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Prologue

 


 


To: Holly Craven

From: Spencer
Giovanni

Date and Time: Friday,
9:05am

 


Re: First Day

 


Dear Ms. Craven,

It is now 9:05am, and you
are late. The workday starts at 9:00am. As my new executive
assistant, I expect you to be here 5 minutes early. I have a
meeting at 10:00am and do not have time to go over anything with
you today. So do not bother coming in. Please be at work on Monday
at 8:30am, or I will have to withdraw our offer of employment. I
know we haven’t met as yet but I do have to tell you that I am
already unimpressed at your character.

 


Sincerely,

 


Spencer Giovanni

P.S Obviously you will not
be paid for work today


Chapter 1

 


“I’m coming to Vegas after
all.” Holly sighed into the phone. “I need to get
drunk.”

“Are you okay?” Lacey asked
in concern. “Lewis was just saying that this wouldn’t be a fun
weekend without you. But we thought you guys couldn’t make
it.”

“Well, Josh just dumped me
and I’m coming.”

“Oh, Holly, are you okay?”
Lacey’s voice was anxious. “I thought you said he was going
propose?” She whispered.

“I was wrong.” Holly
sighed. “It was horrible, Lacey. He called me boring, and he told
me that his life had never been so dull.”

“He what?” Lacey shouted.
“Let me call him please. I want to tell him where he can shove
his….”

“Lacey.” Holly’s voice was
exasperated. “Not now. I just can’t believe that he dumped
me.”

“I mean, if I’m honest,
I’ve never liked him.” Lacey spoke softly as if she feared
upsetting Holly even more. “It’s time to move on.”

“What a waste of a year.”
Holly sighed. “And now my new boss is mad at me as
well.”

“What? Why?”

“I was late for work, and
he emailed me and told me not to bother coming in
today.”

“Oh no, he
didn’t?”

“Oh yes he did. He sounds
like a jerk as well. This week cannot get any worse. My boyfriend
dumped me, and my boss hates me, already. Yay.” Holly jumped up as
she talked. “I’m packing my bag, and I’m going to drive down
now.”

“Awesome. Tonight we can
party and get drunk like we did in college.”

“I think I’m too old to get
as drunk as I did in college.” Holly laughed.

“Holly, we’re only 25. That
is not too old.”

“Well, I sure feel
old.”

“You’re just depressed.
Forget Josh, he was a loser. I figure I can say that now, right?”
Lacey paused hesitating. “And your new boss travels a lot, right?
So it doesn’t matter if he’s a jerk. You’ll barely ever see
him.”

“I know, but this wasn’t
really a great way to start a working relationship. I’ve never even
met him. He’s going to think his human resources department made a
mistake.”

“Girl, you had like 3
interviews with all the exec’s at that place, right? If he wanted
to make the decision, he should have interviewed you
himself.”

“He was in London, working
on some merger.” Holly laughed. “A merger that brought in an extra
billion dollars in revenue. I don’t think interviewing me was a
priority.”

“A billion dollars--wow.”
Lacey exclaimed. “Maybe see if he wants to come to Vegas as well?”
She laughed. “Seriously though, Holly, you’re the best at what you
do, everyone knows that. Have fun this weekend, and then show up on
Monday, and be like wazzup.”

“Lacey, I don’t even know
what he looks like. And from what I can tell, he’s not the sort of
guy that would be hanging out in Vegas.” Holly laughed, shaking her
head. “I am 100% certain that if I showed up at work on Monday and
said “Wazzup” to my boss, the CEO of Giovanni Enterprises, I would
be fired on the spot.”

“He’ll take one look at you
and fall in love. He won’t even hear what you said.” She
laughed.

“I’d rather not take that
risk and keep my job.” Holly gasped as she looked at the time. “But
hey, I’ve got to pack and get on the road before the traffic gets
crazy.”

“Oh, you’re driving? I wish
you would have just come up with us.”

“Well, I thought I was
going to be working today and this weekend…” Holly sighed
again.

“Cheer up, Hols, it’ll be
okay.” Lacey tried to cheer her best friend up. “I’ll text you our
hotel information in a few.”

“Okay, I’ll talk to you
later. Bye.” Holly hung up her phone and grabbed her bag. As she
did, a plastic bag from Victoria’s Secret fell to the floor, and
she sighed. She had bought some sexy underwear and lingerie for
Josh in an attempt to spice up their lack-luster sex life, but she
had never gotten the chance to wear it. She threw it onto her bed
in disgust, not wanting the reminder that her love live was now
non-existent. She was still in a state of shock at the fact that
Josh had dumped her and called her boring. She had thought she was
doing him a favor by dating him. She had been in so many bad
relationships with guys that sent her panties swinging that she had
felt that it was time to date a ‘safe’ guy. He had bored her and
talked about mundane subjects like golf and bird species, but she
had sucked it up because she wanted to get married and have a
family, and he had seemed like a sure bet. She was still
flabbergasted that he had dumped her because he had thought her too
boring. She shook her head at the irony of the situation. She was
the girl that danced on bar tops in college and had one-night
stands on Spring Break. The girl that dyed her brown hair red so
that she could show up at her ex-boyfriend’s bachelor party and
pretend to be a stripper. She had known he was scum, but when he
actually accepted her offer for sex and pulled his pants down, she
had run out of the room laughing. She had been glad at that moment
that he had ended the relationship. She had never known he was that
sleazy.

After that relationship,
Holly had decided to tame her wild ways and settle for a nice guy.
And when Josh had come along, with his sweet blue eyes and light
brown hair, he hadn’t set her heart on fire, but he had seemed safe
and dependable. The sex had been lack luster, and he had been
fairly dull, but he had also wanted a family pretty soon, and she
figured he would make a good father.

“Well, fuck him.” Holly
shook her long brown hair and grabbed the plastic bag off of the
bed. “I’m going to wear this tonight for myself, and I’m going to
feel sexy, even if nobody gets to see it.” She looked in the mirror
and stared at her reflection. He long brown hair hung in waves
around her shoulders, and her light brown eyes were afire with
anger. All-in-all, she was pleased with what she saw. She was never
going to be a super model, but she had what it took to turn an eye
or two.

She grinned to herself and
paused as she thought about dolling herself up for the night. “I’m
boring?” She growled angrily and grabbed her phone and dialed
Josh’s number. He sent her straight to voicemail, and she ranted
into the phone. “Josh, this is Holly, your boring ex-girlfriend. I
wanted to ask you something: if I’m boring, what are you? Did you
win the most boring man in the world prize or something? Do you
think anyone gives a shit what kind of worms a bird is looking for?
Did you really think my idea of a fun vacation would be to go gator
watching with you in the Everglades? I just wanted to let you know
that you, Josh Pratt, you are the most boring man I have ever met.”
She closed the phone quickly and laughed to herself. She was still
feeling a little down due to her boss’ email, but she knew she was
going to get over Josh pretty easily.

“Maybe now’s not the time
for a family.” She mumbled to herself as she flung a short, sexy
dress into her bag. “I’m going on 25. I’ve got time.” She sat back
on her bed and bit her lip. She knew that she was still young, but
it had always been her dream to have a lot of kids, 5-7 in fact.
She knew that if she wanted a large family like that, she needed to
start pretty soon. She sighed and jumped back up again. This wasn’t
the time to think about her ovaries and timeline. That could wait
for next week. This weekend she was going to treat herself to a
vacation and deal with all the bullshit when she got back. “I’m
going to party, party, party.” She danced around as she grabbed a
few more items and her car keys. “Vegas, here I come.”

 


***

 


Holly was jamming away to
Coldplay in her car when she heard her phone beep. Thinking it was
Lacey with the hotel information, she pulled over to the side of
the highway so she could read the text message and put the hotel
information into her GPS. Her breath caught as she saw that what
she had received was not a text message but another email from her
new boss Spencer Giovanni.

 


To: Holly Craven

From: Spencer
Giovanni

Date and Time:
11:55am

 


Re: Where are
you?

 


Ms. Craven,

 


Where are you? I cannot
believe that you did not have the initiative to come to the office
after my previous email. You do know, I presume, that you are
supposed to accompany me to every meeting I go to in Los Angeles.
Do not bother coming to the office now. I will see you on Monday,
and I will be expecting you at 8:00am.

 


Spencer Giovanni

 


 


Holly gasped at the email,
and she felt her face going red with anger. “Oh, hell no.” She
shouted and hit reply on the phone. She had just about had enough
with everyone, and she wasn’t going to just take this crap. She
didn’t care if she got fired or not. She typed furiously on her
phone and then hit send before she chickened out and changed her
mind.

 


To: Spencer
Giovanni

From: Holly
Craven

Date and Time:
11:58am

 


Re: Where are
you?

 


Mr. Giovanni aka my new
boss,

 


I am not in the office
right now because I am following the order you gave me in your
email this morning. You say I should have taken initiative and
still showed up, but why do I have a feeling that you would have
considered that impertinent? I was late this morning because I was
stopping to pick up a coffee for you. I wanted to make a good
impression as this was going to be our first meeting. I will
remember to not bother with niceties from now on. I hope you have a
great weekend. I know I will. But I’ll be sure to make it to the
office at 07:30 am so that you are able to get us much work out of
me as possible.

 


Yours Sincerely.

 


Holly Craven

Your new
assistant

 


Take
that, Holly thought to herself, though she
was slightly worried that she may have to look for a job at Walmart
once he received the email. She was surprised to hear another beep
on her phone just as she went to start her car again. She held her
breath as she opened the new email.

 


To: Holly Craven

From: Spencer
Giovanni

Date and Time:
11:59am

 


Re: Where are
you?

 


Make it 07:00am.

 


Spencer Giovanni

 


Asshole. She thought to herself. Though she was happy that he hadn’t
said don’t bother coming in at all. She started her ignition and
got back on the highway. She made good time because she had avoided
the after-work weekend trek to Vegas. She hoped that the hours
would go by quickly because she wanted to get drunk and forget all
about the impending stress she foresaw coming at work. She turned
up the volume as she started driving again and changed her playlist
to Lil Wayne tracks. She needed to get pumped up, and Coldplay
wasn’t going to get her ready for a wild weekend. Because Holly had
already decided that this was going to be a weekend to break all
records. “I’ll show you boring, Josh.” She screamed out the window
and bobbed her head to the R&B music that filled up her
car.


Chapter 2

 


“Lacey, answer the phone
or call me back now.” Holly sighed into the phone. “I’m on the
strip, and I have no idea where you guys are staying.” Holly hung
up after leaving her 5th
voicemail, and she knew she had to make a
decision. Her stomach was growling, and she was so famished that
she was considering pulling into a McDonalds drive thru. “I did not
come to Vegas to have a Big Mac and fries.” She shook her head and
continued driving as slowly as possible. She was starting to get
really irritated, and after about ten more minutes of waiting, she
decided to just go get herself a hotel room.

“Where should I stay?” She
mumbled out loud as she stared at all the hotels and casinos. “MGM,
Bellagio, The Venetian?” She spoke aloud and then slammed her hand
down on the wheel. “Hmm, I guess I could make this a real vacation
and go to Venice.” She spoke to herself again and calculated it in
her mind. She was close to broke and really couldn’t afford it, but
she did have a new job, and hopefully if she got fired, she’d at
least get one month’s paycheck. Before she knew what she was doing,
she found herself driving up to the valet outside the Venetian, and
she grabbed her bag and hopped out of her car as soon as one of the
nimble young men came up to her and grabbed her keys. He gave her a
slip, and she smiled at him before heading into the luxurious
hotel.

“Buon Giorno.” She smiled
at the doorman and sailed into the hotel as if she were used to
staying in such places every time she traveled. This wasn’t the
Holiday Inn - that was for damn sure.

“Sorry, what, ma’am?” The
doorman looked at her oddly, rolling his eyes as he took in her
Jansport backpack and Levi jeans.

“Don’t worry about it.” She
yelled back, rolling her eyes. She wasn’t going to let anything get
her down now that she was here in Vegas. “Hi, I’d like to get a
room please.” She smiled at the front desk clerk. “I don’t have a
reservation.”

“Let me see what we have
available, ma’am.” The young girl behind the desk smiled at her.
Holly smiled gratefully and looked around the lobby. It was huge
and majestic, and she was slightly worried that the room was going
to make her broke, broker than broke if she was honest with
herself. But that’s what credit cards are for, to be spent on last
minute vacations and booze, she thought to herself and laughed.
Thanks, American Express.

“Have you stayed with us
before, ma’am?”

“No, and you can call me
Holly.” She turned back to the lady. “But I’ve always wanted to go
on a gondola ride. And I figured this was cheaper than going to
Italy. Not that I can afford to go to Italy. And even if I could,
I’m sure my new boss wouldn’t approve. He’s an ass, you see. A real
ass.”

The poor girl behind the
desk just smiled and nodded at Holly, but Holly could see the
concern and worry in her eyes. She knew that the front desk clerk
was worried that she was a mental patient or escaped prisoner. What
sane person mumbled about inconsequential information like that to
someone they had never met before?

“We have a suite available,
ma’am, if you and your husband would like to…”

“I don’t have a husband.”
Holly started laughing hysterically. “That’s kinda why I’m here. My
fiancé, well, boyfriend, who I thought was going to become my
fiancé, dumped me. He dumped me. Can you believe that? And he
called me boring. I’m not boring. I’m the life of the party. The
life of the party, I tell you. Watch this.” The front desk clerk
watched in alarm as Holly started twirling around and making
beatbox noises. “Hey yo, hey yo, guess who’s here. It’s me, yo,
it’s me. Holly the bee.” The front desk clerk cleared her throat,
and Holly looked up at her, her face red. “Sorry about that. Look,
here’s my American Express. Please give me the cheapest room you
have available.”

“Yes ma’am.”

“You can call me Hol…”
Holly cut herself off. There was no way this lady wanted to have
any sort of familiarity with her. She sighed and waited on the lady
quietly when she felt like someone was staring at her. She peeked
around and saw a tall man standing about 10 feet away from her,
looking at her in disdain. He was really handsome, and he looked
pretty rich from the look of his suit and shows. His dark brown
hair was perfectly coiffed, and his green eyes were spewing his
contempt for her. He was brazen as well. He didn’t even avert his
gaze as she locked eyes with him. He looked her up and down and
sneered at her. She flipped her long brown hair over her shoulders
and turned back to the front desk clerk with her face
burning.

“The room is going to be
$300 a night. Is that okay?”

“$300?” Holly’s voice rose.
“A night?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“I guess it will have to be
okay.” She sighed, and she thought she heard someone laughing
behind her. She peeked to the side and saw that the man was staring
at her again. This time he raised an eyebrow at her and a sardonic
smile crossed his face. She frowned at him and waited for the lady
to run her card. She prayed to God that she had enough money left
on the card for the charge to go through. She didn’t need another
embarrassing mishap and have that horrible man really start
laughing at her. She just wanted to hurry to her room, relax in the
tub, and order some room service. She hoped Lacey and Lewis would
contact her soon because right about now all she wanted to do was
watch some TV.

“Can I run the card
ma’am?”

“Yes.” Holly’s voice was
small and tight. She didn’t want to give the handsome devil behind
her any more reason to look down at her. Please don’t get declined; please don’t get
declined, she thought.

“Okay ma’am. Here are your
room keys.”

“Thanks.” Holly tried not
to make a comment about being given multiple keys. She wasn’t going
to allow the front desk clerk to have one up on her. “Enjoy the
rest of your day. It must suck to have to work on a Friday night.”
Take that, bitch, she smiled to herself.

“Actually I was off ten
minutes ago.” The girl stared straight into her eyes.

“Oh.” Holly grabbed her
keys and walked away swiftly. She was trying so hard to avoid
looking at the handsome man that she didn’t watch where she was
going and bumped into a trashcan. She banged her knee, dropped her
backpack, and fell on the ground. “Ow,” she cried out.

“Need a hand?” A silky warm
voice spoke as a very masculine hand reached down to her. She
didn’t have to look up to know who had come to her aid.

“No.” She growled and tried
to jump up. She lost her balance halfway up and fell down again,
hitting her ass hard. “Ow.” She cried out again
involuntarily.

“Let me help you up.” The
voice smirked, and this time his hand wasn’t taking no for an
answer. He grasped her clammy hand firmly and pulled her up as if
she were as light as a feather and not the 150lbs that she actually
weighed.

“Thanks.” She mumbled, and
she stared at him from under her lashes as she regained her
balance. “I don’t know what happened.”

“You weren’t looking where
you were going.” He replied snarkily. “You can usually avoid
bumping into objects and falling if you keep your eyes ahead of
you.”

“Why I didn’t know that.”
She huffed out and grabbed her bag. Her arms were shaking, and she
took a deep breath.

“Let me help you to your
room.” His voice was soft as he touched her shoulder, and she
looked into his vivid forest green eyes in surprise. He was a lot
more handsome close up than she had realized earlier, and her
breath caught as she studied his face. Now this was the sort of guy
she went for. He had dark brown hair that almost looked black, and
he was the epitome of tall, dark, and handsome. He even smelled
good. Too good. She knew that she had to get away from this man
quickly, or she was liable to say something she would
regret.

“I’m okay.” She pulled away
from him quickly and almost ran to the elevator. She looked down at
her keys to see her room number as she waited for the elevator, and
she hoped that her cheeks weren’t burning as red as she thought
they were.

“And we meet again.” The
man was next to her again, and as she looked up, she held in a
groan.

“Yeah, it’s a huge
surprise.” She rolled her eyes. “Imagine us meeting at the elevator
like this.”

“Wow, clumsy and irritable.
Aren’t you just a bright star?” He replied sarcastically. “I can
see why you’re here alone.”

“Who says I’m here alone?”
She muttered, disgruntled at his rude but accurate comments. Did
she look like some sort of loser?

“I heard you saying you
were alone.” He looked at her with a smirk.

“You sure see and hear a
lot. Are you with the CIA or something?” She continued with her
sarcastic rant. “I’m glad to hear my tax dollars are paying for
your worthwhile services, Mr. President. Mr. President, all is
clear with the single women in Las Vegas. You can go to sleep
now.”

“I’m sure if I was with the
CIA, I’d have you locked up by now. Did you escape recently or
something?”

“I’ve never been to
jail.”

“I meant from the mental
institution.”

“You what?” Holly screeched
and looked up trying to hide a smile. She had to admit that she was
acting like a crazy woman. “Funny.” She laughed and shook her head.
“But not funny enough for me to pay to see your show
tonight.”

“My show?” It was his turn
to look confused.

“Aren’t you the
entertainment at the comedy club tonight?” She peered at him
curiously. “I thought you looked familiar. Your name is Bozo, isn’t
it?”

The man burst out laughing
and ran his hand through his gloriously soft and silky looking
hair. “Well, I have to admit that was a good one.”

“Well, see ya.” Holly
breathed a sigh of relief as the elevator finally arrived. The man
was starting to grow on her, and the last thing she needed was a
small-time crush on some guy she would never see again. She was
already wondering what he looked like under his expensive Armani
suit. She was pretty confident that his body was just as good as
she expected it to be, and she didn’t need visions of him haunting
her in bed every night.

“It’s not a goodbye just
yet.” He walked into the elevator with her, and she groaned at her
idiocy. No wonder he thought she was slow. “What floor?”

“The
10th,
please.” She smiled and looked down at her bag. Please do not say anything else to me, she thought to herself, but she was slightly disappointed
when her wish came true. The bell dinged as they arrived at her
floor, and as she walked out of the elevator he called out to
her.

“Stay safe.” His voice
seemed to be laughing at her, and she didn’t bother turning around
to thank him.

“Pompous ass.” She muttered
to herself as she opened the door. She walked into the room and
grinned to herself. The room was large and luxurious. There was a
king-sized bed in the middle of the room, facing a gigantic flat
screen TV. She dropped her bag and jumped up onto the bed. She
snuggled into the pillow and sighed with happiness. Before she knew
it, she had fallen into a deep sleep and was only awakened when her
stomach started to growl.

She rolled over and grabbed
the booklets on the nightstand and checked the menus out to see
what she wanted to eat. She was debating between a filet mignon and
lasagna when her phone rang.

She groaned and rolled
over. “Hello?”

“Holly, where are you?”
Lacey giggled.

“I’m in my hotel
room.”

“How did you get a key?”
Lacey hiccupped. “Lewis, stop it. I’m on the phone.”

“I gave the front desk
clerk my credit card.” Holly was annoyed.

“Oh. Why didn’t you just
come and join us?”

“I don’t know where you
guys are.”

“I sent you a text. Oh,
wait, I think I meant to send you a text, but we went to a bar and
started playing pool. And guess what, Holly? I beat
Lewis!”

“Yay for you.” Holly
sounded anything but happy for her friend.

“I’m sorry, Hollllly. Let
me and Lewis come and pick you up, and we can go for
dinner.”

“You guys can’t
drive!”

“Lewis will get a limo! We
owe you, and we can go party on the strip.”

“I don’t know.”

“Please. It’ll be
fun.”

“I don’t know. I’m not in
the mood.”

“Holllly, we have to have
fun this weekend. We’ll go dancing.”

“Fine. How long will you
be?”

“About an hour.”

“An hour? Lacey, I’m
starving.” Holly sighed.

“Have a shower, get sexy,
and dinner will be on us.”

“You better be taking me
somewhere fancy.”

“Will McDonalds do?” Lacey
laughed, and Holly giggled.

“Lacey, I better be as
drunk as you are in two hours, or I am going to go off on
someone.”

“Don’t worry, hun. You’ll
be a lot drunker.” Lacey laughed and hung up, and Holly jumped up.
She turned on the clock radio next to her bed and searched for a
station playing some Top 40. As soon as she heard Katy Perry
screaming that she had kissed a girl, she stopped turning and
started dancing around, singing to herself. She walked to the
bathroom and let out a loud exclamation at how luxurious it looked.
This life she could get used to. She looked at the time and decided
to have a bath instead of a shower, and as she relaxed in the
bubbles and closed her eyes, the face of the man from the elevator
popped into her mind. She groaned to herself and allowed herself to
daydream about him for a few minutes. As she found her hand
reaching for her breast, she quickly sat up and started scrubbing
herself. Now was not the time to be indulging to fantasies, she
told herself and tried to erase the man’s glinting eyes from her
mind.


Chapter 3

 


To: Holly Craven

From: Spencer
Giovanni

Day and Time: Friday
8:30pm

 


Ms. Craven,

 


This is a reminder that you
should be in the office at 7:00am sharp. I have scheduled a call
with the London office for 07:15am and will not be happy if you are
not settled in, with your coffee, by then.

 


Spencer Giovanni

 


Holly rolled her eyes as
she read the newest email from her boss. He was really starting to
get on her nerves, and she had a nagging feeling that she should
start looking for a new job. She could only imagine how old and
crotchety he was. He was most probably nearing retirement and would
go on and on about how hard he had to work as a little boy in the
early 1900’s. Maybe he’d throw in a story about his family
emigrating from Italy. She sighed - she could already imagine how
boring and exhausting the job was going to be. But at least it paid
well. She had to keep thinking about the paychecks. She had been
offered a starting salary of $70,000, and she felt like she was on
her way to being a millionaire. She had never made so much money in
her life before. She could finally start paying off her student
loans. She deleted the email without replying and grinned at the
hot girl she saw in the mirror, reapplied some red lipstick, and
got ready to leave. She was glad that she had freshened up and
gotten dressed up for the night because she knew she looked
sophisticated and sexy. She was going to have some fun tonight and
forget all her other worries.

“Hey, Lacey, I’m going to
the front lobby now. I can’t wait to see you in a few minutes.”
Holly left a message on Lacey’s voicemail, grabbed her bag, and
swayed out of her hotel room with very definite pep in her
step.

As she waited for the
elevator to arrive, she tapped her foot to the silent beat she
heard in her head. She was ready to hit the dance-floor and dance
the night away. Her stomach growled, and she realized that she was
also in desperate need of some food, and she was laughing to
herself when the elevator arrived.

“Why, don’t you clean up
well?” A voice drawled, and she nearly groaned as she looked up and
saw the man from the lobby standing there waiting for
her.

“Are you spying on me?” She
hissed, trying not to notice how smart he looked in his black
suit.

“I have better things to do
with my time, my dear.”

“Yeah, sure, like going to
a business meeting?” She looked him up and down, and he laughed at
her disdainful look.

“I suppose all the men you
know spend the evening in jeans and a T-shirt?” He scoffed at her,
and she felt her face burning.

“If you mean I date
down-to-earth guys, then yes, I do.” She rolled her eyes at him and
started playing around with her handbag, pretending to be looking
for something, so that she could ignore him.

“Big date tonight?” He
cocked his head, and she felt his eyes run over her body. Her
nerves tingled at his slow, deliberate gaze. His eyes rested on her
partially exposed breasts, and she watched as he licked his lips.
She briefly wondered what it would feel like to have his lips on
her, and she shook her head, annoyed at herself.

“No.” Her reply was
no-nonsense and abrupt.

“But surely you have big
plans for the night? No?” He looked at her curiously. “You don’t
seem to be the sort of girl who would get this dressed up just for
some dinner at Applebees.”

“Excuse me?” She gasped.
“What’s that supposed to mean?”

He chuckled at her
indignant tone. “Well, most girls like you….”

“Like me?” Her voice rose.
“What sort of girl am I?”

“You tell me.” He sidled up
next to her and whispered. “Are you the sort of girl that I could
pay to have dinner with me tonight?”

“What?” She frowned, and as
realization dawned on her and she figured out what he had just
said, she gasped and pushed him away from her. “How dare you, you
insufferable brute.”

“Oh, I dare very much so.”
He grinned at her and leaned in towards her face. She felt his
green eyes bore into her, and there was a challenge in their glint.
She felt her lips tremble as she realized just how close he was to
her. She could feel the warmth of his chest against her breasts,
and if she moved one inch forward, their lips would be touching.
“How much for the night?”

Holly gasped and was about
to reach up and slap him, but he caught her arm before she was able
to. “Or should I say, how much for the weekend?”

“I’m not a prostitute, you
asshole.” She screeched at him.

“I never said you were.” He
laughed and moved back from her.

“And even if I was, what
does that say about you – that you would be willing to hook up with
a hooker?”

“Do I look like the sort of
man who needs a hooker?” He laughed and ran his hands through his
silky, glistening hair. “I have supermodels on my speed dial and
actresses begging me to take them on dates.”

“Yeah, right.” Holly faked
a look of disbelief even though she believed what he said. The man
was gorgeous, oozed sex appeal, and was obviously extremely
wealthy. She knew that there were many women who would put up with
him being an ass just to be with him. Even if only for one night.
She would never date a man like him though. He was too cocky, too
rude and arrogant, and he made her blood boil. She tried to ignore
the fact that she was intensely attracted to him and that her body
ached for his touch. She was mad at her body for her betraying her
and finding him attractive. She knew that he was able to see the
perkiness of her nipples and the throbbing in her throat, and she
could feel her face flush red. Damn her body for feeling horny
right now. She knew, of course, that she was only horny because she
hadn’t had sex in ages. It was not because he was irresistible.
Definitely not. He was just an arrogant prick. And no, she didn’t
want to see it either.

“What’s your name?” He
asked her huskily. She looked up at him to see if she could see
desire in his face, but all she saw was mire. He looked like he was
laughing at her, and she frowned.

“None of your
business.”

“I suppose names aren’t
really important in your world, are they, Vixen?” He purred, and
she was about to turn around and give him a taste of her best curse
words when the elevator arrived at the ground floor. She hurried
out as dignified as she could in her high heels and prayed that for
once Lacey would keep her word and would be waiting outside in a
limo with Lewis.

It was bound to happen; it
was nature’s way of telling Holly that everything could go wrong
would go wrong, and as she tripped on her own feet and went falling
to the ground, Holly closed her eyes and prayed that the ground
would swallow her up.

“I do believe you’re trying
to get my attention, aren’t you?” His voice mocked her, and she
felt his warm, strong hands helping her up.

“Why would I want your
attention?” She glared at him and pulled away as she regained her
balance.

“Maybe because you’re
trying to make a move on me.”

“You wish.”

“Would it be so
bad?”

“Would what be so bad?” She
sighed, not knowing what he was talking about. She was starting to
feel light-headed and irritable.

“Spending the night with
me?” He cocked his head and stared at her with a half-smile as she
took in what he had said.

“Are you joking?” She
paused, unsure of what to say. Maybe this was fate, she thought to
herself. Maybe I’m meant to have some hot sex with this man and
just get it out of my system.

“Do you want me to be
joking?”

“I don’t even know you.”
She spoke slowly, unsure.

“But you’re attracted to
me, no?”

“No, I don’t know.” Her
voice was soft, and she looked around to see if anyone was watching
them. “I don’t even know your name.” She looked up at him
expectantly, and he smiled.

“Do we really want to
exchange names, Vixen?”

“I think I already know
yours, Don Juan.” She rolled her eyes and pulled her phone out of
her bag. “Look, it was nice of you to help me again, Mr.
whatever-your-name is, but I have to go.”

“So quickly?” He looked
surprised, and she wanted to laugh. She wouldn’t have been
surprised if she was the first woman to turn him down. She had to
admit to herself that that knowledge gave her a certain
thrill.

“See ya.”

“Until you trip again,
Vixen.” He chuckled after her, and she made sure to walk carefully
as she left him standing there. Score one
for me, she thought happily though she
felt a bit disappointed that he hadn’t come after her and tried to
persuade her to spend more time with him. It wasn’t that she wanted
to sleep with him or anything, but there was a certain satisfaction
in having a hot man desire her. And that was one thing Don Juan had
going for him: his sensual, handsome looks. You could forget his
arrogant personality while you were in bed with him, being
pleasured by him. She groaned at her thoughts. She needed to forget
the man with his come hither eyes that screamed out to her inner
woman.

Holly’s phone started
ringing, and she answered it quickly, hoping that Lacey was telling
her to hurry up. “I’ll be right outside. I tripped, and this
insufferable brute came to help me. But he was mocking me more than
helping, and he….”

“Holly, I’m so sorry. We
are running late.” Lacey interrupted her, giggling. “We got offered
free tattoos, so we decided to….”

“You what?” Holly’s voice
rose in anger. “Do you know how hungry I am?!”

“Don’t be mad. You can get
one as well.”

“Lacey, I couldn’t care
less that you got a tattoo. I’m hungry, bored, and upset, and I
have been waiting on you all evening. How could you be so selfish?”
Her voice was loud and full of disgust as she leaned against the
wall outside the hotel. She turned slightly to the right, and she
saw Don Juan and groaned. He was staring at her with one eyebrow
raised, and he mouthed something to her. She glared at him and
turned away and lowered her voice. “When are you going to be here?”
She hissed as her stomach grumbled again. “And by the way, I am
really upset right now, so don’t say an hour.”

There was a long pause on
the phone, and Lacey cleared her throat before starting to talk.
“I’m so sorry, Holly, we totally messed up. I’m not sure how long
we are going to be. Can you go and grab some food, and then we can
go out dancing?”

“Are you joking?” Holly’s
voice rose again. “You know what – forget it, I’ll see you later.”
And with that, Holly hung up the phone. She leaned back and closed
her eyes. Well, there went her night. She was going to go back to
her room, pull off the uncomfortable high heels she was wearing,
rip off er too-tight black dress, and she was going to relax. She’d
order room service and watch some Law & Order: SVU reruns on
TV.

“Your client cancel on
you?” The slow drawl startled her, and she screamed as she opened
her eyes.

“Don’t creep up on me like
that.” She snarled at him angrily. “Why are you always around? Are
you some sort of psycho or something?”

“Do you think I’d tell you
if I was?” He laughed and shook his head as he surveyed her. “It
does look like it isn’t your day today, doesn’t it?”

“Oh, shut up.” She sighed
and leaned back against the wall again. “You have no
idea.”

“Oh?” His interest was
piqued, and he looked at her curiously. “I’ve been told I have a
good ear if you want to talk.”

“Don’t you have something
to do?” She looked at him in surprise. “I mean, aside from come to
my rescue and bothering me.”

“I was meant to go to
dinner with a business partner.” He smiled. “But it seems like he
is otherwise engaged.”

“Oh.”

“Yes. It’s unfortunate that
I flew here just for this meeting, but what can you do?” He shook
his head with a wry smile. “Would you like to accompany me to
dinner, and you can tell me what ails you?”

“You want to take me to
dinner?” She looked at him in disbelief. “Or is that code word to
ask me if you can have me for dinner?”

“Well, I wouldn’t be
opposed if you’re on offer. I am quite hungry.”

“Pervert!” She laughed
reluctantly. “I am not on offer, no matter what my dress says.” She
laughed. “But you know what? You can buy me a big juicy steak with
a baked potato and a big salad.”

“No drinks or desert?” He
asked seriously with a twinkle in his eyes.

“I thought you’d never
ask.”

“Where shall we
go?”

“If it’s no bother, let’s
just eat in one of the restaurants here. I’m too hungry to drive
around and find another place.”

“Long day?”

“Something like that.” She
groaned.

“Work problems?”

“You could say that – I
have the boss from hell.”

“Well then, that could
definitely pose a problem for you.” He laughed. “Why is he from
hell?”

“He’s just a jackass -
over-demanding, obnoxious. You name it.” She huffed.

“Why don’t you just quit?
You shouldn’t work with someone who treats you like
that.”

“Well, I don’t want to
leave him in the lurch. He really relies on me and my skills. In
fact, I honestly don’t think he could get as much done without me.”
Holly wasn’t quite sure why she lied, but she didn’t want him to
think she was some sort of loser, complaining about a boss she
hadn’t even met yet.

“Sounds like he needs to
give you a raise.”

“Yeah.” She nodded in
agreement. “I’m going to tell him you said that.” She laughed. “But
let’s not talk about work. I’ve only got the weekend off and have
to be in first thing Monday morning. I don’t want to dwell on
it.”

“Sure.” He smiled. “I wish
I had an employee like you. My latest assistant seems to have no
work ethic. I think I’m going to have to fire her.”

“Oh, wow.” Holly looked up
at him in surprise. She wondered what profession he was in to need
an assistant. “What do you do?”

“Business stuff.” He
smiled. “But that’s not important. Let’s go grab a bit to
eat.”

 


 


“You have a very healthy
appetite.” He smiled at her as she finished eating her crab cake
appetizer.

“Sorry, I’m really hungry.”
She laughed self-consciously and sipped some of the Merlot he had
ordered for the table. “Are you going to tell me your name? I feel
kind of weird calling you Don Juan.”

“Oh, but I like it.” He
leaned forward. “It tells me that you are thinking lots of sexy
thoughts about me.”

“No, I’m not.” She
blushed.

“Yes, you are, and that’s
okay because I’m doing the same, Vixen.”

“Do you do this a lot?” She
leaned towards him as well and stared into his eyes. “Do you try
and get a different woman for your bed every night?”

“Of course not.” He
laughed.

“So I’m
special?”

“As special as any other
one night stand would be.” His face grew serious. “Make no mistake,
whatever happens is just for fun. I’m not looking for anything
serious.”

“Neither am I.” She
glowered at him. “I don’t even live in Vegas anyway.”

“Where do you
live?”

“I’m not going to tell you,
Don Juan.” She grinned inwardly at his disappointed look. He wanted
to know about her, but he wasn’t willing to share details about
himself. Well, she wasn’t going to be the one doing all the
talking.

“So you like the game?” He
reached over and held his hand in his, tracing his finger around
her palm. “Do you like to play games in bed as well?”

“Wouldn’t you like to
know?”

“You’re very sexy, Vixen.
When I saw you earlier, you looked pretty but a bit of a mess. Now
you look sexy, and I know you’re still a mess, but I want to take
you to my bed and do unthinkable things to you.”

Holly’s face flushed with
embarrassment, anger, and lust. “I’m not a mess.”

“You’ve tripped twice
today, and I’m pretty sure you paid for your room with a credit
card you were unsure was going to go through. I’d say you’re a bit
of a mess.”

“You’re a real judgmental
asshole, aren’t you?”

“Maybe.” He grinned. “So,
Vixen, tell me why this week has been so hard for you, aside from
your boss from hell.”

“Well, my
boyfriend…”

“You have a boyfriend?” He
frowned.

“What do you
care?”

“I don’t care. I just don’t
want some guy coming to make trouble.” He bit out. “I’m not
interested in women who are attached.”

“Well, I’m not attached. I
was about to say my boyfriend dumped me.” She looked at him in
shock as he burst out in a huge grin. “What’s so funny about
that?”

“Nothing.” He continued
grinning. “I’m just very happy to hear that there is no boyfriend
to stand in the way of our coupling.”

“I’m standing in the way of
our coupling.” She sat back and drank some more wine. “So sorry
about your luck.”

“Your breasts are
magnificent, did you know that?” He stared at her heaving chest and
licked his lips. “I do love a woman who has ample real breasts and
isn’t afraid to display them.”

“You’re a pervert. I’m not
displaying them. It’s the dress.”

“You choose the dress.” He
chortled. “And a very sexy dress it is.”

“I wore it because it is
fun to dance in.” She sighed. “My friends and I were going to go
dancing.”

“The friends who abandoned
you?”

“They didn’t abandon me,
but yes.” She sighed annoyed. “Let’s talk about something
else.”

“We can go dancing if you
want to after dinner.”

“Thanks, but no, my bed is
calling me.” She smiled impishly. “I’ll be happy to take off this
dress and these shoes and just chillax in bed.”

“Is that an invitation?” He
grinned at her wickedly. “I’ll help you take the dress
off.”

“Look.” She sighed. “I’m
not trying to be a bitch. You’re definitely handsome, and I’m sure
you’re a great lover, but honestly, I’m not going to sleep with
you. You’re wasting your time.” Please
don’t keep pushing me she thought. Holly
knew that she wanted this man badly and that if he made a stronger
move on her there was no way that she could keep
resisting.

“Well, I guess that puts me
in my place.” He chortled. “You’ve just won your first point,
Vixen.” He sat back as their main meal was delivered and thanked
the waiter. “So what sort of TV shows are you going to watch
tonight?”

“Friends? Seinfeld?
Whatever’s on.” Holly shrugged. “I wish Mad About You was still on
TV, but no such luck.”

“You watch Mad About You?”
He laughed. “My mother loves that show.”

“Are you comparing me to
your mother?”

“Well, I think that show
appeals to those in her age group.”

“So you’re calling me old
now?”

“Maybe that accounts for
your bad knees and wobbly legs.”

“Maybe.” She laughed,
pleasantly surprised that he could be light and teasing.

“I hope your knees aren’t
too bad though?” He winked at her, and she felt a warm feeling rise
up in her belly.

“Why’s that?” She looked at
him with veiled eyes, almost begging him to say the words. After
the day she’d had, she was eager to go off on someone.

“You need to walk to your
room, don’t you?”

“Yeah.” She frowned and
stared at him. “Look, Don Juan, I don’t have time for your
innuendos either.”

“You seem like you’re
stressed out?”

“That’s none of your
business.” She snapped, annoyed. “But let me guess, you can help
relieve me of your stress?”

“Well…”

“And let me guess, it’s not
your hands that will be helping but your dick?” Holly’s voice rose
and several other patrons in the restaurant looked at her in
shock.

Don Juan stared at her and
burst out laughing. “It seems like you have a lot of pent up
anxiety.”

“And you can fix it?” She
sighed and stared at his face. He was hot. Really hot, she thought
to herself. And maybe he was right. Maybe what she needed was just
one really hot and sexy night. What did she have to lose? She
wasn’t a prude. “So, Don, do you think you have what it takes to
make me forget my worries?”

“Wait, what?” His eyes
looked shocked and she grinned to herself. He had no idea who he
was dealing with. She could give just as good as she
got.

“Are you a good lover?” She
leaned across the table and grabbed his hand and studied it.
“You’re hands aren’t huge, but I guess they aren’t like feet size.
They don’t tell me how big your cock is.”

He looked at her with
amused eyes. “You’ve been waiting for this all night, haven’t
you?”

“No.”

“I bet you chose me from
the moment in the lobby. You figured you’d find the richest
man?”

“You’re rich?” She looked
at him with unimpressed eyes. “Don’t even bother to answer. I don’t
care. I’ve had a bad week, and I’m just looking to get some. Don’t
look so shocked. Isn’t that how men act all the damn
time?”

“You’re not a
man.”

“And that makes a
difference?”

“It shouldn’t, but it
does.”

Holly sighed and reached
under the table to squeeze his leg. “You have one minute to decide
what you want to do.” She ran her fingers up his inseam and
caressed his thigh. “Or are you just talk?”

“I’m not sure you know what
you’re getting yourself into.” He stared at her with a closed
expression. “You don’t want to play games with me,
Vixen.”

“You don’t want to play
games with me,
Don Juan.”

“If you’re serious, I want
you to come with me to my room. I have something I want you to
change into.”

“Okay, and?”

“Then we’ll come back
downstairs.”

“I don’t want to hang out
with you. I want to have sex.”

“Don’t you mean you want to
fuck?” He grinned and licked his lips.

“You’re a
pervert.”

“You’re the one massaging
my cock.” His eyes issued her a challenge. “And don’t worry, we’re
not coming downstairs to hang out.”

“Then what are we coming
back down for?” She removed her hand, unable to believe that she
had just felt up a hot stranger under the table.

“You’ll see.” He opened his
wallet and took out three $100 notes and dropped them on the table.
“Are you coming?”

“We didn’t even get
dessert.”

“What are you hungry for?”
His words were low and sultry. Holly felt herself getting wet just
thinking about spending a night with this cocky, arrogant, but
ever-so sexy man. She had an internal struggle that lasted about 30
seconds, and she decided that she was just going to go with the
flow.

“Let’s go.” She jumped up
and walked in front of him. Her heart was beating fast, and she had
no idea what she was doing. But she walked with pep that she hadn’t
had in a while. It was one night. She’d be his for one night, and
then she’d leave. And she’d never think about him again. As she
walked to the elevator, Holly felt her legs wobble, and there was a
string of nerves in her stomach. She stopped and pressed the
button, and Don Juan smiled down at her sardonically before running
his hand down the back of her dress and cupping her ass. She kept
eye contact with him, and both of them stared at each other in
silence until the elevator arrived. They stepped into the elevator,
both excited about what lay ahead for them that night.


Chapter 4

 


Holly followed the man out
of the elevator slowly. She had half a mind to race back into the
elevator and leave him, but something in her wouldn’t walk away. If
she admitted it to herself, she knew it was her pussy that wouldn’t
let her walk away. She was so horny. It had been so long since
she’d had some good sex. And so what if Don Juan was a jerk? It
wasn’t like she was going to be marrying him. Or even be seeing him
again. She could get hers and leave. Isn’t that what men did to
women all the time? She grinned to herself. She’d play the player.
How’d you like them apples?

“This is my room.” He
paused before opening the door as if to say, this is your last
opportunity to turn around and say no.

“Let’s see it then.” She
followed him into the room and gasped. It looked nothing like hers.
It was huge with big plush leather couches and a king-sized bed
covered in red velvet. “Wow. This is pretty
magnificent.”

“It’s not really my taste.”
He crinkled his nose. “But I’m glad you like it.”

Holly kept her mouth shut
at his words. He was such a pompous ass. She wondered why all hot
guys were such jerks. Life wasn’t fair. She had tried dating an
average guy, and he had sucked in bed and then dumped her. He was
meant to be the reliable one. Men like Don Juan, who were gorgeous
and rich, well, she expected them to be jerks. But the average
guys? She expected them to be better.

“Penny for your
thoughts?”

“How’s about ten grand, and
we call it a night.” She laughed.

“You need ten grand?” He
frowned at her, and she shook her head quickly before he thought
she was serious.

“I was joking.”

“I see.” He stood there
looking at her, and she knew he was wondering if she was a
prostitute after all.

“So where’s this outfit?”
She looked around the room. “And why did you bring it? Were you
expecting to hook up with someone?”

“There is no outfit.” He
grinned at her and loosened his tie.

“You lied?” She frowned at
him. “I thought we were coming to change, and then we were going to
go back downstairs.”

“I lied.” He nodded and
pulled the tie off and threw it on the bed. “Is that a
problem?”

“No,” Holly mumbled,
irritated.

“You see, Vixen. I very
much want to bed you. There is no outfit because I didn’t come to
Vegas with the purpose of finding someone to sleep with. I’m here
on last minute business. But now that we’ve met and I find you
agreeable, I figure we may as well have some fun.”

“Oh, you do, do you?” Holly
watched him walk towards her as he unbuttoned his shirt, and she
swallowed hard at the chest hair she saw exposed as she saw more
and more of his naked chest.

“Yes, I very much want to
make love to you.”

“Make love?” She
laughed.

“Or would you rather I say
I want to fuck your brains out and wipe that smirk off of your
face?”

“If that’s what you mean?”
Holly felt her panties get wet at his words. She very much wanted
this man to fuck her brains out.

“Then, Vixen, I want to
fuck your brains out.” His eyes were dark as he threw his shirt
onto the floor and stopped in front of her. “Is that
acceptable?”

Holly nodded silently, and
he pulled her towards him. He looked into her eyes briefly before
pressing his mouth down upon hers. His lips crushed down on hers as
his tongue plunged into her mouth. He kissed her roughly and
passionately, and she kissed him back with fervor, reaching her
hands up into his hair. She felt his hands on her back, and she
pushed him back. He looked at her questiongly, and she grinned at
him as she pulled her dress down. He whistled as she stepped out of
her dress and his eyes fell to her scantily covered breasts and
lacy thong.

“You look good enough to
eat.”

“I hope so.” She replied,
and he laughed.

“How adventurous are you,
Vixen?”

“Adventurous?” She cocked
her head the side, and all she could think about was what it would
feel like to feel his lips on her breasts sucking on her
nipples.

“You want to do something
naughty?”

“I’m doing some naughty.”
She laughed and he grinned.

“Do you want to do
something adventurous?”

“How
adventurous?”

“We’d have to go back
downstairs.”

“I thought we weren’t going
downstairs again?” She sighed.

“Because you just want to
fuck?”

“Don’t you?” She was
starting to feel a little embarrassed standing there in front of
him.

“I was thinking it would be
even more fun if we did it downstairs.”

“You mean, in front of
people?”

“Well, not in the middle of
the lobby, no.” He laughed. “They have a club.”

“You want to have sex in
the club?” She looked at him in astonishment.

“Wouldn’t you?”

“I’ve never really thought
about it before.” She glanced at him, unsure as to what to say
next. He sensed her hesitation and walked up to her.

“We don’t have to.” He ran
a finger down her stomach, and she gasped as she felt his fingers
slip down into her panties. His fingers rubbed against her clit
gently, and he grinned as he felt how wet she was. He pulled his
fingers out of her panties, and she stared as he placed them into
his mouth and sucked. “You taste good. I’d love to have more than a
taste, here or downstairs.”

“I don’t even know how that
would work.” She frowned at him. She was aching to feel him against
her once more.

“Take off your panties and
bra, and put your dress back on. I’ll change my pants hold on.” She
watched as he pulled his trousers down and walked over to his
suitcase. He pulled out a pair of black gym pants, and he winked at
her as he pulled his boxer shorts off. She tried not to gasp as she
saw his cock standing to attention. He was already hard, and she
guessed that he was at least 8 inches long, and he looked pretty
wide. She couldn’t imagine how he was going to fit into her; he had
what looked like the biggest cock she had ever seen in her
life.

“Like it?” He laughed and
walked over to her with his pants in his hands.

“What are you doing?” She
gasped again as she saw him close up. Before she knew what she was
doing, she had reached down and taken him in her hands. She wanted
to touch and feel him.

“Oh shit, Vixen, that feels
good.” He groaned as her fingers encircled the tip of his cock,
tugging it gently. She then ran her fingers down the length of his
shaft lightly before slowly tugging on it. She giggled slightly as
it grew even harder and longer in her fingers and he groaned at her
touch. He dropped his pants on the ground and pulled her towards
him, cupping her ass and squeezing her buttcheeks.

“I thought we were going
downstairs?” She whispered as he reached up to unclasp her
bra.

“Fuck the club.” He growled
and pulled her bra off quickly before sinking his face into her
breasts and sucking on her nipples. She closed her eyes as he
nibbled on her nipples and continued to jerk his cock as he played
with her breasts. He pulled away for a moment and guided her to the
bed before pushing her down on it and pulling her panties down.
Before she knew what was happening, she felt his tongue on her,
licking her clit and sucking on it. She squirmed on the bed, not
believing that she was letting him go down on her. She cried out as
she felt his tongue enter her, and she started trembling as he
fucked her with his tongue and licked her clit every time his
tongue left her.

“Like that, do you?” He
grinned up at her and pulled himself up and started kissing her.
She felt his hands on her breasts, squeezing and kneading, and then
she felt his cock rubbing against her pussy. She opened her legs,
aching to feel him inside of her, but he just kept rubbing the tip
along her clit and leaving it at her entryway.

“Come on.” She groaned into
his ears as he teased her, but he shook his head and stared into
her eyes before kissing her again.

“I don’t have a condom.” He
pulled away and kissed down her chest to her breasts again. “That’s
why I wanted to go downstairs. We could have gotten some at the
shop.”

“Are you joking me?” She
groaned deliriously. She was so close to coming.

“Unless you want to try the
pullout method, I’m afraid you’re going to be slightly
disappointed.

“I just want you inside of
me.” She pulled him closer to her and wrapped her legs around him.
Please.”

“I can’t.” He shook his
head and reached his hand back down to her pussy. He ran his
fingers along her clit again and allowed two of them to enter
her.

“I’m on the pill.” She
moaned as he played with her. “It’s okay.”

He looked at her
suspiciously for a second. “You are?”

“Yes.” She nodded. “I
didn’t come off it yet. We broke up recently.”

“I see.” His eyes sparkled,
and he positioned himself in between her legs. “Well, if it’s okay
then.” Before Holly could answer, she felt his cock plunging into
her, stretching her vagina muscles. She felt every inch of him as
he pushed himself into her, and she screamed out as he increased
his pace. He was moving in and out of her rapidly, and she moved
along with him rhythmically. He lifted her legs over his shoulders,
and she felt his cock in her deeper and deeper. He played with her
clit as he fucked her, and she felt herself coming hard as her
breasts bounced up and down. He started slamming into her faster
and faster until she heard him grunting, and he pulled out of her
quickly and came all over her pussy lips and stomach.

“Sorry,” he grinned as he
collapsed on her. “It’s my nature to pull out without a condom,
pill or no pill.”

She nodded and closed her
eyes as she lay there panting. She felt his fingers playing with
her nipples, and she felt another orgasm building up in her. She
couldn’t believe that she had come so quickly or that he had known
she liked it when a man played with her while he fucked her. She
could still feel his fingers playing with her clit as his thick
cock slid in and out of her. She knew this was a memory she was
going to masturbate to for years to come.

“You can go down on me
again now.” He leaned over and grinned at her, and she looked at
him with surprised eyes.

“Excuse me?”

“I get harder quicker after
round 1 when the lady goes down on me.”

“Okay.” She pulled away
from him and pushed his hands off of her. “I don’t think I need a
round 2 right now.”

“What’s the point of a one
night stand if we don’t get as much sex as possible from it?” He
asked matter-of-factly, and she felt her cheeks growing red and
heated.

“A one-night-stand?” Her
voice rose.

“You can’t tell me you
thought this was more than that?” He looked astonished. “I thought
you were smarter than that.”

Holly jumped up out of the
bed and glared at him. “I didn’t think this was going to be a long
term relationship no, but I certainly don’t need you to tell me to
suck your cock so you can fuck me again and have your way with me
as many times as you can in the night.”

“Cool down, it was a
comment, a request if you must. Not an order.”

“I don’t take orders.” She
placed her hands on her hips and ignored the fact that her nipples
were standing at attention in front of her.

“No one is ordering you
around.” He cursed under his breath. “This is exactly why I don’t
have patience for you women. You make it hard on a man for
absolutely everything. You ever think the reason your boyfriend
dumped you was because you were a nag?”

“Excuse me?” Her jaw
dropped at his words. “How dare you? You don’t even know
me.”

“Thank God.” He jumped up
and picked up her dress. “Here you go. You were good in bed, but
I’m sorry I don’t think this is going to work out.”

“You don’t think this is
going to work out?” She pulled on her dress and fumed. “You
arrogant prick, how dare you.” She grabbed her shoes and walked
towards the door. “You’re an asshole.”

“Hey, Vixen,” he called out
to her as she opened the door. “Want one last lay before you go?
Those dirty words turned me on.”

“You’re insufferable and
disgusting.” She glared at him one last time and stalked out of the
room. As she walked to the elevator and rode down to her room, she
started to giggle. She had completely over-reacted. But he was such
a jerk. She knew he was a jerk from the moment she had seen him in
the lobby, but she didn’t regret going to his room. She felt alive
and powerful and independent. She had her verve back. She had
gotten some and left the man. And not the other way around. She
opened her door and jumped onto her bed in excitement. She was
back, and she wasn’t going to settle for anything but the best from
this moment on.


Chapter 5

 


To: Holly Craven

From: Spencer
Giovanni

Date and Time: Sunday,
9:00pm

 


Re: 6:00am

 


Dear Ms. Craven,

 


Be in the office at 6 am if
you want to keep this job.

 


Spencer Giovanni

 


P.S. Save your excuses for
the unemployment line.

 


“Asshole.” Holly glanced at
her phone as she got ready to watch Celebrity Apprentice. She
wasn’t even sure if she should continue to watch the show. She
wasn’t really a morning person, and she knew it would be hard for
her to wake up and get to the office that early. But she really
didn’t feel like going to bed already. She was still wired from the
Red Bull she had had to drink on the drive back from Las Vegas. Oh,
Las Vegas, it all seemed like a memory now.

She had finally met up with
Lacey at the pool on Saturday and told her everything that had
happened with Don Juan on Friday night. Lacey had giggled with her,
and they had high-fived in the pool, but Holly had felt a bit
guilty at the pleasure she had taken at leaving him standing there
in his room. She knew that the guy probably thought she was crazy.
What sort of girl went to have sex with a stranger in his room, has
sex with him, and then goes crazy when he asks for a blow-job? She
shook her head and smiled at the memory. He deserved it anyway, she
thought. Cocky bastard probably got more blowjobs than he knew what
to do with.

Holly sighed as she sat on
the couch and turned the TV off. She had to be smart; she needed
this job, and she couldn’t afford to not hear her alarm clock and
end up late for work. She got into bed and turned off the lights,
but she wasn’t able to fall asleep. She kept thinking of Don Juan
and their almost night together, and the last email she got was
still weighing on her mind.

She grabbed her phone and
pressed reply on the email and started typing away
furiously.

 


 


To: Spencer
Giovanni

From: Holly
Craven

Date and Time: Sunday,
10:00pm

 


Re: 6:00am

 


Dear King
Giovanni,

 


I’m pretty sure the HR
department would understand my need to file a complaint against you
and your crazy demands. However, I’m not one of those people that
like to complain before they even start the job. I’ll be in the
office at 6 am tomorrow, but I want to let you know how
inconsiderate it was of you to send me a request this late at
night. What if I had missed it?

 


Your
maid/secretary/assistant Holly

 


Holly placed the phone down
next to her with only a little gnawing in her gut. She closed her
eyes and was just about to drift to sleep when she heard the beep
of her phone. She had a new email. She lay there, knowing it wasn’t
going to be a good idea to check the email. She knew it had to be
from Giovanni, and she knew that it wasn’t going to be good. Bur
she couldn’t stop herself from looking. She grabbed it from the
dresser and opened it quickly, her stomach sinking at the words on
the screen.

 


 


To: Holly Craven

From: Spencer
Giovanni

Date and Time: Sunday,
10:10pm

 


Re: Fired

 


Dear Ms. Craven,

 


I don’t take well to
insubordination, especially before the person has even started
work. Feel free to complain to HR, but you’re fired. Have a nice
life cleaning rooms.

 


Spencer Giovanni

 


“Oh, hell no.” Holly sat up
infuriated. “There is no way that that little twerp is firing me
before I even start.” She grabbed the phone and was about to email
him back when she got another email from him.

 


 


To: Holly Craven

From: Spencer
Giovanni

Date and Time: Sunday,
10:15pm

 


Re: Fired

 


Dear Ms. Craven,

 


I’m sure my last email made
your heart jump. I’d be very careful from here-on out. I expect to
see you at 6 am tomorrow, rain or shine.

 


Spencer Giovanni

 


Holly sagged back into the
sheets, grateful that she hadn’t lost her job but annoyed that he
had thought that was a funny joke. “Be real.” She muttered to
herself. “He didn’t think it was funny. I bet he just pretended it
was a joke because he has so much work he needs me to do tomorrow.
Ass.” She closed her eyes, and before she knew it, Holly was
dreaming of Don Juan and his lips all over her body.

 


***

“Frigging 6am.” Holly
muttered as she made her way to the office. She had about 5 minutes
to park and walk into the building, or she would be late. She
hadn’t even had time to get a cup of coffee, and she knew her
clothes looked rather drab. It was the only suit she could find
that didn’t need ironing. She should have checked the evening
before, but she had forgotten. She glanced at her watch as she
parked. She had two minutes left, so she grabbed her bag and ran
into the office as quickly as possible. The doorman smiled at her
and opened the door, and she thanked him gratefully as she huffed
and puffed.

“Hi,” she was surprised to
see a receptionist already sitting at a desk, working. “I’m here
for my first day.”

“Hi,” the girl smiled at
her. “What’s your name?”

“Holly,” she gave the girl
a smile. “Like Molly but with an H, or folly, or jolly, though I’m
not too jolly right now. Do you always have to get into work this
early?”

The girl looked at her with
a patient expression and nodded. “Mr. Giovanni is upstairs waiting
for you with 2 other top executives. He said to send you right
up.”

“Two other executives?”
Holly gasped. “Are you joking? I need a cup of coffee and a
doughnut, not to be put to work right away.”

“I suppose that’s because
you don’t enjoy working much, Ms. Craven.” She heard the familiar
deep voice behind her and froze. Oh shit.
Oh shit. She thought to herself as she
turned around slowly. She wanted to run out of the building and
scream, but her legs wouldn’t move.

“I love working Mr.
Giovanni.” Her voice was snide as she looked up at him, and he
froze as he saw her face and they made eye contact.

“This has got to be a
joke.” He stared at her and ran his fingers through his hair.
“Please tell me you are not Holly Craven.”

“If you tell me you’re not
Spencer Giovanni.” She stared at his tailored Italian suit and too
handsome face and sighed. Of course he would be her new boss. It
only made sense that the man she had a one-night stand and then
cursed out would be her new boss. A boss she already disliked. A
boss she had come to work for with one purpose in mind. Could her
life get any worse? “Well, I’m leaving.” She spun around and walked
quickly to the front entrance. She couldn’t go through with this
any longer. It was all too crazy. She walked a little too quickly
and her heel caught in something and she went flying to the
ground.

Spencer ran up to her and
helped her up. His eyes mocked her as he pulled her up, and she
stumbled into his arms for a brief second, enjoying the warmth of
his body, before pulling away quickly. “Get your hands off of me.”
She hissed. He let go of her quickly and gave her a derisive
look.

“Honey, I’ve been there and
done that, and trust me, it wasn’t all that.”

“I beg your pardon?” Her
jaw dropped, and her face went red. “How dare you?”

“How dare I?” He leaned
forward and traced the edges of her lips with his hands. “I dare
very much, Vixen. I dare very much.”

“Don’t call me that.” She
hissed, mad that she was starting to feel turned on.

“Or what?”

“Or I’ll tell everyone what
you did, Don Juan!”

“You mean banging a
beautiful brunette?” He laughed. “That wouldn’t even make my staff
bat an eyelid.”

“You’re a
bastard.”

“Now that’s not nice, Ms.
Craven, I hardly go around calling you a slut.”

She slapped him across the
face and stood there aghast as she saw the faint marks of her hand
on his cheek. “Sorry.” She muttered and made to turn around
again.

“Wait.” He grabbed her arm
and stopped her. “Look, I don’t like this situation either, but I
have a room full of clients ready for a meeting. I need you to come
upstairs with me and take notes.”

“You can’t just expect me
to play secretary on my first day.”

“Why not? You’re pretty
good with your fingers.” He winked at her and walked towards the
elevator with out another word. She looked at his retreating back
and the front entrance and followed him with a sigh. She had no
idea why she was staying to work for him, but she knew she couldn’t
just walk away. She hadn’t been able to get him out of her mind
since Friday night, and she wasn’t going to say no to a possible
repeat.


Chapter 6

 


“We’ll get those papers
signed and have them faxed over to you this afternoon, Mr. Nagano.”
Spencer shook hands with the businessmen as they left the office,
and Holly stood next to him, faking a smile. While the meeting had
gone well, Holly had been so aware of Spencer’s presence that she
had made many typing errors. She knew she had to go back through
her notes before she gave them to him, or he would really think she
was a good for nothing.

“So, how was that?” Spencer
turned to face her as the businessmen left the office and raised an
eyebrow. “Not too hard?”

“No.” She yawned and
quickly covered her mouth.

“Late night?” He stared at
her pointedly.

“No.” She shook her head.
“But I had an early morning and no coffee.”

“You mean you didn’t make
your coffee run? I thought you were going to bring me a cup to
impress me?”

“I changed my mind, Mr.
Giovanni.”

“Likely story, Ms. Craven.”
He looked her up and down and smirked. “I have to say you look a
lot different from Friday night.”

“What’s that supposed to
mean?” She frowned at him self-consciously.

“You look like someone’s
dowdy aunt, not some hot but clumsy stripper.”

“You’re so rude.” She
rolled her eyes at him. “We don’t all have hundreds of dollars to
spend on an outfit.”

“Obviously.”

“So what’s next?” She
looked at her watch and saw that it was barely 9am. She sighed as
she thought about spending the rest of the day with him.

“I thought we could go to
breakfast.”

“No thanks.” She muttered
as her stomach growled.

“Let’s get one thing
straight.” He looked at her dismissively. “What happened in Vegas
meant nothing to me.”

“It meant nothing to me
either.” Holly glared at him.

“I don’t think you’re a
slut. I don’t think you’re crazy.” He smirked.

“Whatever.” Holly sat down
at the table. “I’m going to tidy up these notes. I’ll be here when
you get back from breakfast.”

“I’m not going without
you.”

“I’m not going.”

“So we’re going to do
this?” Spencer walked to the door, and Holly felt herself relaxing
as he walked away and she heard the door close. She tensed as soon
as she realized Spencer had locked the door and not actually left.
He walked over to her, and she felt his hands on her
shoulders.

“What, what are you doing?”
She tensed at his touch.

“Giving you a massage. You
feel tense.”

“I don’t need you massaging
me.” She jumped up. “Go to breakfast.”

“I’m not hungry for food.”
His eyes issued a challenge.

“Well, I’m not up for
grabs.”

“No?” He cocked his head.
“That’s a shame.”

“Yes, it is.” She stared at
him, daring him to make a move towards her.

“What would you do if I
took your jacket off?”

“Nothing!”

“And if I unbuttoned your
shirt?”

“You wouldn’t dare.” She
said breathlessly and excitedly.

“You dare me?” He reached
over to her and unbuttoned the top two buttons of her shirt. He
stared into her eyes as he undid them, and she gasped as he hand
casually fell to her breast. He let it linger for a few seconds
before brushing over her hardening nipple and grinning down at her.
“Shall I go further?”

She shook her head, unable
to talk. She wanted to rip the buttons off of his shirt and feel
his chest against hers. She wasn’t sure why she was so attracted to
him. He was a jerk. But he was a sexy, handsome jerk, and she
already knew he was dynamite in bed. The insides of her legs
tingled just thinking about him.

“Are you sure?” He moved
closer to her and undid the rest of her buttons and pushed his hand
into her shirt before slipping his fingers into her bra and
squeezing her nipple. She stood there, loving the feel of his rough
fingers on her smooth skin and closed her eyes and moaned as he
popped her right breast out of the bra and bent down and sucked on
it. She grabbed the top of his head and ran her fingers through his
hair, tugging his silky wisps as he nibbled on her
nipple.

“Ow.” She squealed as he
bit down on her hard.

“Take off your shirt.” He
ordered her as he withdrew his mouth. “Take off your shirt and
bra.”

“What are you taking
off?”

“What do you want me to
take off?” He winked at her.

“Take off your shirt as
well.” Her voice purred at him, and he watched as she peeled off
her shirt and dropped her bra on the table. He unbuttoned his shirt
and swallowed hard as he saw her reach up under her skirt and pull
her panties down.

“Didn’t get enough of me in
Vegas, huh?” He laughed, and she shook her head.

“What can I say? I’m
feeling horny.” She pushed her breasts into his naked chest. “My
last boyfriend was a lousy lay, and you were good.”

“But you just left the
room.”

“Shhh.” She grinned at him
and took control of the situation. She grabbed his belt and undid
it before unzipping his pants. She reached into his pants and
grabbed his cock, squeezed it and grinned when she felt it growing
in her hands. “Excited to see me?”

“Excited to see me?” He
pushed her skirt up and slipped his fingers in-between her legs. He
rubbed her clit and groaned into her hair as he felt her wetness
against his fingers.

“Oooh.” She moaned as he
slipped two fingers inside of her, and she leaned into kiss him.
His lips were firm against hers, and she gasped as he sucked on her
tongue. She felt his fingers withdraw from her, and he slid them up
her back and to her breasts. He kneaded her breasts, and as he
cupped them, she reached down and pulled his cock out of his pants.
She ran her fingers along his shaft and then started tugging on the
tip; she felt some drops of precum on her fingertips and continued
stroking him until he grew larger.

He groaned and picked her
up quickly and sat her down on the table. He then lifted her skirt
up all the way and rubbed the tip of his cock along her clit,
making her wetter and wetter.

“Oh shit, Don
Juan.”

“Say my name, Vixen.” He
held his cock and rubbed it against her, moving faster and faster
until she was practically begging him to fuck her. “Say my
name”

“Fuck me,
Spencer.”

“Well, since you asked so
nicely.” He slid into her quickly, and he lifted her legs up over
her shoulder so that she could feel him pound into her deeper than
ever before.

“Oh my.” She cried out as
his cock slid in and out of her, each move more delicious than the
one before. She closed her eyes as she felt herself coming, and she
allowed herself to just concentrate on the moment. This hadn’t been
a part of the plan. She hadn’t wanted to fuck her boss on the first
day of work. But she hadn’t known that Vegas guy was Spencer
Giovanni. And though she couldn’t stand Don Juan, she hadn’t been
able to stop thinking about that night. He was the best lover she
had ever had, and she wasn’t about to say no to some office fun. In
fact, it may make her plan work out even better. She screamed as
she came hard and fast, the orgasm taking over her body. Her pussy
lips clung to Spencer’s cock, and she held onto him as she came.
She opened her eyes and saw him looking down at her with a devilish
smile as he continued fucking her, and she realized he hadn’t yet
come.

“Wait.” She pushed him away
slightly and got down onto her knees. He looked down at her in
surprise, and she grinned as she took him into her mouth. She
enjoyed the salty taste of his cock in her mouth and she took him
as deeply as possible. She continued to suck on his cock and bobbed
up and down as she moved her lips back and forth on him. She sucked
on the tip of him, and he reached down and pulled her hair before
grunting.

She took him deeper into
her mouth, and she felt him his hot cum in the back of his throat
as he orgasmed. She continued sucking on his cock until his orgasm
stopped, and she licked the tip of his cock dry before standing
back up and kissing him. She stared into his eyes, realizing that
she had the best of both worlds. He grinned back at her, and she
felt his hands cupping her ass. She laughingly shook her head and
pushed his hand away as she pushed down her skirt.

“That was fucking hot.” He
zipped up his pants and watched her as she licked the last of his
cum from her lips. “I thought you didn’t go down on
men.”

“I do when I’m not ordered
to.” She smiled sweetly at him as she buttoned up her
shirt.

“You didn’t put your bra
back on.” He stared at her nipples through her shirt.

“I’m not putting my panties
back on either.” She laughed and stuffed her panties in his pocket.
She leaned over and blew in his ear before cupping his penis
through his pants. She felt him growing hard again and laughed.
“Someone feels like they are ready to go again.”

“I’m always ready to go.”
He laughed, and she felt irritated at his words. She had to remind
herself why she was here and why she had gotten this job. She
hadn’t put up with his arrogant emails for nothing. It was his
fault that Josh had dumped her, and he was going to pay. And if she
got some hot sex from him as well, she wouldn’t say no. She grabbed
his penis again and leaned in to kiss him.

“Unfortunately, I have a
meeting now.” He sighed regretfully as he pulled away. “Though I
suppose a vixen like you doesn’t care about that.”

“Well, you know me.” She
looked at her watch. “I guess you better get ready. Josh will be
here soon.”

“Yeah, I guess I have to…”
He stopped at looked at her. “Wait, how did you know my
step-brother was coming in today?”

“Oh?” She looked down at
the papers on the desk. “I’m not sure what you’re talking
about.”

“You said that I should get
ready for Josh.”

“I’m not sure what you’re
talking about.” Holly smiled at him sweetly. “I said you better get
ready because they will be here soon.”

“Oh.” He looked over at the
sexy lady who had applied to be his assistant. The lady whose
résumé had hit his desk the very day his last assistant had quit.
The assistant that had seduced him in Vegas. All of a sudden, he
didn’t feel very sure of himself or the mysterious circumstances
that had brought them together. He looked at the sexy lady that had
been his for a night and he wondered to himself, who exactly was
Holly Craven?
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