….”

      My voice trailed off because what was there to say?  Of course I know what personal and confidential means, but the words hadn’t penetrated my haze of happiness.  So yes, Evelyn had seen some of the files but my friend wouldn’t care.  Evelyn knows even less about the business world than I do, so Mr. Evans’s financial affairs were way over her head.

      But my spidey sense had gone off, alarm bells jangling like sirens in my head.

      “What’s wrong Stone?” I asked slowly.  “Why are you giving me the fifth degree?  Again, I’m sorry about those papers lying around, and I’m sorry that Evelyn may have gotten a glance at them.  But it doesn’t matter.  She wouldn’t even be able to understand what they’re saying, much less do anything about it.”

      Stone’s eyes narrowed then, becoming slits of blue.

      “I’m not afraid of your friend,” he said silkily.  “I’m afraid of something else.”

      This conversation was a web, and I was a fly trapped in the middle.

      “I’m sorry,” I repeated again firmly.  “But I have no idea what you’re talking about.  Again, my friend just wants to see the inside of the plane.  I know it’s a private space, but it can’t be that bad right?  Evelyn thinks Elite Air is cool, and just wants to live vicariously through me.”

      Stone nodded, his jaw tense.

      “You’re getting closer,” he rumbled, those massive shoulders bulging with muscle.  “Keep going.”

      But keep going with what?  By now, it was clear I was in over my head, so in the interest of simplifying the conversation, I turned both my palms up, as if pleading with the alpha.

      “Tell me what’s wrong,” came my voice.  “Tell me, and I’ll fix it as best I can.”

      Stone was silent for a moment, looking away.  But when his gaze swung back to me it was so full of vitriol that I gasped, shrinking from the billionaire.

      “You’re a spy,” the words came, harsh and flat.  “All this was a set-up to destroy my business.”

      The accusation was so crazy that my eyes bugged out, unable to comprehend his words at first.

      “I’m sorry?” came my gasp.  “Come again?”

      Stone’s face became cruel, his mouth a gash of anger.

      “Don’t pretend like you don’t know,” he snarled.  “You’ve been a mole this entire time.  This flight attendant job?  All bullshit.  Your lovey-dovey ways and “sweetheart this, sweetheart that?”  A complete crock of sizzling crap.”

      I gasped, my heart contracting suddenly with a stab of pain because none of that was fake at all.  I’d imbued every action and word with sincerity, adoring the billionaire with every cell of my being.  So why was he accusing me of being a spy of all things?  Was this some sick World War II movie?

      “There’s been a mistake,” came my rushed words.  “It has to be.  I’m not a spy.  I’m no one, just a no-name nobody from the middle of Queens.  How could I be a spy?” my hands were up in the air.  “It’s impossible.”

      But Stone got savage then.

      “Liar,” he snarled.  “I had experts check it out.  There’ve been a series of leaks at my company.  And you know what?  The leaks corresponded with whichever city I was in.  Atlanta.  Dallas.  Fucking Alaska for crying out loud.  You think you were going to get away with this?”

      My hands flew to my mouth.

      “But that doesn’t mean anything!” was my protest.  “And this makes no sense.  I don’t know anything about your business, even if I was traveling with you all the time.  What knowledge do I have?  And who am I spying for?  This is crazy!”

      But Mr. Evans turned away, shaking his head.

      “The best honeypots are just like you,” he said savagely.  “Protesting your innocence until the very end.”

      “But I am innocent!” came my cry.  “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

      He swung eyes like lasers to me then, searing my skin.  I literally fell backwards against the cabin wall, my heart pounding furiously with fear.

      “You dumb bitch,” he snarled.  “It’s you and your friend, and that fucker Nick Prescott.”

      What?  Who was Nick Prescott?  What friend?  Did he mean Evelyn?  Other than my mom, Evelyn was the only person I’d kept in touch with during these past few months.

      “What do you mean?” I asked.  “What are you talking about?  Evelyn?  You have things wrong.  My buddy has scrambled eggs for brains.  She’s not a spy.”

      The claim was so ludicrous that I let out a choked giggle, unable to believe the direction of this conversation.  But Stone shook his head with a sharp jerk, slicing one palm through the air.

      “You dumb bitch,” he repeated.  “All this time I’ve trusted you, leaving all sorts of materials around.  Confidential shit.  Stuff stamped with red letters, practically screaming ‘Top Secret.’  And you took pictures of everything and streamed it to your buddy.”

      I protested again, cheeks flaming.

      “I’ve taken pictures of nothing!” was my outraged cry.  “I don’t even have a camera.”

      Mr. Evans picked up my laptop again, flicking open the lid with a swift twist.

      “That doesn’t look like a camera to you?” he asked, pointing to the small black lens at the top.  “You haven’t been chatting with your buddy all this time?”

      I gasped.

      “Yes, it’s a camera, but I’ve never taken any pictures, I swear,” came my gasp.  “This makes no sense.  I have no idea what you’re talking about, and frankly, this is all baloney.  If you want me gone, just say so!  Just tell me!  You don’t have to make up some bullshit about spying and spy games and craziness that doesn’t exist.  I’m a big girl, I can take it.”

      With that, Mr. Evans’s mouth snapped shut, his eyes dangerous.

      “Fine,” he snapped, the word like a crack in the air.  “Get out.”

      My head jerked upwards, my eyes meeting his.  Was the billionaire serious?  After all the conversation and laughs we’d shared, he wanted me gone after some silly misunderstanding?  This was just a giant mistake, and it was so crazy that it was ludicrous.  I was a girl from Queens who knew nobody and nothing.  How could I possibly be some international spy, embroiled in corporate espionage?  Sure, there were assorted files lying around but never in my life did I take pictures of his documents, much less transmit them to a rival.

      But Mr. Evans was done.  His eyes were flat, and his voice brutal.

      “Like I said, get out,” he snapped.

      My chin jerked up.

      “Right now?  Like this?” I gasped, gesturing to the silky robe molding my curves.  “At least let me get dressed and grab my things.”

      But Mr. Evans was prepared.

      “No.  Get out,” he said again, this time his voice devoid of all emotion.  “You’re a fucking liar.  Here’s your passport.  There’s a golf cart waiting on the tarmac.  We’re leaving in about five,” he said, glancing at his watch before looking back at me.  “Correction.  I’m leaving in five.  You’re getting the fuck out of my life.”

      I gasped.  I was being kicked off the plane just like that?  But as if in answer, the engines hummed to life then, and the seatbelt sign dinged on.

      “Get out,” Mr. Evans said cruelly then, harsh streaks of color decorating his cheekbones.  “You’re a lowlife, and it was my mistake getting involved.  Get the fuck off my plane.”

      I couldn’t take anymore.  The humiliation was complete.  All these accusations were baseless, and yet they stung.  But the billionaire wouldn’t explain.  He wouldn’t elucidate on what exactly I’d done wrong, much less which secrets I’d allegedly passed onto a competitor.

      But sometimes, you reach the end of the rope, and there’s nowhere to go.  Holding my head up high, I pulled the silky robe around my curvy figure.

      “Just give me a minute to put on some shoes,” came my stilted voice.  “And I’ll be out of your hair.”

      “Good,” the billionaire grunted, refusing to look at me.  “The sooner the better.”

      My heart shattered then, and a physical pain radiated from my chest.  But I couldn’t let him see because this was so unfair.  Stone was accusing me of all these insane things, and refusing to listen to my pleas.  At least he should have given me an opportunity to explain, or to try and figure things out.

      But we were past that point now.  The plane had already rumbled to life, and the seatbelt sign was an intense glare above my head.  The dark man wanted me gone, and there were no two ways about it.  What the boss wants is what he gets, and the only thing to do was to obey.

      Grabbing my purse and slipping on a pair of sneakers, I pulled the silk robe tight around my curves, stepping onto the staircase that led to the tarmac.  The sun in Florida was so bright that my eyes squinted, heat practically rising from the black asphalt.

      But I saw nothing.  Tears blinded my vision, and my hand shook as it gripped the rail.  I descended step by step to the heated blacktop, and as soon as I set foot on solid land, an airport maintenance man pushed the gleaming metal staircase out of the way, gesturing for me to move back.

      “Plane’s taking off,” he said, waving his arms.  “Move back.”

      With trembling knees, I walked towards the terminal although it seemed a mile away.  With a stiff back, I kept walking even as the jet began rolling down the runway.  And soon, they were gone, the white bird growing smaller into the sky until it was nothing but a glint among the clouds.

      With that, I bent over and threw up right there on the tarmac, dressed in nothing but a silky robe and sneakers.  Violently, my stomach heaved, all air leaving my lungs as breakfast erupted from my throat, acidic and harsh.  My dream had collapsed.  Within five minutes, I’d gone from a woman at the top of the world, to an ant crushed beneath the heel of the king.  I’d been reminded of my lowly status all too easily, and now, what did I have?  Nothing but my passport in hand … and the memories of a life that was now gone.
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      Three months later …

      Nothing’s been the same since I left Elite Air.  The world is gray, and it feels like the sun never comes out.  My vision is blurry, and everyone looks the same to me.  They’re all ghosts wafting through my consciousness.

      Because without Stone Evans, my world collapsed.  I had nowhere to go, and nowhere to turn without the billionaire by my side.  I was a girl with nothing, with her heart torn from her chest.  I had my passport in one hand, a silky robe pulled about my form, and a pair of neon-colored sneakers on my feet.  How would I move on?  Fortunately, airport security let me call my one and only friend.  Evelyn.

      “What?” the blonde gasped.  “He did what?  What an asshole!”

      “Please,” came my tearful reply.  “Can you wire some money for a ticket?”

      “Where are you?” she asked firmly.  “We need to get you out of there asap.  That guy is such a fucking douche, and for no reason too!”

      I nodded gratefully.  My mind was fuzzy, and I couldn’t think.  How had we come down to this?  How was this possible?  After all, just twenty minutes earlier I’d been contemplating a life of laughter and love with the billionaire.  Yet in two seconds, I’d been booted out of his life.

      What did you expect? came the voice in my head.  You were never equals.  That was just magical thinking on your part.  You got carried away because Stone treated you well.  But there was never an ounce of reality in the scenario.

      Tears welled in my eyes again because it was true.  I’d mistaken myself for the princess in a fairy tale.  And like a real-life prince, Mr. Evans had appeared, making my problems disappear.  Money was no longer an issue.  The prospect of bankruptcy was gone, and my mom’s medication was suddenly affordable given my salary at Elite Air.

      But that didn’t mean that life was simple.  Just because you have money doesn’t mean that problems go away.  All it means is that you have a different set of problems, things that make your head swim in ways that were previously unimaginable.

      Tears streamed down my cheeks again as I stood with a phone pressed against my ear.

      “I’m in Boca Raton, Florida,” came my sad whisper.  “Can you send me a ticket?”

      “Of course,” replied Evelyn stoutly.  “I’ll get you out of there in no time.  Just hang tight, Morgan, don’t worry.  You’ll be back in Queens before the blink of an eye.”

      True to her word, a ticket magically appeared for me at the counter, courtesy of my friend.  Wearing a pair of donated sweats courtesy of the airport staff, I got onto a commercial flight and was transported home.

      But that didn’t mean my problems were over.  I’d given up our shared apartment because I was always traveling with Stone, and I was too ashamed to face my mom too, so I moved in with Evelyn temporarily, crammed into her tiny flat.  It’s awkward for sure.  She lives in three hundred square feet, so we’re sardines piled on top of one another.  But fortunately, Evelyn is gone most times at her boyfriend’s place, so it’s just me in this tiny, airless apartment.

      Today was no exception.  I looked out onto the street, dingy cabs passing by, the honk of horns and passerby scurrying below.  What lay beyond this street?  What was around the corner?  Sadly, I couldn’t say because it’s been three months since I got back, and yet I’ve barely ventured outside.  That’s right, I’ve been sequestered in Evelyn’s apartment, the depression like a gray cloud that won’t lift.  My limbs are heavy, and my brain is foggy with hurt.  I’d do anything to numb the pain, but alcohol and drugs have never had any effect on my constitution.

      So here I was again, staring out the window, my mind a fuzzy mess occasionally penetrated by a sharp stab of pain.  My stomach would clench, and a searing white-hot heat would pierce my chest and force me to bend over.  Stone, my brain cried.  Stone, Stone, don’t leave me.

      But it’s too late for that.  I haven’t heard from the billionaire ever since that fateful day.  Total silence.  Incommunicado.  Just like a piece of trash tossed into the wind, I was nothing.  I was forgotten garbage, just another girl on a long list of exes.

      Because he must have done this before.  Elite Air exists to serve the billionaire’s whims, and my guess was that Stone was on the phone with Helena the minute I stepped off the jet.  He probably had another girl on order at the next stop, perky and ready to do his bidding.  That’s how easy it was.

      Fresh tears came to my eyes, and I stood up with a jolt.  Fuck this life.  Misery was my constant companion, and I wandered over to the bedside table, seeing nothing.  Plopping down on the mattress, my shoulders slumped, and defeat emanated from every pore.  I was nothing.  Less than dust to the billionaire, and the knowledge tore through my soul like a bloody knife once again.

      But as a wrenching sob erupted from my chest, my eyes landed on a half-open drawer.  The inside was a mess for sure.  But this time, something caught my eye because it was a crumpled receipt for a flight from Boca.

      Oh right.  Evelyn had purchased my ticket for me since I’d been kicked off the plane with nothing but my passport.  She’d sprung for the flight, and here was the proof.  Six hundred and forty-two dollars for a one-way flight from Boca back to JFK.

      But curiously, the ticket was paid for by a company called ABC Enterprises.  Weird.  Was that Evelyn?  It couldn’t be because my friend didn’t have a job.  She spent most of her time with some boyfriend or another, dependent on their largesse to pay the rent on this tiny place.  So who was ABC?

      At that moment, the front door slammed, and my buddy waltzed in.  Long blonde hair floated behind Evelyn.  Her make-up absolutely perfect, and she was dressed in a winter jacket that had to cost four figures.

      “Hey Morgan,” she sang.  “I’m baaack!  Look what Nick got me!” she giggled, holding up a bulging shopping bag.  “I swear, the personal shoppers at Saks are so jealous because he buys me anything I want,” my friend sang, licking her lips with glee.  “Everyone wants to be me!”

      I nodded numbly.

      “Welcome back,” was my low mumble.  I hadn’t seen Evelyn in a week, but that was okay.  It was better to be on my own.  I didn’t want anyone to see me in this state, anyways.  But my friend came into the bedroom then, her expression concerned.

      “Oh Morgan,” she said sympathetically, looking over my uncombed hair and morose expression.  “You’ve got to pull yourself out of this slump.  It’s crazy.  Have you been eating?  Have you gone outside?  You look like a ghost, you’re so pale and lifeless.”

      I smiled wanly.

      “I’ve been sitting by the window, so there was some sunshine,” came my half-hearted reply.  “It’s not so bad.  I’m getting my Vitamin D.”

      “Not so bad?” Evelyn pooh-poohed.  “Please, you’re wasting away right in front of my eyes.  Here,” she said, putting down her coat and purse.  “Let me make you some toast at least.”

      But before Evelyn could waltz to the tiny utility kitchen, I held up the receipt for my flight.

      “Evelyn, who paid for my ticket?” I asked hesitantly.  “It says here that ABC Enterprises purchased my return flight.  Who is that?  It’s not you, is it?”

      Evelyn laughed lightly.

      “Of course that isn’t me,” she said.  “Your flight was expensive, and I don’t have money like that.”

      I nodded.

      “So who is ABC then?” I asked slowly.  “Was it your family?  But that can’t be because you guys are just like me and my mom.”

      Evelyn shook her head.

      “Of course not,” she said with exasperation.  “My fam is lucky if they have meat on the table for dinner at nights.  No, when you called I asked my boyfriend to pay for your ticket.  It’s nothing to him,” she bragged.  “Six hundred dollars is chump change for Nicholas.”

      My head spun.

      “Is this a new guy?” was my query.  “Or is it the same one I met way back when?”

      Evelyn’s eyes lit up.

      “The same,” she bragged.  “From the Firehouse, remember?  We went there together months ago, and you met him?  He’s so loving,” she purred.  “Nick buys me anything I want.”

      I nodded, but my mind churned.  Because slowly, the parts were falling into place.

      “What does Nick do?” I asked slowly.  “Is he in banking?  Construction?  Media?”

      Evelyn waved her hand airily.

      “Oh, a little of this, a little of that.  Why?” she asked curiously, fixing me with a stare.  “What does it matter?  He paid for your ticket, so you should feel grateful.”

      My head nodded slowly.

      “I am grateful,” were my words.  “But what does your boyfriend do Evelyn?  And does he know Stone Evans?”

      Evelyn shrugged, totally unconcerned.

      “Honestly, I have no idea what Nick does for a living.  That’s the beauty of life,” she trilled.  “He makes the money and I spend it.  But Nick is a bigwig,” she said, lowering her voice conspiratorially.  “He gets invites to lots of important event, so I’m sure he knows Stone,” she boasted proudly.  “After all, billionaires always know other billionaires.  There aren’t that many in the city.”

      A sick feeling of dread filled my stomach, and nausea made it churn.  But before I could get another word out, Evelyn waltzed around the small room, doing an air dance.

      “Besides,” she added.  “I think you should reach out to Stone.  What happened wasn’t so bad, Morgan.  Every couple fights.  So yours was a little dramatic, sure, with you getting kicked off a plane and losing your job in one fell swoop.  But you should get in touch.  Billionaires are in short supply, you know,” she said to me reprovingly.  “If you’re not on it, some other girl will be.”

      My heart contracted painfully.  Of course, Stone was highly sought after by all sorts of women.  But my mind couldn’t get off its current course, and the suspicion of betrayal was foremost in my thoughts.

      “Evelyn,” I said taking a deep breath.  “I know I’ve been down in the dumps recently, mooning on about Stone this and that.  But tell me,” I said seriously now.  “Why were you always taking pictures when we chatted via video?  Why were you always clicking away?”

      “Oh that,” laughed Evelyn, her giggle a little too high-pitched.  “You know the reason.  It’s because I want Nick to buy a plane too, so I figured if I showed how nice yours was, he’d be envious and buy me one too.  Keeping up with the Joneses and all that, remember?”

      My head nodded slowly, my mind still churning.

      “But it was more than that,” came my slow words.  “Even when it was just a hotel room, or when I was at Mr. Evans’s apartment, you were always taking pictures.  Why?  What was so interesting?”

      Evelyn grew defensive then.

      “Because his place is so nice!” she insisted.  “Stone Evans lives like a king, and I wanted to show those pictures to my boyfriend.”

      “But even the hotel room?” I pushed, staring at her hard now.  “Why would you need pictures of that?”

      “Okay, okay!” my buddy said, holding her hands up in the air.  “You got me!  Nick Prescott’s not perfect,” she admitted, rolling her eyes.  “He should be treating me like a queen, but he doesn’t.  Sometimes we stay in four-star hotels, or even three,” she said with a grimace.  “I wanted to show him that you always got white glove treatment so that he’d do the same for me.  Okay?  Does that make you happy?”

      I nodded, but there was more to it than that.

      “It’s Mr. Prescott who wanted you to take those pictures, isn’t it?” I asked slowly.  “He asked you to snap photos whenever you were on video chat with me.”

      Evelyn rolled her eyes once more.

      “So?” she asked belligerently.  “What’s the big deal?  A photo is a photo, who cares if he asked me?”

      With that admission, the last puzzle piece fell into place.

      “Evelyn,” I said slowly.  “You’ve been used.  I’ve been used as well, and we didn’t even know it.”

      “What do you mean?” asked my friend, exasperation in her voice.  “Trust me, I haven’t been used.  Mr. Prescott has bought me so many things.  He even pays the rent on this apartment,” she said, shooting me a pointed glance.

      “Right,” was my acknowledgment.  “But Evelyn, you’ve been paying a price.  You just didn’t know it.”

      “Of course I’ve been paying a price,” she huffed mightily.  “Nick Prescott is seventy years old, Morgan.  You think I love being with wrinkled old dues who smell like moth balls?  Of course not.  But most billionaires are septuagenarians.  You just got lucky, my friend.  Stone Evans is one in a million – hot and rich.”

      I nodded again.

      “But Evelyn,” I said.  “You’ve been used.  Me too.  We’re just pawns in this awful chess game between powerful men.”

      This time, exasperation entered the blonde’s eyes.

      “I have no idea what you’re talking about,” she snapped.  “What the hell is going on?  Are you insane, Morgan?  Too long indoors has done a number on your brain cells.”

      But I shook my head, refuting the idea.

      “No, it’s not that,” were my slow words.  “We’ve been used, Evelyn.  You by your boyfriend, and me by your boyfriend as well, although we didn’t know it.”

      “Please, will you stop saying the same thing like a broken record?” sputtered Evelyn.  “You’ve only met Nick once.  How in the world is he using you?”

      I took a deep breath.

      “My guess is that Stone Evans and Nick Prescott are competitors,” I said in one go.  “We have no idea how or in what respect.  But they probably have their fingers in a bunch of different industries, and the minute Nick realized that you were my close friend, he began setting you up.”

      “But how?” asked Evelyn, horror clouding her face.

      “That’s the thing,” was my slow reply.  “Stone told me that there have been leaks within his company.  Secrets getting out, and each of the leaks were traced to cities he’d been in.  Atlanta.  Dallas.  Boca Raton, Florida.  He suspected me of them.”

      “Oh baloney,” said Evelyn disdainfully.  “Millions of people live in those cities.  That’s a bunch of hooey he fed you to get you out of his life.”  Her voice was cruel this time, slicing into my heart, but I made myself go on.

      “I didn’t understand it either back then.  He pointed to my laptop, and specifically, to my laptop camera.  Stone said that I’d been passing secrets, stating outright that I was the leak.  I didn’t listen back then,” were my slow words, “because I thought he was pulling reasons out of thin air to get rid of me.”

      “He was!” protested Evelyn.  “Making like we’re some top secret super spies?  Please.  We’re working class girls from Queens.  How in the world are we on par with the Secret Service or the KGB?  This is just pure bullshit.  He’s awful, Morgan,” she said sympathetically.  “You’re better off without Stone Evans.”

      But I shook my head regretfully, almost unable to look my friend in the eye now.

      “No Evelyn,” was my quiet voice.  “He was right all along.  Like I said, we’ve been used by Nick Prescott, you and me both.”

      “What?” she asked, her voice scalding.  “Get off your high horse, Morgan.  It hurts to be dumped, but don’t go around blaming my guy for your problems.  He bought you your return ticket, don’t forget that.”

      I nodded.

      “I know, but what I’m saying is true.”

      This time, Evelyn lost it.

      “You’re so bullshit,” she spat.  “I’m not afraid.  Nick Prescott can handle you.”

      “He can,” I acknowledged with a sad smile.  “And you too.  Because like I said, we’ve been used.  Nick asked you to take those photos when we were on video chat because he realized that Stone leaves papers everywhere.  Personal and confidential items,” I said sadly.  “Documents that were stamped in red across the top holding business secrets.  And when you had those photos, he probably took them to his tech department, and had the snaps blown up and scrutinized, thereby getting a glimpse into Stone’s world.”

      “What a load of horse crap,” Evelyn scoffed, her expression angry now.  “So he asked me to take photos.  But you know what? That was a long time ago, and Nick never even asked to see them.  I was doing it because Mr. Prescott was thinking of buying a plane, but he forgot about the whole thing.  He’s never seen your blasted Elite Air pics.”

      I nodded.

      “But didn’t he buy you a new laptop, Evelyn?” I asked slowly.  “You told me that on one of your calls.”

      “Of course he did,” she said airily.  “Nick wants me to have the best, and a new laptop is part and parcel of his generosity.  He got me the best of the best, and that’s why our video chats were always in high def.”

      “Did he give it to you wrapped?  Still in the box and all that?”

      “Of course!” she huffed.  “Brand new!  What, you think he got me a refurbished one?  No way.”

      “No, it’s not that,” I continued, my words laced with pain now.  “What I mean is that he probably bugged your laptop, Evelyn.  Every time you called me, he probably had a live video stream straight to his intelligence ops.  They were getting direct feeds of our chats.”

      Evelyn exploded again.

      “But why would he ask me to take pictures?” she protested angrily.  “If he had a live feed this whole time, why would he want me to take pictures?”

      “It’s just a cover-up,” I said, suddenly tired.  “This whole thing about buying a plane was a cover-up for corporate espionage.  He fed you that story so that you’d keep on chatting, taking photos while the whole time.  You were being used as a mole.  I’m sorry, Evelyn,” was my sorrowful reply.  “We’ve been used, you and me both.  It’s terrible but true.”

      But my friend wouldn’t hear of it.

      “No,” she said, menace lacing the word.  “You’re the one who’s nuts.  You’re the one who’s off the reservation, drowning in the deep end.  You’ve gone psycho what with getting dumped and not seeing a soul for the last three months.  You’re crazy, Morgan, and you have two hours to get out of here.  Nick pays the rent on this place, and there’s no way he’d let you stay knowing of these baseless accusations.”

      I nodded, but my heart was merely a lump of cold, dead coal in my chest.  Because why did I care about Nick Prescott?  The truth was I didn’t.  These breakthroughs only made me realize what truly mattered – that in fact, Stone Evans’s accusations had been right.  I’d been an unsuspecting honeypot, giving away the billionaire’s secrets without even knowing it.

      With that, I turned away from my friend to pack, her growing hysterics ringing in my ears.

      “Wait until I tell my boyfriend!” she shrieked.  “Wait until I tell Nick what you’ve said!”

      “Go ahead,” was my listless reply, throwing a couple shirts and pants into a ratty duffel.  “He doesn’t care Evelyn.  Now that we’re onto him, it just means that this avenue for spying is closed.  He’ll find another way.  Nick Prescott’s been around for decades and is an expert at this stuff.  You and I merely presented a novel opportunity.”

      “You’re saying that he wanted me for information?” Evelyn shrieked at the top of her lungs.  “You’re no friend of mine!” she hurled.  “And after all I’ve done for you.”

      I stopped, looking up at my pretty blonde friend.

      “That’s not what I’m saying,” were my quiet words.  “But I can’t be a part of this anymore.  I can’t tell you what to do, or not do, but something here is rotted to the core, and I have to get out.  Whether you stay is up to you, but for me, this charade is over.”

      While my friend watched, I zipped up my duffel, slinging it over one shoulder.

      “Thank you,” I said, stopping by the door and looking into her flickering blue eyes.  “I don’t blame you for what’s happened.  After all, we were nothing but pawns used by powerful men.  But for me, this game is over.”

      Without another look, I made my way down the rickety stairs and stepped out into the crowded, bustling street below.  It felt strange to be out in the world again.  I’d been sequestered for so long, that even the city air filling my lungs tasted odd, like a mixture of steam, sweat and unbridled humanity.  But it was worth it.  The mystery had been solved and knowing the truth now set me free.  Because I wanted to confront Stone with my findings … and maybe, just maybe, we’d find a way through this.
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      It’s been a couple of long months, that’s for sure.  Without Morgan in my life, the world’s grown dim.  People come in and out, but I’m not really listening.  Instead, my head nods, my eyes focused on something in the distance, and the underlings scurry out once more, mumbling about this or that.

      It doesn’t matter.  Gravity Holdings has been around for decades now.  I have good people on staff, and they make sure this ship runs even if I’m only nominally at the helm now.  Because Morgan’s occupied all my thoughts, and every waking moment is filled with memories of the curvy girl.

      Suddenly, my secretary buzzed from the outside.

      “A woman is here to see you,” said Annie in a quiet voice.

      “Who?” I growled, my tone uncompromising.  People don’t usually drop in on the CEO unexpectedly.

      “Someone I think you want to see,” Annie said again, her voice insistent despite its low tone.

      I shrugged because my secretary knows me well.  She’s been with me for decades now and despite her busybody ways, I trust Annie’s judgment.  My head nodded curtly.

      “Show her in.”

      And when the door opened, the air in my lungs disappeared within seconds because suddenly, Morgan was here.  The beautiful brunette was as ripe as ever, those brown eyes searching.

      “Stone,” came that dulcet voice.  “Hello again.”

      I couldn’t speak at first, a million emotions hammering through my soul.

      “Morgan,” I finally managed in a choked voice.  “What brings you to my office?”

      The brunette approached my desk, swaying with every step.  Oh god, she was gorgeous.  Unbelievably so, better than a thousand memories put together.

      “I have news,” she said in a low tone.  “And I’m here to apologize.”

      Keeping my breathing even, I looked into those caramel eyes.

      “For what?”

      This time, she looked away, her gaze drifting to the floor-to-ceiling windows behind my desk.  The view was amazing for sure.  The Freedom Tower rose to the skies behind me, with the ribs of the Oculus soaring from left field.  But Morgan was on a mission.  Those wide pools turned back to me, determined to be heard.

      “I want to apologize for everything,” she said slowly.  “Every word you said that last day was true.  I accidentally was a “spy” for one of your rivals, but I didn’t know,” she added in a low tone.  “I was being used, as was my friend Evelyn.”

      “I see you figured it out,” came my gravelly intonation.  “After all this time.”

      “It took three months to put things together,” she acknowledged.  “But there’s a reason.  I fell into a deep depression, speaking with no one, and shut off from the outside world.  Only when I saw that my plane ticket from Boca was paid for by Nick Prescott’s company, did I realize the scope of the wrongdoing.  He set up Evelyn,” came her grim words.  “Every call, we were being recorded.  That’s how he got his hands on your business documents, zooming in with the latest technology.  And I’m sorry, Stone,” she said, her words quick now.  “I had no idea.  If I’d known, I’d never have let it happen.”

      I was silent for a moment, steepling my fingers in thought.  But suddenly, Morgan interrupted, her gaze shocked.

      “Wait a minute, you knew all this,” she whispered, eyes alight.  “You figured this all out.”

      “Of course I did,” came my neutral tone.  “We figured you were being manipulated by Nick Prescott.  That guy’s a canny fuck, and he’ll go to any lengths, even if it means using two unsuspecting girls.”

      Morgan paused, her expression confused.

      “But if you knew I was being used, why did you blame it on me?  If you knew I was an unwitting participant, why didn’t you reach out?  Why did you eject me from the plane with nothing but my passport?” she asked in a hoarse, pained voice.

      This is where the situation became difficult because the emotions I’d had were new to me.  At first, pain wracked my very being when she was fingered as the traitor.  But it shouldn’t have been like that.  I don’t feel for women.  I’m the one who uses them, and Morgan should have been no exception.

      As a result, her alleged betrayal caught me by surprise.  One, because it came from someone close to my heart.  And secondly, because the female had somehow wormed her way into a place that hurt.  It shouldn’t have been like this.  Being a corporate titan meant that I’d insulated myself from any emotion, and this was a massive breach to the wall around my soul.  I was confused.

      So like a robot, I’d excised the woman.  I’d thrown her out of my life, unceremoniously booting her from the flight with nary a backwards glance.  Except I’d been the one who’d miscalculated.  My intentions of being one and done with the situation had gone massively wrong, and I’d thought of nothing but Morgan since that fateful day.

      And here she was now, looking at me with eyes filled with pain.

      “You knew I had nothing to do with it,” she whispered on a choked voice.

      “I knew,” came my low growl.  “You’re nothing but a sweet eighteen year old girl.  How could you have pulled off something like this, much less acted as mastermind?  No, it was Nick Prescott the whole time.”

      Suddenly, the brunette stood, brown eyes flashing and her curves quivering with rage.

      “So you knew, and yet you let me hurt,” she whispered, her eyes filled with anguished pain.  “All this suffering the past three months.  You knew and didn’t do anything about it.”

      Her words caught me by surprise.  Yes, I hadn’t contacted her.  I hadn’t reached out, that was true.  But it was because I’d been grappling with my own emotions the entire time, while trying to understand how this situation had gotten so out of control.  Because it wasn’t the leaks that troubled my soul.  It was the fact that I’d fallen for this girl, head over heels, completely taken unawares.  That’s what made me stop short.

      But it was too late because Morgan rushed out of the office, running to the elevator.

      “Wait, stop!” I called, rising from my desk.  “Sweetheart, let me explain.”

      But it was too late.  The high-speed elevator that goes directly to my office was already dinging closed as my secretary looked on with shocked eyes.

      “I’m sorry, Mr. Evans,” Annie stammered, halfway standing from her desk.  “Should I have stopped her?”

      We both stared as the elevator lights flashed, carrying the love of my life away.  My hands opened and closed uselessly, gripping at nothing.

      “No,” came my low voice.  “It’s fine.  I’ll get her back.”

      Because no way was I going to let Morgan Nelson out of my life again.  The first time had been painful enough, booting her off the plane with every intention of erasing her existence from my brain.  But much good that had done.  Instead, I’d been able to think of nothing else.  My thoughts had circled around the sweet brunette again and again and again, unable to stop.  Heck, I’d contemplated therapy just to put the kibosh on these endless ruminations.

      But now, the answer was clear in my mind.  I was in love with the brunette.  She’d never been a spy, and I was the dumbass who’d taken a wrong turn.  I should have approached her and made amends the minute I’d gotten a hold of my emotions.  I was the one who should have apologized on bended knee, seeking her grace and favor, and not the other way around.  Grabbing my jacket, I turned to my secretary.

      “All calls on hold,” was my rumbling command.  “All meetings cancelled.”

      Annie nodded, her expression pale.

      “For how long?” she asked.  “Just the rest of the afternoon?”

      But my head shook even as I entered the stairwell.  Fuck, it was going to be a long ways down by foot, but worth every second of the effort because I had to get my girl back come hell or high water, and every calorie expended, every bead of sweat on my brow were infused with need for Morgan.

      “No,” came my growl as the emergency door swung shut behind me.  “All calls and meetings on hold until I say,” was the rough command.  “I’ve got more important matters at hand to take care of.”

      With that, I began the chase because the sweet brunette is everything to me, and I wouldn’t stop until she was back in my life.  And if I had my way … this time it would be for good.
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      Oh god, what now?  After leaving Stone’s office, I made a beeline for my hotel.  Sure, Evelyn had kicked me out, but that was no problem.  With the money I’d earned working for Elite Air, there was plenty in my bank account and I could afford a room.

      But my encounter with Stone had been disastrous.  Mr. Evans was exactly as I’d remembered.  Dark, handsome and imposing, his office was an aerie in the sky with a breathtaking view of the New York skyline.  All my previous emotions came flooding back then.  Adoration for this man.  Love welling in my heart.  And sadly, the need to be in his arms again, safe and sound within that muscular circle.

      But Stone Evans always gets the best of you because as I’d blurted my apology, his expression remained neutral and curiously still.  After I was done, the big man had nodded, uttering a simple, “I know.”

      That caught me by surprise.  What in the world?  The CEO knew that I wasn’t complicit in this farce?  He realized that I’d been used as a pawn by another billionaire, doing someone else’s bidding without knowing the true nature of those videoconference chats?

      But the flicker in Mr. Evans’s eyes told me everything.  These revelations were nothing new to him, and he’d known the entire time that I was just one small player in this larger game of manipulation, with no idea of the ramifications.

      Unfortunately, that’s what hurt the most.  The alpha male had known the entire time that I wasn’t responsible.  He knew that I’d never tried to hurt him or his business, and that I was innocent in every respect, unaware of the evil machinations going on.  So why had Stone thrown me off the plane?  Even more, why had he forced me to suffer these past three months, clueless while trying to put together the puzzle pieces myself?

      That’s why I can’t forgive him.  Stone knew.  The alpha was aware the whole time that I’d been used and desperately hurt, undeserving of this pain.  Yet he did nothing, refusing to lift a finger.  I meant that little to him, and the realization broke my heart, shattering it into tiny shards that sliced into my flesh from the insides.

      Reeling with pain, I stepped into my hotel room, setting my bag down on the ground.  My limbs were limp and exhausted, my mind a cloudy mess once again.  Yes, I’d gone to Gravity Holdings to clear things up, but it’d only made things worse.  I’d hoped to gain clarity and unfortunately, the monster in the room was only too obvious now.  Because the realization that the dark man felt nothing for me or my well-being tore me to shreds, pain ripping through my soul.

      Suddenly, a knock came on the door.

      I didn’t bother to answer.  It was probably housekeeping here to turn down the beds.  My limp body was still on the mattress, unable to think clearly.

      Evidently, the daze had made me careless because the door was unlocked.  In my fuzzy state, I hadn’t secured the slab of wood, much less shut it all the way.  But then like out of a nightmare, Stone Evans himself materialized in my small hotel room, that big frame taking up all available space between the bed and TV console.

      “Oh,” was all I could manage, gazing at him with defeat.  Unbidden, my heart leaped as tears sprang to my eyes.  Why was this happening?  I shouldn’t have felt anything.  Clearly, this man didn’t care about me, so why was I crying now?  Angrily, I wiped at the wet tracks.

      But Stone is fast.  He knelt beside the bed, gripping my palm in his.

      “Morgan,” that deep voice sounded.  “I’m sorry.  I’m so, so sorry for what’s happened.”

      Angrily, I ripped my fist away.

      “Oh really?” came my voice, dripping with sarcasm.  “For which part?  Kicking me off the plane, dressed in nothing but a robe?  Accusing me of being a spy for your rival?  Or even worse, saying nothing about the situation, despite knowing that I was innocent?”

      The last sentence came out in practically a scream, but I didn’t care because the hurt and anguish were animals in my chest, struggling to get out.  It felt good to finally release the demons, giving voice to the agony within.

      Stone’s expression was remorseful.

      “I’m sorry,” that bass voice spoke again, imbued with regret.  “I should have found you sooner.”

      “Oh really,” I said sarcastically.  “You think?  You knew I was innocent, but you let me suffer.  Why, Stone, why?”

      His hands gripped mine reflexively, so hard that my fingers ached.  But I wouldn’t drop his gaze, and those azure eyes went from sky blue to a deep midnight, reflecting the turmoil within.

      “You mean more to me than I realized,” he said slowly.  “And it took me a while to realize it.”

      “Stop speaking in riddles,” I snapped.  “I’m sick and tired of it.  Just spit it out.  Nothing can be worse than what you’ve already done.”

      Pain flashed in his eyes again, but the big man didn’t let go.  Instead, he turned to me, those perfectly sculpted lips drawn.

      “I’m sorry, Morgan,” he rumbled, the slightest hint of a tremor lacing those words.  “I should have done better.  I should have gotten on my feet the moment I realized you weren’t complicit.  I should have beat Nick Prescott over the head with his cane and leapt to your defense.”

      My brown eyes stared at him, narrowing into slits.

      “Shoulda woulda coulda,” came my pained whisper.  “It’s so easy for you to say now, after the damage has been done.”

      Mr. Evans gripped my hands tighter in his, squeezing so hard that my knuckles almost cracked.

      “I know, sweetheart,” he said urgently.  “I know, and I was wrong.”

      My eyes took in our interlaced hands.

      “Do you know what Monday morning quarterbacking is?” came my tired voice.  “Ever heard of the expression?”

      Evidently, Stone knew exactly what it meant because he gripped my hands in a vise then, refusing to let go.  A deep tremor shook that chest, those blue eyes searing my form.

      “I know what you think,” he ground out roughly.  “But you have to believe that this was new to me.”

      “Oh really,” I cut in.  “So after twenty years at the helm of a multi-billion dollar company, corporate espionage is new?  This has never happened before?”

      The alpha let out an impatient grunt.

      “No, that’s not what I mean, and you know it,” he insisted.  “What I mean is that these feelings,” he choked.  “That’s what got me.  I’ve never felt them before and you have to believe me, Morgan.  They reached out like tentacles and wrapped around my neck, choking me of air.  It was impossible to think straight.”

      My heart leapt hearing the words.  Just a small leap, nothing too hopeful.  I made myself look into those blue eyes, and talk straight.

      “What feelings?” were my words.  “What are you talking about?”

      The big man swallowed then, trying to get the words out.

      “You have to understand this is hard for me,” he growled, that massive chest moving up and down.  “I’ve never been in this position before.”

      This time, I was silent, merely waiting for his next move.

      “Sweetheart,” he rasped again, taking a deep breath.  “This.  Me, here, kneeling in front of you.  Me, begging you for a second chance, trying to explain myself.  This never happens to Stone Evans.  It’s a whole new ballgame, and I’m trying to play as best as I can.”

      He paused a moment, waiting for an answer, but I gave no quarter.  After three months of suffering, I wasn’t letting Mr. Evans off the hook so easily.  Expectantly, my eyes met his, devoid of emotion.

      But the billionaire didn’t get to where he is in life by giving up easy.  So even in the face of my non-response, the alpha took another deep breath, centering himself before that strong jaw hardened.

      “What I mean to say,” he managed between ground teeth, “is that I love you Morgan Nelson.  I’ve never felt this for any woman before, so I got caught up in a whirlwind of confusion and stupid shit.  I should have gone to you immediately.  I should have found you, and made you hear these words.  Because that spying shit is lame, and Nick Prescott didn’t get anything important.  The damage was contained after a day, but I made it seem like something bigger because …”

      “Because what, Stone?” I prompted, my gaze direct.  “What made you wait so long?”

      “Because I love you,” he managed, almost spitting the words this time.  “You can be a hard woman to love, you know that?”

      This time, it was me who let out a sharp bark.

      “That’s rich, coming from a billionaire who has everything at his disposal.  You could have found me at any time.  I was wilting away in a dreary apartment in Queens, wondering why you never reached out.  And it was because of love?  Your love for me made you stop and hesitate?  Do you know how backwards that sounds?  How absolutely awful?”

      Stone had the grace to look ashamed.

      “I know,” he ground out roughly.  “And I want to make it up to you.  We’ll take a trip to Dubai or Beijing.  It’ll be fun, and I can show you the world.  Let me make it up to you,” his voice commanded, those eyes fierce and unrelenting.  “Give me another chance Morgan.”

      I was torn inside.  Because on the one hand, this man had caused me so much suffering.  Three months of my life had been spent in the depths of Hell, my wounds bleeding like rivers each day.  And the reason he gave was so bizarre too.  Allegedly, he loved me so much that stopped him from reaching out.  What in the world?  Why would you behave like that?  Wouldn’t you want to make things right when Cupid’s arrow pierces your heart?

      But Mr. Evans seized my shoulders then, those big hands warm and firm on my frame.

      “Morgan,” he said roughly.  “You have to believe me.  Don’t you remember the first time you were in love?  How amazing it was, but also confusing?  Now imagine that but ten times stronger.  That’s what happened to me.  I’m a forty-five year-old bachelor,” he said, those blue eyes intense.  “And I’ve never been in love before, so suddenly being swept off my feet was something new.  It was like being hit by a hurricane with gale force winds when previously, my emotional life had been nothing but calm, peaceful days.  That’s what you do to me,” he said, voice heavy with emotion.  “That’s how much I love you, pretty girl, and you’ve got to believe me.”

      Something in my heart cracked then because I remembered my first time in love, and it’d been confusing.  Magical, of course, but also a whirlwind of emotions, headstrong impulses, and most importantly, a disconnect between my thoughts and actions.

      As a result, I understood what Stone was saying.  Sometimes what we present to the world is different from our internal emotions, and for the billionaire, it’d been ten times worse.  I swept in out of nowhere, a curvy flight attendant who was supposed to be nothing but a plaything, taking him by surprise.  And he didn’t know what to do afterwards.  The alpha was knocked back onto his feet, choking and gasping, so he did nothing, leaving the situation as is until I walked back through the door once again.

      But that’s the thing.  What if I hadn’t reappeared?  Would we have remained estranged, wondering about each other until the end of our days?  Or would we have found our way back to one another somehow?  I had to know.

      “Stone,” I said, taking a deep breath.  “What would have done if I didn’t come to your office today?”  The question was slow and I chose my words carefully.  “Would you have moved on with your life?  Forced yourself to forget me, and everything we had?  Or would you have come to find me?”

      The billionaire was still for a moment, his eyes intense.

      “It’s funny you should ask,” he rasped harshly.  “Because I was going to find you.  You have to believe that.”

      I nodded once, slowly.

      “I want to believe it.  I desperately do,” came my voice with a tremor.  “But I’m not sure if I can,” was the painful admission.  “You let me suffer for three months and did nothing about it.  So how can I put my faith in you now?”

      My heart was breaking even as the words erupted from my mouth.  But it was true.  How could I put my life in the hands of this man who’d let me down?  How could I be so naïve, when he’d hurt me so badly before?  Fool me once, shame on you.  Fool me twice, shame on me.  I couldn’t be so idiotic again, could I?

      But the billionaire never gives up.  Looking deep into my eyes, he reached into his suit pocket and emerged with his fist closed.

      “Sweetheart,” that voice rasped.  “You have to believe me because I got this with every intention of finding you once more,” the alpha spoke.  “This bauble had your name on it the moment I saw it in the store window.  Will you, Morgan?  Will you put me out of my misery and make me the happiest man alive?”

      The air left my lungs and my eyes went wide because in his hand was a velvet box.  Kneeling by my side, the billionaire popped the clasp, revealing a beautiful diamond within.  The gem sparkled and shone, making me catch my breath.

      “Is that?” I gasped.  “Is that really …?”

      Stone nodded once, eyes searing mine.

      “It is sweetheart.  Do you believe me now when I say I was going to find you?  Do you see how I meant every word of what I said?  You’re mine,” he spoke fiercely.  “There’s no one else but you, Morgan Nelson, and I have every intention of making you mine forever.”

      I gasped again, cheeks flushing brightly, because suddenly, his sentences took on new meaning.  This man didn’t just love me.  He loved me so much that he wanted to spend all of his days in my company going forwards.  Stone Evans had had every intention of finding me once again and making me his wife to boot.

      With a small cry, I threw myself against his chest.

      “Yes, Stone.  Yes, yes, yes, I do.”

      Those strong arms were around me in a moment, holding my curvy form tight.

      “Forever,” he growled against my lips, our breaths mingling.  “You’re mine, you hear?”

      I pulled away for a moment, tears in my eyes.

      “Yes, forever,” I whispered.  “But Stone, I have something to tell you too.”  And with a slow movement, I pulled one of his hands to my belly where a slight swell was developing.  It was tiny still, just a small addition to my soft stomach.  But Stone’s eyes went wide, his hand rubbing my tummy as if for good luck.

      “Is this what I think it is?” the alpha breathed, as if hardly daring to believe his good luck.  “Are you pregnant, Morgan?”

      I nodded then, tears welling in my eyes.

      “Yes Stone.  When I left you, I was pregnant already although I didn’t know it,” came my broken voice.  “But the baby’s good now.  He’s got his mom and his dad, and we’ll be a family together.  Always,” I whispered, lifting my lips for a kiss.

      The billionaire’s mouth crashed down on mine, commanding, possessive, and oh so masculine.

      “Always,” he ground out, seizing my heart with dominant authority, wrapping those muscular arms around my frame.  “Always sweetheart.  You’re mine now, Morgan Nelson.  And I will love you and this child until the end of my days.”

      With that, I let myself truly relax for the first time in months because when I discovered my pregnancy, shock had overtaken my frame.  Unable to move, I’d stared at my reflection in the mirror, mouth dropping open.  Holy cow, pregnant with the billionaire’s child?  No, it couldn’t be, seeing that he’d just kicked me out of his life.

      But the drugstore test told another story.  Two blue stripes meant I was with child for sure, and once the shock passed, elation took its place.  Because I loved Stone Evans, even if he felt nothing for me.  This child had been conceived in passion, and my emotions would have to carry us even if they weren’t returned.

      I promised to do my best for my little boy, no matter what happened between me and his dad.  But now, my dreams have been answered to the millionth degree.  Things have worked out, despite the inauspicious start.  Initially, there were the accusations of spying and deceit.  But sure enough, those accusations fell by the wayside, devoid of any truth whatsoever.  Even more, Stone’s seen the error of his ways, and he’s come out of this a better man.  One who wants to do his best for me, by me, and for our child as well.  And what else could a woman ask for?  After all, we started out playing spy games.  But in the end … there’s no game that trumps the game of love.
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      She moaned in front of me, that curvy frame jiggling and wiggling as I stroked her sweetest spot.

      “Oh Stone,” Morgan cried out, breathing hard, her face pressed against the mattress.  “Yes, right there.”

      I chuckled deeply, pushing my fingers even deeper into that warm, wet channel.

      “Like this?” I asked roughly.  “Is this what you want, sweetheart?”

      Morgan moaned again, breasts swaying beneath that torso.

      “Yes, just like that, Mr. Evans,” she breathed, her sweet pussy beginning to spasm around my fingers.  “Yes, please.”

      I chuckled, my dick rigid and dying to get into her.  But my baby’s pleasure means more to me than anything else, especially after what we’ve been through.  Because it was hard getting to this place with my ring on her finger.  There was a lot of suffering on both sides, deep-seated pain and longing that had nowhere to go for the longest time.

      But I didn’t get to be CEO without recognizing my own faults, and one of my strengths is correcting them once they’ve been identified.  So after realizing that this woman was everything to me, I went at it full bore.  I bought the ring.  I chased her down.  And I made her mine, without giving Morgan an opportunity to get away.

      Because she’s the best thing that’s ever happened in my life.  This sweet female is the sun that lights my day, and the moon that guides my ship at night.  And now with the pregnancy, she means even more to me.  Because Morgan is my all, and with our son on the way, her ripe, female form and beautiful brain are what rocks my word 24/7.

      And yes, her intelligence grips me by the balls just as much as that curvy body.  Somewhere during our courtship, the brunette blossomed into her true sassy self, and shit, but when she handed my gonads to me during that last confrontation, I was scared.  I was terrified that Morgan was going to walk right out of my life, and that was before I knew she was carrying our child.

      But my woman has good judgment, and she’s able to make excellent decisions.  Because the minute that diamond ring appeared, it was clear my words were true.  I had every intention of hunting her down and making the female mine.  Morgan’s visit had merely pushed things forward dramatically, shortening the timeline.

      But all’s well that ends well.  The Nick Prescott bullshit is nothing, and the “top secret” information he was so intent on getting?  Most of it was just drivel.  My attorneys stamp almost every paper with the words “Privileged and Confidential,” so the stuff he had on tape was never going to get into the public.

      And poor Evelyn, his ex-girlfriend.  I say ex because the minute Morgan stopped talking to her, she was dumped like a rotten tomato by Prescott.  But Morgan’s been kind to her friend because Evelyn was used too.  Frankly, that girl’s too dumb to mastermind anything crazy, and she’d been nothing but a pawn in Prescott’s sick game.  Hopefully, with my wife’s help, she loses her taste for seventy-year-old trolls and meets a decent guy her own age.

      But in the meantime, I’ve still got my curvy female to attend to.  At the moment, she was on her hands and knees, moaning as I slid my fingers deep into her vaginal channel, feeling the walls pulse around me.

      “Oh yes,” the woman moaned, her belly so big that I’d slipped a cushion beneath her stomach to provide support.  “More.”

      And with a jerk of her hips and a sudden cry, the tremors began.  Her sweet pussy clamped down on my hand, once, hard, before shaking like an earthquake gone mad.

      “Stone!” she cried.  “Now!”

      Right on cue, I slipped my fingers out of her pussy, moving them upwards to toy with her anus before pushing once, hard, and driving them deep into that sweet brown hole.  Oh yeah, my baby likes getting her ass fingered, and it’s best when the torrent has already started.  Her body’s loose, my fingers are lubed from pussy juice, and shit, but that hole is tight.

      “Unnnnh!” my woman cried, her voice muffled by the pillow.  “Fuuuuck!”

      With that, Morgan exploded altogether.  Her curvy frame shook, boobs swaying as orgasm wracked that frame.

      “Oh Stone!” my name erupted from her throat.  “Stone Stone Stone!”

      Never has any music sounded so sweet to my ears because this is my woman, and I’m her man.  The female started as a flight attendant on my private airline, morphing into an alleged spy.  But my sweet Morgan is no spy, engaged in the world of darkness.  She’s my wife now, and the mother of my child.  She’s the star that I sail my ship by, and her light will carry us forwards on rocky waves … together forever.

      

      
        
        The End
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      CLIENT NO. 6:  A Dial-A-Date Romance

      

      I never thought I’d turn to a male escort service.

      

      Jennie needs a date for her high school reunion.  Ten years out, she wants to show that she’s made it – career-wise, looks-wise, and most importantly, relationship-wise.  One problem: There’s no boyfriend in sight.  Not even close.

      

      Jason’s a former high school quarterback who works as a movie producer.  He moonlights on the side meeting women and providing the “boyfriend experience.”  Little does he know that his next client is the curvy girl from his past … who’s turned into a bombshell!
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      I look at myself in the mirror.  Hmm.  Not bad, especially considering that last year, I used to weigh a lot more.  Not that it was so terrible.  I’ve always liked myself, but now a few of the pounds have melted off and I’m … dare I say, cute?  Maybe even beautiful if you squint into the mirror.

      Because I’m someone who’s always had a terrible relationship with food.  Everything clichéd is true when it comes to me.  How you shouldn’t equate eating with love.  How you should turn your energy outwards and feel balanced so that you don’t feel hungry.

      But none of that has ever worked because after my dad left, my mom showered me with treats to fill in the emptiness.  So there was candy.  Brownies.  Fudge apple pies (yes, they exist!).  We even made peppermint bark together once a month even though most people only enjoy that stuff at Christmas.  But not the Lake girls.  Me and mom ate peppermint bark, not to mention candy canes and gingerbread cookies year round.  So by the time I was seventeen, it was hard to fit into clothes that had any shape.

      “Honey,” burbled my mom.  “Do you want to lick the brownie spoon?  It’s mm-mm good!”

      I shouldn’t have, but I did.  I know it’s gross but it was just the two of us, and besides, licking the stirrer is a tradition.  I’ve been doing it since I was seven and first learned to bake.

      “Thanks Mom,” I said.  “This batch is going to be terrific.”

      Trudie smiled.

      “You know it,” she said, leaning forwards to push the brownies into the oven.  “We make the best team, sweetheart.”

      So as you can tell, my mom and I bonded over food, especially when times were tough.  We didn’t have much but at least our small home was always filled with the good smells and love.

      The problem is that unexpectedly, my mom had a massive heart attack last year.  There was no reason for it except that Trudie was round and didn’t exercise much.  But losing my best friend so suddenly shocked me, and I sprang into gear immediately.

      “Oh my god,” I sobbed.  “I have to start running, walking, and biking all the time.  I have to get my butt in gear otherwise the Grim Reaper’s coming for me too.”

      So with determination, I started working out like a madman and the pounds slipped off.  It was slow at first, and a lot of hard work.  Plus, I was absolutely devastated by Trudie’s death, so there were many times when I was tempted to give up.  It seemed easier to seek solace in a jelly donut or a pint of ice cream rather than to haul myself back to the gym for another tortuous session.

      But it’s been a year now, and I’ve gotten some great results.  I’m still big, but now it’s a nice kind of big.  My breasts are huge and soft, and I have a big butt still, but at least my rump is toned and in shape.  Yes, I still have thunder thighs and big upper arms, but guys like a little to hold at night, right?  It doesn’t seem fun to be in bed with someone who’s nothing more than sticks and bones, so I kinda like the extra heft on my frame.

      This has all been good timing too because next week’s my high school reunion.  Ah, high school.  It was only five years ago but the memories are still fresh.  Jennie Bong Bong, was one of the names I was called, not to mention Ring-Ding, Ring-Dong, and Big Dong.  The sad part is that the names don’t even make sense.  I’m don’t have a dong, nor do I use bongs.  But trust the mean girls to come up with nonsensical monikers that can make you cry.

      So I want to triumph next week at my reunion.  I want to walk into the hotel ballroom and show off my new shape with a sassy swing to my hips and a sparkle in my eye.  I want to show them that there’s a new Jennie Lake in town, and make all those bitches twist with jealousy as their eyes go green.

      The only problem is a date.  Most girls from South Carolina get married early, and I know for sure that Savannah Sherman, my worst tormentor, married some hot guy with a cleft to his jaw and a preppy-sounding name.  What was his name again?  Reginald?  Reggie?  It’s something annoying yet uppercrust at once.  Exactly the type of guy who never saw me.

      And I know what you’re thinking.  My desire for a date is so old-fashioned and backwards.  But that’s the thing.  This isn’t New York City where Carrie and her friends spend decades going to cool art parties and bars lit up with fluorescent lights.  This is Charleston, South Carolina, and below the Mason-Dixon line, people still judge women by how far you’ve come in life.  Or more specifically, whether you’ve landed a husband by age 21.  Doesn’t matter if he’s a loser who’s never worked a day.  Doesn’t matter if he guzzles beer and never takes a shower.  Just so long as you have that ring on your finger.

      So desperation courses through my veins.  Aaron, my gay friend had promised to feign being straight for the event, but now he’s sick with a severe case of bronchitis.  I’d make him come anyways, except that he looked really bad last time I saw him.  His usually sparkling blue eyes were faded and cloudy, and his slick brown cut looked like a rat’s nest when he opened his front door.

      So what am I going to do?  Frankly, I have no idea.  In desperation, I flip open my laptop and surf to Facebook, browsing idly.  Oh shit.  Here’s a pic of Savannah Sherman herself, and the air in my chest grows tight.  Because not only is she happily married according to her profile, but her husband is gorgeous.  Male model type of gorgeous with a strong jaw and a flashing, bright white smile.  I almost want to throw up because I can see it now.  Me, striding into a hotel ballroom with my head held high in a stunning cocktail dress.  But they’ll be there too, gathered in a corner and casting sly looks my way.

      “Jennie thinks she’s so high and mighty, moving to the big city after high school,” they’ll whisper maliciously.  “But bless her heart, she doesn’t have a man.  Doesn’t she know how hard it is to find a guy in New York City?  She should have stayed down here in Charleston.  Big mistake moving,” they’ll sneer while shielding perfectly-lipsticked mouths.

      Uck.  Fuck ‘em.  I hate the mean girls, and the rage makes me see red.  So with a vengeance, I click over to the Craigslist classifieds.  I know it’s a bad idea because Craigslist is filled with scammers and thieves allegedly.  The only thing you can use it for is to sell furniture, and even then you have to be careful not to get ripped off.

      But I scan the personals section while holding my breath.  Maybe I can find someone within the next week to take to reunion.  We’ll meet on Monday, go out again on Tuesday to make sure we’re compatible, and then by Friday, we’ll jet to Charleston together and wow the old crowd.

      But I know this is pure folly because the ads are pure ridiculousness.  Things like:

      Sixty but you must be thirty or under.  Young ones only.  I can promise a lifestyle that you won’t regret.

      Or:

      Looking for a live-in housekeeper.  No rent necessary, but you’ll have to do your chores in the nude.

      What the hell?  Who answers this kind of stuff?  I can see that some of the ads have been posted multiple times on multiple days, like they’re hoping that some girl who’s desperate will respond.

      But the thing is, I’m the girl who’s desperate, so with an exasperated sigh, I click over to another section.  Maybe if I look at some furniture for sale, I’ll be able to take my mind off this drivel before me.

      But my mouse slips and instead, I click on the women for men section.  My eyes pop open because this section is even crazier than the men for women.  In fact, these ladies are straight up prostitutes.  The ads run the gamut from:

      $$$ SWEET THING AVAILABLE $$$ Call-in or meet-out.

      To:

      You got the cash?  Then I got the booty!  Dial 555-5555 for fun timez!

      I’m not one to judge.  After all, this is the oldest profession in the world, but at the same time, my eyes bug and I gasp as seeing the pictures the girls have posted of themselves.   Most have their heads cut off, but some even leave their heads on, and it’s photo after photo of beautiful girls with amazing bodies in skimpy bikinis.  They all have perfect skin and narrow waists, and all of them invariably have a come-hither gaze that would make even the sturdiest man melt.

      Suddenly, inspiration strikes.  These women are for sale.  They’re clearly offering a service for money, and as a woman of the world, I should use my brains and leverage this to my advantage.  After all, the times in the past when I’ve felt outraged at some injustice or other, it never turned out well if all I did was fume and sit on my butt.  Instead, the times things got better was when I used my brain and made something of the situation.

      So taking a deep breath, I open a new browser and hesitantly look at the screen.  What should I say?  There’s no delicate way to phrase it, so I type out:  MALE ESCORT.

      Immediately the browser responds with dozens of sites.  There’s one for escorts available in the Caribbean, the model on the page a bronzed god with tribal tattoos all over his arms and chest.  Oh, me likey.  A cut guy with tats always makes me salivate.

      Then there’s NYC Gentlemen, where a man in a suit greets visitors digitally.  He’s dapper with a gleaming white smile and black suit, but when I click on the site, warning lights start flashing and a pop-up informs me that my computer has been infected with a virus.  Hurriedly, I close the window before who knows what pops on my screen.

      Okay, that didn’t go well, but I’m not a quitter.  Especially not so soon in the game.  So I open another new browser, and this time I type MALE ESCORT SOUTH CAROLINA.  This time, there are relatively few results, and one at the top catches my eye.  It’s called Southern Charm written in elegant script font, with a picture of exactly the type of guy I’m looking for.  He’s tall with dashing, dark brown hair and a charming grin.  Plus, he’s dressed Charleston-style with a pair of red pants and a windowpane check shirt.  I know it sounds cheesy, but that’s what guys down South wear.

      So hesitantly, I click the button to enter, and immediately, my screen loads with a bunch of thumbnail icons, all of them with pictures of handsome men on them.  Hmm, there’s Charley with the curly brown hair and impish smile.  Then there’s Shep, who has straight blonde hair and is handsome in an Abercrombie and Fitch kind of way.  But my cursor’s magnetically drawn towards a handsome man in the lower left corner who doesn’t look like your usual South Carolina guy.  This one has a dangerous look in his eyes, and he’s not smiling.  Instead, the camera captures the hard angle of his jaw, along with a smoldering sense of determination.

      Of course, I click, and his profile pops onto the screen:

      

      TYLER.

      33, single.

      Enjoys golf, skiing, and margaritas under the sunset-filled sky.

      Available immediately.

      

      Even I can tell this profile was written by someone else.  What alpha male says stuff like “sunset-filled sky”?  I know it’s not him.  But taking a deep breath, I click on the button that says “Book Me Now,” and the air whooshes out of my chest because evidently, it costs two thousand dollars a night for Tyler’s services.  What in the world?  I was thinking something along the lines of two hundred dollars, or maybe five hundred maximum.  After all, I’m an editorial assistant in New York City and it’s expensive to live here.  Sure, I work for a famous magazine, but the publishing industry is under siege right now from a number of different angles.  So while my lifestyle looks glamorous from the outside, in fact I’m living in an apartment the size of the shoebox.

      Longingly, I stare at Tyler’s profile picture again.  My mouse clicks through a couple more photos of the man, and he’s absolutely gorgeous.  There’s one of him standing next to a big, black motorcycle.  What would it feel like to have that monster rumbling beneath my legs as I press my breasts against his back, the two of us zooming down winding roads?  There’s also one of him stroking what I think is a llama at Macchu Picchu.  Even the llama loves him, nuzzling his hand.  He’s that charismatic.

      So I sit back in my chair to think.  How much am I willing to pay to put it to the mean girls at my high school reunion?  Tyler’s definitely out of my budget, but maybe if I scrimp and save, I could manage it.  It would mean eating beans out of a can for the next six months, but two thousand dollars isn’t impossible.

      And with a deep breath, I decide to do it.  After all, these girls made my life living hell for years.  It’s worth every penny to show up at the event with a handsome man on my arm.  They’d fall over each other in envy, sputtering with their eyes going green.

      So before I can change my mind, I dial the number listed on the site.

      “Hello,” comes a chirpy woman’s voice.  “This is Southern Charm.”

      Perfect.  I summon my most queenly voice and say, “Yes, I’m calling for Tyler please.”

      The woman giggles.

      “Hun, that’s not how things work.  Tyler’s doesn’t answer the phone, I do.  But if you’d like to book him, I can make an appointment.”

      I gulp.  Oh, of course.  Duh.  This isn’t like calling up your best friend at home.

      “Um, yes,” I mumble, thoroughly chastised.  “Sorry, I haven’t done this before.  Would Tyler be available next Saturday at 8 p.m.?”

      “Hmm, let’s see,” says the girl.  I can hear the tip-tapping of keys on the other end.  “Yes, in fact he is,” she says brightly.  “What type of event?”

      I gulp again.

      “High school reunion,” is my reply.  Oh god.  I’m such a cliché.  I bet hundreds of women call every week for exactly the same reason.  And of course, the woman doesn’t seem surprised at all to hear I’m looking for a date for my high school reunion.

      “Okay, we’ll let him know,” she says in a friendly manner.  “Where will it be?  Will it be black tie or casual?”

      “At the Grand in Downtown Charleston,” I say.  “They’re having it in the ballroom, and the dress code is something in between they call “dressy casual.””

      “Oh perfect,” says the girl, typing away.  “I’ll be sure to tell him.  All of our gentlemen have clothes for every occasion, so you don’t need to worry,” she reassures me.  “Now can I get your credit card number to hold the reservation?”

      But before we move on, I blurt out a question.

      “Um, would it be okay for us to meet beforehand?” I ask hastily.  “I know that it’s two thousand dollars for Tyler’s services, but I was wondering if that included any add-ons?  Because it’s my high school reunion and I want him to be my boyfriend, so it’ll be really awkward if we meet for the first time that night.”

      Again, the woman doesn’t sound startled at all.

      “Of course this is something that you can request for an additional fee,” she says.  “Let me see.  How about a one-hour conversation with Tyler at a coffee shop before your Saturday rendezvous?  That’ll be an additional five hundred dollars.”

      I grimace.  Only five hundred dollars?  I was hoping along the lines of fifty bucks.  But Southern Charm has me in a clinch, and they know it.  So reluctantly, I agree and give her my credit card number to seal the deal.

      “Well that’s it Ms. Lake!” she says chirpily.  “Thank you so much for your booking.  I assure you, Tyler is a professional and you’ll enjoy his companionship.  Please let us know if there’s anything more I can help you with.”

      “Um, no,” I mumble.  “Thank you very much.”

      And with that, I hang up, the cell phone dropping lifelessly to the table.  Because did I really just do that?  Did I just book a male escort to accompany me to my high school reunion?  This is a bad idea for sure.  We only have one session to meet and practice before the curtain comes up.  So what happens if he’s terrible?  What if he’s barely sentient, and unable to string two sentences together?

      But it’s too late because Southern Charm has probably already put the charge on my card.  So unless I want to show up and be labeled “unhappily single NYC woman,” then the handsome male is my only choice.
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      “Seriously El, you can’t wear that,” said my friend Rachel.

      I looked back at her, a little miffed.

      “Why not?” I asked plaintively.  The jeans I had on were nice, a dark denim wash, and I’d paired them with a long-sleeve top, crushed velvet with a scoop-neck.  “Looks okay to me.”

      Rachel snorted.

      “Seriously El, we’re in Vegas for the week.  We’re going clubbing at a place that doesn’t even have a name, it’s so hot.  You can’t wear the stuff you usually do, now take it off,” she commanded.

      I thought about refusing flat out, putting down my foot and digging in.  But the thing is my friend is the one with the fashion sense, Rachel always looks amazing, knowing exactly how to do herself up for every occasion.  In comparison, I was a little frumpy, dazed and confused most times, my brown hair unfashionably curly, my curves unfashionably round.  So yes, I got invited to good parties because I was Rachel’s friend, but I didn’t look like any of them, skinny minnies all.

      And frankly, it was amazing that Rachel and I are friends at all because we’re so different, she’s swan-like, thin and elegant, with a modeling portfolio, whereas I’m round and small, an A-student.  So our interests are poles apart, not to mention our paths in life.  But we’ve known one another since we were five, and have seen one another through thick and thin again and again.  Take last year, for example, when Rachel’s parents got divorced.  I was her confidante, her therapist, and her anchor when she was lost at sea, adrift on waves of sadness.  And I know she’d do the same for me if our situations were reversed.  So despite the fact that outwardly, it looks like we have nothing in common, in fact we have a bond that goes deep, far further than mere clothes or personalities would suggest.

      And since my body changed, my friend’s fashion advice was even more important.  Because gone was the old Ellie from two years ago, an underweight mouse shaped like a broomstick, and in her place was the body of a woman, like Venus de Milo incarnate.  I have big boobs now, a huge ass that sways when I walk, and generous hips making it hard to fit any type of pants.  In fact, it’d been a struggle getting into my jeans tonight, I’d had to hop up and down desperately a couple times before they squeezed on, and the button was threatening to pop off any second.

      So I sighed again.

      “I don’t have anything else,” I repeated plaintively, gesturing with open palms.  “There’s nothing else, look at my suitcase, nothing, nada.”  And flipping open the purple travel case to reveal the interior was uninspiring.  There was nothing haute couture or racy, just a couple more colored tops and a pair of grey jeans to mix things up.

      Rachel pulled a face.

      “Really, you didn’t bring a dress?  Something a little slinkier?” she asked, picking through the stuff in my bag.

      I shook my head.

      “Nope, you know I don’t wear dresses that often,” I reminded her.  “I’m more of a tomboy.”

      Rach pulled another face.

      “Tomboy, schmomboy, El, you’ve got a body now that’s decidedly not tomboyish anymore,” she emphasized.  “Come on, you’re gonna have to wear something of mine then.”  And with that she began pawing through her things, flipping through the closet where she’d hung a million outfits, each one colorful and gaudy, some even with pom-poms and sequins.

      “No, Rach, no,” I pleaded.  Even if I wore something of my friend’s, we weren’t the same size, not even close.  My blonde friend was your typical petite vixen, about five one and a size zero.  Whereas now, I was up to a size fourteen, maybe.  Possibly a sixteen, it depended on what I’d had for breakfast, or sometimes dinner the night before.  There was no way I could squeeze into one of Rachel’s outfits, I’d rip it at the seams like a juicy tomato busting out.

      But my friend couldn’t be deterred.

      “How about this one?” she asked brightly, pulling a dress out of the closet.

      I groaned.  It was terrible, all psychedelic colors, oranges swirling with purples, great big globs of green here and there.

      “No Rach,” I said firmly.  “Absolutely not, I’m getting a headache just looking at it.”

      She sniffed, her pert nose wrinkling.

      “Just so you know El, this dress is by Missoni, they’re a famous Italian design house known for their zany patterns.”

      I shook my head still.

      “I’ve never heard of this designer, but no Rach, it’s like an acid trip,” I said, shaking my head.  “I can’t.”

      Rachel sighed dramatically, hanging it back up.

      “How about this one then?” she asked.

      I paused for a moment, stunned.  The dress wasn’t even a dress, really.  It was more like a band of cloth across the bust paired with a skirt, with the tiniest piece of material connecting the two vertically, enough to hide your belly button.

      “What is that?” I asked, horrified.

      “What you’ve never seen cut-outs before?” my friend scoffed like a grande dame.  “This here is an Azzedine Alaia, I love his work,” she cooed.  “So sultry, he knows a woman’s body so well.”

      I shook my head again.

      “Rach, that’s more like a swimsuit, I can’t go into a club wearing a swimsuit.”

      And my friend laughed.

      “It’s not a swimsuit, the material’s not waterproof,” she said airily.  “Besides, look what I’m wearing,” she said slyly, untying her purple fur jacket.  And I gasped because beneath the fur, the blonde had on something that looked like a violet handkerchief, a triangle bound around her breasts, dropping to a point that barely shielded her snatch.  One flutter, and everything would be visible.  I goggled, astounded.

      “Will they let you in the club like that?” I stuttered.

      “They better,” Rachel said cheerily.  “Otherwise Miles will be soooo disappointed,” she cooed.

      And I shook my head again.  We’d been invited to this no-name disco by a bunch of guys we’d met at the hotel pool earlier this afternoon.  Miles was the one Rachel had homed in on, an overly-tan muscular dude whose swim trunks left nothing to the imagination.  I didn’t want to go out with them tonight, not really, but Rach was determined to see Miles again and I was just along for the ride, the best friend slash sidekick, always the voice of reason.

      “Okay, this one then,” my friend said with finality.  “Seriously El, lighten up, this would look fantastic on you.”

      And I gasped again, but for a completely different reason.  The dress she was holding in her hands was absolutely gorgeous.  Size XS, yes, but still stunningly beautiful, a silky slip in gold that shimmered under the lights.

      “Try it on, okay?” asked my friend, pushing it into my arms.  “Come on, chop chop, we gotta go, it’ll look amazing.”

      And with slow steps, I let myself into the bathroom, shutting the door behind me and gazing in the mirror.  What was going on?  I was boring Ellie Danes, nerd extraordinaire, who never wore things like this.  I was more a jeans and a t-shirt girl, swapping out the t-shirt for a sweater when things got cold, or a velvet top when things got sexy.  No way could I ever pull off a dress like this.

      But never say never, and I was transfixed by the shimmering gold fabric, the material silky and glimmery in the light.  Hesitantly, I pulled off my scoopneck, then squeezed out of my jeans, holding the tiny scrap of material in front of me.  Did I dare put it on?  Did I dare become someone other than plain old Ellie, always the wallflower?  And with a sigh, I undid the zip and stepped into the shimmery fabric, sliding it up over my hips and breasts, pulling the spaghetti straps over my shoulders.

      Looking in the mirror, I gasped at the sudden transformation.  Oh my god, I was someone else now.  Whereas before I was curvy, yes, but hidden and discreet, now everything was out in the limelight.  The fabric hugged my girls just so, emphasizing their creamy fullness, the tops of my mounds revealed in the deep décolletage.  And the dress skimmed my waist, showing off how narrow it was before clinging to my hips, the shimmer emphasizing every sway of my booty.

      I giggled then, humping my butt up and down a bit just for fun, letting go in the privacy of the bathroom.  It jiggled and jumped under the lights, the fabric sparkling and moving on my curves like liquid gold, casting a magical sheen around me, almost like a halo of sparkles surrounding my curvy form.  I loved it, absolutely loved it, and opened the bathroom door.

      “Oh my gawd, it’s puuurrr-fect!” squealed my friend, handing me a jacket.  “Now put that on otherwise we’re going to be late meeting Miles.”

      I shook my head again, draping the coat over my shoulders.  It was as if a magic trick had ended, the dark material shrouding the gold, giving no hint of the dazzling splendor beneath.  But Rachel was right.  It was time to go, time to have a good time tonight.

      “Come on,” sang my friend, slinging her purse over her shoulder.  “I picked out shoes and a purse for you already, gotta roll!”

      And with another sigh, I slipped my feet into the golden pumps Rachel had laid out, complete with a matching gold handbag.  Oh my god, the heels were so high, I was going to have trouble balancing and sure enough, my first step was a little wobbly.  Bracing myself against the wall, I took a deep breath.

      But my friend was already halfway down the hall.

      “Come on, last one in the elevator is a rotten egg!” she sang.  And I had to laugh at that.  We were still kids, even though it was our senior year in high school, even though we were in Vegas on our first unsupervised trip, without parents, siblings, or any type of chaperone.  It was our last vacation before school applications started, the whole college race that was going to suck up every last minute of free time.

      So this was my final opportunity to have fun, to let my hair down before the grind started, making me dutiful Ellie Danes once more.  I straightened my shoulders and lifted my chin, forcing myself to walk confidently into the hall, hips swinging, sashaying like a princess.

      “There you go,” nodded my friend approvingly, finger jamming the elevator button.  “You’re a new you, Ellie, just for tonight.  Remember.”

      And I grinned as the elevator doors opened.

      “Who’s the rotten egg now?” I asked, rushing into the lift.

      Rachel just laughed.

      “No seriously, Ellie.  Just for tonight, you’re going to be a new you.  Flirtatious, sassy, outgoing.  You’re going to charm Miles’s friends and make them all fall in love with you.  Every single one.”

      And I giggled.  I wasn’t into Miles’ friends, the guys by the pool today hadn’t been my type for lots of reasons, but Rachel was right.  I wanted to dance, laugh, and live up a storm tonight.  This was it.  It was time for a new Ellie, a new me, because girls can have fun … and I didn’t want to miss out.
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