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Book Description

They all think they can sleep their way to the top - blondes,
brunettes and redheads. That is, until they meet me. My name is
DeVon Ricci and I’m an asshole. At least they all seem to think so. But
I don’t give a shit because they never last long. Two or three weeks
tops¸ then they're gone. Not that it matters. There’s always another
talent waiting to take a seat on the casting couch, but I've yet to find
what I'm looking for. I know what I want and I won't settle for less.
I'm always chasing perfection.

The embodiment of the American dream, DeVon Ricci had come to
America from Italy when he was a teenager and then, with hard work
and perseverance, had worked his way up in a cutthroat industry to
emerge as the head of one of the top talent agencies in Los Angeles.
Now it looks like he has everything he could ever want, except for the
perfect woman.

Don't miss a minute of summer's hottest new romance
series, Chasing Perfection.



Chapter 1

DEVON

As I used the expensive linen napkin to wipe the wine from my
face, I was glad I'd ordered white instead of red. My dry cleaner would
be able to salvage my dress shirt. I was still pissed, though. A perfectly
good glass of Chardonnay wasted in a fit of childish temper.

“You're breaking up with me?” The beautiful blonde who was still
in the midst of the previously mentioned temper tantrum had pushed
back from the table and was now standing to deliver her indignant
monologue. “Are you fucking kidding me?”

I opened my mouth to tell her to sit down and be quiet, but she
didn't let me speak.

“After everything I've let you do to me?” Her face was starting to
get that red, splotchy look that happened when fair-skinned women let
their temper get the best of them. She looked around at the other
diners, most of whom were no longer even trying to be polite and
ignore the scene.

“I let you tie me up for your little games!” She was almost
shrieking now. “You fucking spanked me!”

Shit.

I could see the expressions on the other men and women, saw
their eyes darting towards me. Some of them recognized me. That was
not acceptable.

I stood and crossed to her in two long strides, putting just an
inch between our bodies so we weren't touching, but she was forced to
look up at me. I glared down at her and spoke in a low voice, the one
that demanded submission.



“You are behaving in a manner most unbecoming, Miss Paine.”
As it always did when I was trying to control my temper, the faint
accent that usually tinged my words thickened until I sounded more
like the teenaged boy who'd first stepped off the plane from Venice.
That just made me more angry. My next statement was nearly a growl.
“You know what happens when you misbehave in public.”

Her mouth snapped shut.

I watched her swallow hard and the anger in her face drained
away, replaced by lust. I preferred that look on a woman's face. Lust
was easy to control.

I took a step back and motioned for one of the waiters who'd
been nervously standing in the shadows.

“Yes, Sir?” the man asked nervously.

“Bill me for the meal,” I said. “And a bottle of wine for each table
as an apology for the disruption of your guests' meals.” I glanced at the
waiter. “And add a thirty percent tip for your aggravation as well.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

I turned my attention back to my soon-to-be former lover.
“Follow me.”

I didn't bother to check if she was following as I walked towards
the exit. I kept my eyes forward, my head up, expression blank. The
only thing that betrayed what was bubbling under the surface was my
lips pressed in a thin line. I stepped out into the balmy autumn night,
not pausing to see if she was coming. I walked around the corner and
into the narrow alley that separated the expensive Beverly Hills
restaurant from the boutique next door. Less than a minute later, she
appeared, stepping into the alley without a moment of hesitation.

“Face the wall, palms flat against it.”

I could see her fingers trembling as she did as she was told. She
knew what was coming, and the fact that she was here meant that she



accepted it, wanted it. She was always free to walk away at any time. I
knew she wouldn't, though. They never did.

I closed the space between us and slid my hands under the hem
of her shirt. I had instructed her to wear the two-piece dress
combination rather than a full dress for just this reason. Of all my
lovers, Sami had been one of the most contentious – and not always in
an enjoyable way – requiring far more discipline than the others. It
hadn't been a difficult decision to end our... encounter.

I pulled down her skirt and tapped her bare calf. She lifted one
leg, then the other, kicking away half of the twenty-five hundred dollar
garment. The top came down to the middle of her ass, leaving the rest
of her bare. Like all my women, she didn't wear panties in public. I
preferred easy access at all times. I only allowed those who needed it
to wear a bra. Sami didn't.

I wasn't interested in her breasts at the moment, however. I ran
my hand over the firm globes of pale flesh and felt her tense. I smiled
and drew my hand back.

The first crack echoed in the alley, sounding louder because of
the silence between us. She didn't make a sound until my hand made
contact for the third time, the skin on her ass already starting to turn a
delightful shade of pink.

“Ahhh...” It wasn't exactly pleasure, but it wasn't pain either.
Sami was in that place where the two were starting to join, but her
body hadn't sorted out how it wanted to respond.

I spanked her harder, reminding her that this was a punishment
for her behavior. It wasn't meant to truly hurt her, but she needed to
feel it. My palm was starting to sting and I was starting to wish I'd
thought to bring a belt. Used correctly, it worked as well as a flogger to
bring my submissive right to that edge.

I didn't stop until her breathing began to hitch and I could see
the moisture between her legs. Only then did I reach into my pocket
for one of the little packets I kept on me at all times. I tore it open,



unzipped my pants and rolled the condom down over my throbbing
cock.

When I stepped up behind her and nudged her legs further apart,
I could feel the heat radiating off of her ass. She wasn't going to be able
to sit comfortably for days. I lined myself up and thrust into her pussy
with one hard stroke.

She keened as I buried my full length inside her. She was wet, but
still so tight that it was almost painful for me, but I didn't stop. I
grabbed a handful of her hair as I began to pound into her. I could feel
her body quivering around me as I tugged on her hair. For as much as
she'd made it sound like I was the one who wanted it rough, she got off
on it just as much as I did.

I could feel the pressure building in my stomach and knew I was
close. I'd been wound too tight from the moment she'd started her
tantrum, and spanking her had just made it that much worse. I put my
mouth against her ear.

“Come if you can, but I'm not helping you.”

She growled in frustration, but I ignored her. My own release was
too near. I lowered my head to the place where her shoulder met her
neck and took some of the skin there into my mouth, sucking on it,
nibbling it with my teeth. We were done, but I'd make sure she'd
remember our last time together.

She was making whining little mews now, pushing back to meet
my thrusts, forcing me even deeper. I put my hands on her hips and
held her in place as I slammed into her, biting down on her neck as I
came. She wailed, her body shaking around mine, further proof that I
wasn't the only one who liked what I'd done.

I closed my eyes for a moment, letting the waves of pleasure
wash over and through me. I let out a breath and took a step back,
hearing her hiss as I slid out of her. She staggered, as if her legs
couldn't hold her, and then rolled so that her back was against the
wall, propping her up. She gave me a cat-ate-the-canary kind of smile.



I discarded the condom and tucked myself back into my pants. I
pulled out my wallet and withdrew a twenty. “Here.” I tossed it
towards her. “Take a cab.”

I saw the shock settle over her and resisted the urge to roll my
eyes. Had she really thought this meant we weren't done?

“Danny'll be your agent from here on out. I don't want to see
your face again.” I turned and started towards the street where my car
would be waiting.

I'd just reached the sidewalk when she screamed out, “Asshole!”

I didn't acknowledge it as I thanked the valet, tipped him and
climbed into the driver's seat. Sami was right. I was an asshole, but
that's the way it had to be. Two weeks was my usual, four at the max.
No attachments. Ever.

Besides, I reasoned as I started towards home, Sami was just
another no-talent, wanna-be actress, anyway. The best she could ever
hope for would be bit parts in cheap, made-for-TV movies before she
made the inevitable transition to adult films. She'd do okay there. She
had a nice body and was a decent enough lay, though not as good as
she seemed to think she was.

Women like her were a dime a dozen. They all came to
Hollywood with the same idea, that their pretty face and tight pussies
would let them sleep their way to the top. And I was the top. I was
DeVon fucking Ricci, one of the biggest agents in Hollywood. Nothing
could touch me.



Chapter 2

KRISSY

I leaned against the edge of my best friend's desk, watching as
she put the last of her things into a plastic container. Leave it to Carrie
to be overly organized. We were complete opposites that way and I
knew my disorganization annoyed her as much as her tidiness
annoyed me.

Damn, I was going to miss her.

Carrie Summers had been my best friend since we'd met at
Columbia six years ago. We'd been roommates in the dorm, then
moved into an apartment after we'd been hired at Webster and
Steinberg. We'd met Dena and Leslie here, and the four of us were
close, but Carrie and I were closer. Sometimes, I thought that we were
more like sisters than friends, and I knew she felt the same way.

“I can't believe we're having cake again.” I sighed, putting a bit of
drama into it. “It's only been two months since we had cake for your
graduation party.” I gave her a shrewd look. “You just wanted to feed
that sweet tooth, didn't you?”

Carrie gave me a soft smile, the same smile that she'd been
wearing since she'd started making these plans. I loved Carrie, but
she'd always been a bit uptight. She'd always been the one who'd
needed coaxing to follow her heart and her dreams. Now, she was
leaving one of the largest divorce law firms in New York to start her
own pro bono law practice helping people who'd been abused,
specifically focusing on the sex trafficking industry.

“I'm going to miss you,” I said. As soon as I said the words, I
wished I could take them back. They hadn't come out as light-hearted
as I'd intended, and sincere emotions weren't something I liked
showing in public.



Carrie paused in her packing and looked up, giving me a puzzled
look. I had to drop my gaze down to where my fingers were tapping at
the edge of the desk. I couldn't meet those dark eyes. Not when it was
finally time to tell her.

“What do you mean you're going to miss me?” she asked. “I'm
only going to be four blocks away. We can still have lunch together
every day and meet after work for drinks whenever you want. That's
the joy of being my own boss. Flexibility.”

I pushed back my thick, glossy black hair. It was past my
shoulders now and I was thinking it might be a good idea to cut it
before I left. There was a big difference in the weather from here to
where I was going.

“Is this about me moving in with Gavin?”

Carrie's question made me look up, startled. I hadn't thought
she'd take it that way.

“I thought you said you were okay with it.”

I straightened. “I am,” I assured her. “I am. Gavin's smoking hot,
and a really good guy. I'm glad that you're moving in together.”

I was telling the truth. For a while after they'd first met, my
approval of Gavin had fluctuated, but once the whole truth had come
out, I'd been more than happy to put my stamp of approval on their
relationship. Some people might've thought they were moving too fast,
but I knew Carrie. She never would've made this decision if she wasn't
sure about him, and I'd given her my full support. She deserved to be
happy, and so did he.

Carrie folded her arms over her chest and her eyes narrowed.
“Well, something's weird with you. What is it, girl? Spill.”

Dammit. Why did she always have to be so insightful when it
came to me? I'd wanted to ease into this, but like most of my life, I'd
fallen into it. “I'm probably leaving the company, too,” I said slowly.



Carrie's eyes widened. “And that's not all,” I continued. “I'm most
likely leaving New York as well.”

Carrie's jaw dropped and she stared at me for nearly a full,
uncomfortable minute. Then her mouth snapped shut and she gave me
a suspicious look. “Are you saying this because I'm moving out? If you
don't want me to go or you think I'm moving too fast with Gavin, just
say so. He'll understand if I change my mind.”

Was she serious? I rolled my eyes. “Really, Carrie? Come on. You
know me better than that,” I said. “I think you and Gavin should
definitely move in together. The truth is, there's a job as an associate
looking my way.”

I saw shock, then hurt, cross her face.

“You've been keeping this a secret from me for how long? Why?”

“I applied three months ago,” I said. “And then I had the phone
interview two weeks after that. Understand why I didn't say
anything?” I saw her doing the math in her head and then watched her
frustration with me fade away as she realized that I hadn't told her
because she'd had enough going on at the time. “I haven't exactly
gotten it yet. Besides, I didn't even know if I'd get called out for a face-
to-face interview.”

“And that's what this is? Not a definite, but an interview?”

I nodded. “They said it was down to just three applicants now. I
think I have a good shot.” I paused, then added, “And even if I don't
get it, I might look out there anyway.”

“Out there?” Carrie echoed. I knew she was still putting the
pieces together and had just understood that when I said out of the
city, I hadn't meant Jersey. “Where's the job?”

Here was the part I really hadn't been looking forward to. “On
the West Coast.”

Carrie took a slow, deep breath, letting it out before she asked



her next question. “You mean you might move to San Francisco or
some place like that?”

“Not San Francisco,” I said. “Hollywood.”

“Are you nuts? You want to go be some divorce lawyer in L.A.?”

I shook my head. If she hated that idea, she was really going to
hate this one. “The offer's from a talent agency.”

She frowned. “A talent agency? What, are you trying to become
an actress or something?”

It was a mark of our friendship that I took pride in her snide
remark. I found it comforting that I'd rubbed off on her over the years.
“No, smart-ass,” I said. “One of the biggest talent agencies in
Hollywood needs another associate in their legal department.
Remember that guy, Kenny, who used to work here?”

“The one you made out with in the elevator and then bragged
about it over drinks?” Carrie's lips twitched into a grin. “Yeah, I have a
vague recollection of him.”

I laughed. Even with as kinky as she and Gavin had gotten,
Carrie was still hesitant to talk about sex anywhere that wasn't our
apartment. Or, based on what I'd heard through our thin walls, the
bedroom. “We did a little more than make out, but yes, that's the one.
He's been trying to get back in my pants ever since. His cousin works
at the agency and told him they were looking for another associate. He
figured it'd be a good reason to call.”

“Did you go out with him again?” Carried asked.

I shook my head. “No way. He wasn't that good, or that hot.” I
ignored the judgey look she was sending my way. She might keep her
mouth shut about it most of the time, but I knew she didn't approve of
the way I handled my romantic life. “But I did decide to send in my
resumé and now they want me to fly in for an interview.”

“When are you leaving?”



“Monday morning. The meeting's at noon.”

“I'm happy you have this opportunity,” Carrie said. Her eyes
were bright with tears. “But if you get this job, am I ever going to see
you again, or is this it?”

I rolled my eyes again. “Of course we'll see each other.” I
playfully pushed at her arm, trying to lighten the mood. This is exactly
what I hadn't wanted. “I'll come visit. Or, here's an idea. You and
Gavin can move to LA. Start your little sexy club out there. Give me a
good place to scope out all those California hotties.”

“Krissy.” Carrie said my name with a combination of affection
and irritation.

“And your pro bono business can be just as effective on the West
Coast. There are plenty of young women being abused in California.
Trust me. Probably more than in New York.”

Carrie frowned. “That's not funny.”

I held up my hands in a gesture of surrender. I knew I'd crossed
the line as soon as the words had left my mouth. “I know, I know.
Crude,” I said. “But I'm pretty sure that's a true statement.”

Carrie nodded, and her expression shifted to one of sadness.
“What am I going to do without you?”

I put my arm around her shoulders. If she started crying, I was
going to start and I didn't particularly like the idea of walking around
for the next hour or so with red eyes.

“Come on,” I said. “Let's go get some of that cake. I heard Mimi
ordered the same as last time: Red Velvet with cream cheese frosting.”

Carrie gave a laugh that had a sniffle in the middle of it. “She
always orders Red Velvet...”

I laughed and started to walk us both towards the conference
room. I hadn't told Mimi about the interview yet. That was another
conversation I didn't really want to have. I pushed down the butterflies



that wanted to make an appearance. I wasn't usually the nervous type,
but even I had a bit of anxiety about this one. It would be my first big
venture completely on my own. Going away to college didn't really
count. This was the first adult move I'd be making, and it would be
across the country, all by myself. On the one hand, I was excited by the
prospect of a change, of soaking up the sun in LA, rubbing elbows with
all of the beautiful people; but on the other hand, I'd miss all of my
friends. No matter what I told Carrie, I wasn't sure how often I'd be
able to make it back across the country. I didn't want to lose the people
I cared about, but I didn't want to pass up this chance.

I forced thoughts of myself to the back of my mind as Carrie and
I entered the conference room. This wasn't the time or place. This was
Carrie's moment to say her good-byes and get her well wishes. My time
was coming.



Chapter 3

I'd flown before, but I'd never been so thankful to have my feet
firmly on the ground. I carefully made my way through the corridor,
walking more steadily than some of my fellow passengers, most of
whom looked just as green as I felt. Despite the anxiety and nausea
caused by our turbulent six hour flight, I also saw smiles on many of
the faces as we stepped into the LAX terminal.

I stopped as I stepped into a patch of sunlight. I tilted my head
back and closed my eyes, letting myself soak it in. I'd left a cloudy and
overcast New York at seven thirty in the morning and arrived in sunny
Los Angeles at ten thirty, thanks to the time zone changes. I had thirty
minutes before my interview, so I headed to the bathrooms first to
freshen up. My phone said only three hours had passed, but I probably
looked like the full six the trip had taken.

Not even that thought could take the smile off of my face. My
queasiness had settled, proving that it had only been the turbulence
and not nerves. Now I was ready. Not just ready. I was excited.

I was here. Los Angeles. The City of Dreams. This was the only
place in the world where your handyman would give you his
screenplay after fixing your air conditioner. In New York, there were
the waiters and waitresses who were waiting for their big break on
Broadway or as 'serious' writers, but in Hollywood, pretty much
everyone wanted to be something more.

I had only my carry-on with me since I was only staying for a
couple of days, which meant I didn't have to stop at the baggage claim.
That was good. I wanted to have the time to make myself look
presentable. No, I amended. I wanted to look good. I stepped into the
bathroom, put my bag on the counter and got to work. The company
had offered to put me up in a hotel for two nights so that if they
wanted a second interview, I wouldn't have to fly back out in two days.



They'd been very accommodating.

When I was sure that my tanned skin looked flawless and my
thick black hair was behaving itself, I smoothed down the skirt of my
sensible business suit and headed back out into the main lobby. This
time, I went for the line of people waiting for pick-ups. Sure enough,
there was a man in a black suit holding a sign with my name on it. I
grinned when I saw that they'd actually spelled it right. Points to
Mirage Talent. I don't know how many job offers I’d turned down
because they spelled my name wrong or tried to make it Kristine or
Kristen. Nope. It was just Krissy, and if they couldn't take the time to
learn that, I didn't want to work for them.

“Ms. Jensen.” The driver inclined his head as I approached. “May
I take your bag?”

A slightly snarky and very inappropriate comment popped into
my head, but I held my tongue. Even if the driver was kinda cute in a
tall and gawky kind of way, I wasn't going to risk a potentially
awesome job for a one-liner.

“Thank you,” I said as I handed over the bag. It wasn't very
heavy, but it was on the bulky side, so carrying it always made me feel
like I was walking lopsided, especially in the four inch heels I'd chosen
for today.

I was a little over average height even without the shoes, and they
put me a nice five foot ten. That was a good height, I'd found, for
meeting new clients and potential employers. Tall enough so that I
didn't have to strain to talk to taller men, but not so tall that I ended
up towering over most of them. I'd also found that the heels
complemented my figure. I was just a touch too curvy to be considered
slender, but the heels made my legs look longer and thinner.

I felt good as I followed the driver to a black Town Car. I'd felt
the admiring looks from men, and a couple women, as I'd passed and
knew that I'd chosen the right ensemble for the day. I wanted
admiration, not cat calls. Attractive but professional was always the



right call for first impressions. If I got the job, I'd take a lay of the land
and figure out where I was on the fashion scale.

The driver didn't say a word as he eased into the infamous LA
traffic and began to make his way towards Mirage Talent. I stared out
the tinted windows, completely enchanted by the skyline. It was so
different than New York or Chicago. The sky seemed so much bigger
here, the sun brighter. I hadn't realized just how much I was going to
love it. I'd told Carrie that I might look around for another job out here
if I didn't get the one at Mirage, but I'd only been half-serious. Now,
after less than half an hour in California, I was certain this was where I
wanted to be.

The car pulled up in front of an impressive building with the
Mirage logo on the front of its steel and glass exterior. I took a deep
breath, feeling a small flutter of nerves in my stomach. I had to admit,
the place was a little intimidating.

“My bag?” I asked the driver as he opened the door.

“I'll be the one taking you to your hotel, Miss, so the bag is safe in
the trunk.” His face was carefully blank, the kind of professional
expression that told me, despite his youthful appearance, he'd been
doing this for a while.

“Thank you,” I said as I started towards the front doors.

It took all of my self-control not to gawk at the lobby as I walked
inside. It was done in the same steel and glass style as the exterior, but
inside it was even more impressive. People expected the outsides of
buildings to be like that, but the inside made it feel like something
sleek and modern. It was the exact opposite of the old-fashioned
antiques and art work of Webster and Steinberg. I'd never been very
fond of that style. This, however, this I liked. I could work here and
love every minute of being in this building.

The receptionist beamed at me as I approached and I wondered
if she was really that friendly or if it was an act. If I was back in New
York, I would've leaned towards fake, but she seemed genuine.



“Hi.” I returned her smile with one of my own. No way was I
going to get the reputation as the bitchy New Yorker. “I'm here for an
appointment. Krissy Jensen.”

“Of course, Miss Jensen,” she said. “If you just keep going
through that set of doors, you'll come to the reception seating area.
Have a seat in there and you'll be called as soon as they're ready for
you.”

The seating area was just as gorgeous as the lobby. Across from
the set of doors I'd just come through were two more doors, also steel
and glass, but these were frosted so that I couldn't see what lay behind
them. To my left was a huge leather couch and, across from it,
separated by a massive glass coffee table, were two large leather
chairs.

A handsome young man was already sitting in one of the chairs,
so I headed for the couch. I picked up a magazine off of table and
opened it without really looking at it. I stole a glance at the man across
from me, and then took a second look. He had the white blond hair,
blue eyes and tan that I'd always associated with California guys, the
kind of guy who looked like he'd be just at home on a beach, wearing
shorts and carrying a surfboard, as he was sitting across from me in
khakis and a button-down shirt.

“Who's your agent?”

It took me a moment to realize that he was talking to me.

“Oh, I'm not here for...I'm an attorney.” I smiled at him. “I'm
here for a job interview.”

“Ah.” His teeth flashed white against his tanned skin and I
wondered how often he had to bleach them. No one had teeth that
white.

“I'm Krissy Jensen,” I said.

“Taylor Moore.” He leaned across the table and held out a hand.



I took it, giving him a firm and brief handshake. Normally, I
would've been all over that, but I didn't think it was smart to hit on a
client, or at least someone who was the client of my potential
employer.

“You know,” he said as he leaned back. “I have to admit, I
wouldn't have pegged you for a lawyer.”

I raised an eyebrow. If he was going to flirt, I wasn't going to
encourage him, but I wasn't going to say no, either.

His grin widened, showing dimples. “Women in LA who look like
you are models or actresses.” His gaze ran over me, the light in his
eyes saying that he was definitely being more than polite. “I'm
guessing you're under five eight, so probably not a model, even though
you're gorgeous enough to be one.”

He got points for saying I was too short, not that I was
too...curvaceous.

“So I guessed an actress.”

“Wrong, but very observant,” I said as I set aside my magazine.

“And you're not from around here,” he commented. “I thought
I'd caught an accent before. Now I'm sure. Where are you from?”

“New...” I paused. “Born and raised in Chicago but I've been in
New York for a while.”

He nodded. “I'm from Wisconsin.” When I didn't pry with a
question, he offered more information. “I came out here after high
school to be an actor. I've done a few commercials. Local stuff, so you
wouldn't have seen me in anything...yet. I've got things in the works.
Who are you interviewing with?”

I had to admit, I was impressed. He was definitely into me, but
he hadn't asked yet if I was married or had a boyfriend. Most guys
would've asked that question first or second, not wanting to waste
their time with someone who was already taken.



“The head of the legal department. Mr. Duncan.”

He nodded. “That's good. It's a good thing it's not with DeVon.”

That didn't sound good. I knew DeVon Ricci was the head of the
company, but I hadn't done a lot of research on him. I'd focused on
Duncan, since that's who I had to get through first. If I made it to the
second interview, then I'd planned to start looking into Ricci. Now I
wasn't so sure I'd made the right choice. Maybe I should've checked
Ricci out first.

“What's wrong with Mr. Ricci?”

Taylor shrugged. “Let's just say DeVon has his own...unique
style.” He sounded like he was being very careful with his word
choices. “If you were interviewing with DeVon, I think he'd scare you
off and I want you to stick around.”

I gave him a polite smile. “Thank you.” I straightened. “But I
wouldn't be too worried,” I added. “I don't scare easily.”

“Miss Jensen?” A petite red-head came through the frosted glass
doors. “Mr. Duncan will see you now.”

I stood and smoothed down my skirt. “It was nice to have met
you.”

“And you,” Taylor said. His eyes ran down my legs. “I look
forward to seeing more of you very soon.”

The heat in his eyes suggested he wasn't just talking about seeing
me again around the agency. When he said more, he meant more and
it took all of my self-control not to fire back with a double-entendre of
my own.

“Have a good day,” I said as I followed the red-head through the
doors. I could feel Taylor's eyes on me as I walked. I was pretty sure he
was staring at my ass, so I put a little more swing in my hips than I
normally would have. Might as well leave him with a good impression.

I was definitely liking Hollywood.



“Mr. Duncan?” The red-head knocked on an open door at the end
of a corridor.

I caught a glimpse of an elevator to my left. A sign next to it said
“Private.” That must lead to the mysterious Mr. Ricci, I thought as I
walked into the office.

An attractive man in his mid-fifties stood on the other side of a
very expensive-looking desk. He had such light-colored hair that, at
first, I wasn't sure if it was blond or white, but then I realized that he
had been blond, but his hair was streaked with silver, giving it a
strange, dual-colored look. His eyes were intelligent and a pale gray
that contrasted strongly with his tanned skin. My boss back home
would've been all over this guy.

“Mr. Duncan.” I gave him my best professional smile as I held
out my hand.

His handshake was brisk, but not rude. That was good. Too many
men either snatched their hands away like they were afraid I'd read
something into their touch if they lingered too long, or they
purposefully lingered, turning the shake into a holding.

“Please, have a seat.” He gestured to the chair across from his.

I sat carefully, crossing my ankles and tucking my feet under my
chair. My skirt was an appropriate length for work, but I didn't want to
take any chances on flashing my prospective boss. He didn't seem like
the type who'd appreciate the view. And I was grateful for that. I didn't
want someone more interested in what was between my legs than what
was between my ears.

“You have quite an impressive resumé for someone so young,
Miss Jensen,” he began.

The interview was like something out of a dream. He asked
specific questions and seemed pleased with the answers I gave, though
not overly exuberant about them. Another good sign. He wanted to
make sure I knew that I'd done well, but didn't want to show any sort



of sign as to how I measured up against the competition.

“I do have to ask, Miss Jensen,” Mr. Duncan said as he set down
my resumé. “Do you have any desire to become an actress, model or
celebrity of any kind?”

The question surprised me, but I didn't let it show. “No, Sir,” I
answered promptly. “I've never wanted to be in the spotlight like that.
Put me in a courtroom in front of a judge and jury, and I'll be a star,
but I don't want to be in front of a camera.”

He gave me a partial smile. “That's very good, Miss Jensen. You
understand, in our business, we attract a lot of attractive young people
who see this place as a stepping stone, but not to rise in the legal
department. They think that they can use us to get their 'big break' and
that is not something we encourage.”

“I understand.” I nodded, thankful that I was being completely
honest. “I'm not interested in any of that. I want to rise in the
company, but as a lawyer, not as anything else.” I decided that bold
was a good idea. “In fact, Sir, I'd like to see myself sitting in that desk
one day.” I let one side of my mouth twitch up into a half smile. “Many
years from now, of course.”

Mr. Duncan gave me a full smile, his eyes twinkling. It was good
to know that the serious face wasn't all there was to him. “That's very
good, Miss Jensen.” He stood and I did the same. “While we do have
other interviews to conduct, I would like you to come in tomorrow for
a second interview.”

I tried not to let how excited I was show. “Thank you, Sir.”

“And, Miss Jensen,” he added. “You are one of our most
promising candidates.”

Now I couldn't stop the smile. “Thank you.” I almost sounded
like I was gushing and I forced myself to rein it in.

“Your driver will take you to your hotel. Enjoy the rest of your
day here and be back at nine tomorrow morning, prepared for a more



in depth interview. We are only conducting two second interviews, so
it is imperative that you come fully prepared.”

I wasn't sure, but that sounded to me like a warning. Taylor's
comment about DeVon Ricci came back to me. As I walked out of the
office, I wondered if that's what Mr. Duncan had meant. Was I going
to be meeting the big boss tomorrow? And if I was, what could he
possibly have planned that I would need to prepare for? I had to
admit, the thought did make me a little nervous.

I set my jaw as I walked back out into the California sun. I wasn't
going to let it bother me. I knew I was perfect for this job and nothing
was going to keep me from making sure everyone at Mirage Talent
knew it too.



Chapter 4

I had a feeling my driver was taking the scenic route to the hotel.
I wasn't minding, though. I'd never seen anything like this city before
and even my excitement over how well the interview had gone couldn't
distract me from the view. When we finally pulled up in front of the
hotel, I was eager to get to my room, shower and head out into the
sunshine. I hadn't eaten much that morning, not liking to fly on a full
stomach, and I was starting to get hungry. I couldn't wait to see what
Los Angeles had to offer.

I thanked the driver as he handed my bag to the valet waiting at
the entrance. This was a nicer hotel than any I'd been to in New York,
but it was impossible to compare them, really. New York was stone
and history. No matter how updated their buildings were, they always
had a sense of being old, especially the swankiest hotels. This one was
modern, with clean-cut lines. If New York was 'old money' then this
was new, and I loved it.

“Miss Jensen, you've been upgraded.” The clerk at the desk gave
me a pleasant smile.

“Excuse me?” I knew I couldn't have heard her correctly. Mirage
was a wealthy company and they obviously liked to show their
potential employees a good time, but a hospitality suite at a hotel like
this was already above and beyond.

“You've been upgraded to a top floor suite,” the woman clarified.

“By whom?” I didn't mean to sound rude, but it was a bit of a
shock. I mean, my interview had gone well, but this was ridiculous.

The clerk's smile faltered for a moment, then came back, steady
as ever. Definitely a wanna-be actress. “Mirage Talent, of course,” she
said. She slid a keycard across the desk. “Marcus will help you with
your bag.”



“That's okay,” I said. “I can take it from here.” I held out my hand
and, after a moment, was handed my bag. I just wanted to be alone to
process.

When I got off on the top floor, I still hadn't figured out why I'd
been upgraded. Maybe tomorrow was just a formality, I thought. This
could be their way of welcoming me to the company. If it was, wow. I
smiled. Whatever the reason, I was going to enjoy it.

I took half a dozen steps into the room as the door swung shut
behind me, and that's when I realized I wasn't alone.

In the center of the room was a massive couch and my trio of
visitors were centered around it. I stared at them for several seconds,
unable to believe what I was seeing. Two were women: one a red-head,
the other blonde, neither of them naturals. I could tell because,
unfortunately, neither of them was clothed. One was on all fours on
the couch, her ass towards me as she kissed the man sitting on the
couch. The other woman was kneeling between his legs, running her
hands up and down his thighs. He, at least, appeared to be clothed.
Not that it made things better, because while he was kissing the red-
head, he had one hand between her legs, two long fingers sliding into
her. His other hand was on the blonde's breast, pinching and twisting
one rose-colored nipple.

I processed all of this in the time it took for me to regain my
voice and to overcome my shock.

“Excuse me.” My voice came out stronger than I'd expected.
“What are you doing in my room?” And, as I always did when I was
mostly at a loss for words, I said exactly what I was thinking, no
matter if it was appropriate or not. “Is this some kind of orgy?”

The man on the couch rolled the red-head onto her back so that
she was lying across his lap, her legs spread so that I could see more
than I wanted to. His fingers slid back inside her and she moaned,
writhing on his lap.

“What else would it be?” The man had a faint accent; Italian, I



thought. “Come join us.”

I looked at him now, my temper flaring. Who the hell did he
think he was? “Join you? No fucking way.” I sneered at him. “You
couldn't handle me.”

I let my eyes rake over him, taking in the wild black waves of hair
that fell across his forehead, the rich brown eyes. He was handsome,
with strong features rather than the pretty-boy look Taylor had going
on. His shirt was unbuttoned, revealing a firm, defined chest. He was
lean but his body was cut in a way that would usually make me wet.
The fact that he was still fingering the red-head and the blonde was
crawling up next to him, her large breasts swaying as she moved...that
all kinda pissed me off, so arousal wasn't exactly my emotion at the
moment.

“Get the fuck out of my room before I call security.” I gave the
women my most derisive glare. “And take your bimbos with you.”

His eyes flashed, but the corners of his mouth twitched like he
was amused by something. When he spoke, however, his voice was
flat. “You don't know who you're talking to, do you?”

“Yeah,” I retorted. “An asshole.”

He laughed, sliding his fingers out of the red-head's pussy. He
held his hand out to the blonde, barely glancing at her as she began to
lick his fingers clean. The red-head made a mewling sound, but he
ignored her, too. “I like your smart mouth,” he said. “Duncan will
definitely be pleased with you.”

I frowned. Duncan? He couldn't mean Leon Duncan, the head of
the legal department at Mirage Talent, the man I'd just interviewed
with.

“Oh, that's right. We were never properly introduced.” He stood,
spilling the women off of his lap.

I couldn't stop my eyes from flicking down over his torso to his
narrow waist, my curiosity getting the better of me. I tried very hard



not to lick my lips at the impressive bulge at the front of his tailored,
gray slacks.

“Krissy.”

My name brought my attention back up with a snap. I could feel
heat creeping up my cheeks.

“I'm DeVon Ricci. Your new boss.”

My stomach plummeted. Fuck. What kind of shit-storm did I just
walk into? I shook my head, refusing to believe it. “I never met DeVon
Ricci. How do you know who I am?”

He grinned and held out his hand. The hand that had been
between the red-head's legs. No way in hell was I going to shake that. I
folded my arms across my chest. He dropped his hand and used it to
gesture towards the coffee table in front of the couch.

“I was watching your interview. Duncan has a webcam on his
computer that allows me to watch all of his interviews. I find it saves
time weeding out the candidates.”

“So, what is this, then?” My hands curled into fists, my
fingernails digging into my palms. “I jump in to the fun and I get the
job?”

He raised an eyebrow, a gesture that usually went straight
through me. I wasn't going to let this one do that. I focused on how
pissed I was.

“Well,” he said. “I never give out guarantees.” He ran his gaze
down my body in that slow way that said he was imagining how I
looked naked. “But it might put you at the front of the line.” His eyes
were darker as they met mine and I knew he'd liked what he saw.
“That is how my last assistant got hired.”

His voice was dripping sex, promising pleasure I couldn't
imagine. Damn, he was hot. I shifted my weight from one foot to the
other. Too bad he was a complete tool. There was no way in hell I was



joining in. “Like I said.” My voice was even, but I could hear the fury in
every word. “This is my room and I'll give you and your bimbos thirty
second to get the fuck out before I call security. I have another
important interview tomorrow and I'd like to relax.”

DeVon's eyes narrowed as he studied me for a moment and I
held his gaze. I had nothing to be ashamed of here and I wasn't going
to look away first. Finally, he glanced over his shoulder and held out
his hands. “Ladies.”

The women stood, bending over to pick up what I assumed were
their clothes. They pulled skimpy dresses over their heads, not
bothering with any undergarments. I really hoped that was because
they hadn't been wearing any. I didn't want to sit down and find a pair
of panties under the cushions. I glanced at the couch. On second
thought, I'd just sit in one of the chairs.

DeVon let the women leave first and then he paused, turning
back towards me.

“Congratulations, Miss Jensen.” His tone was serious now, no
hint of flirtation. “If you had joined us, you wouldn't be getting to stay
here in this lovely suite preparing for your interview tomorrow. You
would be on your way back to New York. Mirage Talent does not hire
women who use sex to get ahead.”

I gaped at him. Seriously? The whole thing had been a set-up? I
wasn't sure if I should be relieved, horrified or even more furious. I
chose the latter. I scowled. “I thought you said that's how your last
assistant got hired.”

A glint appeared in his eyes and one side of his mouth tipped up,
giving me that sexual smile again. “There is always the exception to the
rule.” He stepped into the hallway, getting the last word in as the door
closed. “She was fucking hot.”



Chapter 5

DEVON

The thing I hated the most about what I'd done was the fact that
I'd had to carry my jacket in front of me while I waited for my hard-on
to go down. I was glad Krissy Jensen had turned me down – my lips
twitched at the memory of how pissed she'd been – but it definitely
made for an uncomfortable ride back to the office.

I was still thinking about the way her dark eyes had flashed when
Leon Duncan stepped out of his office before I could get on to the
private elevator to my office. I was turned towards him when
something flew through the air, narrowly missing my face.

“You bastard.” Leon's face was red. “You were spying on me!”

Sometimes, I wondered if complete honesty was always worth
the trouble. I looked down to see the webcam I'd had installed
shattered at my feet. I looked back up at the head of my legal
department and spoke in a cool, even tone despite feeling anything but
cool.

“You will do well to remember that I am your employer, and calm
the hell down.” I waited for a moment to see how he responded. As I'd
hoped he would, he took a slow breath and some of the color receded
from his face. “If you look over the contract you signed – and you
wrote, may I remind you – there is an entire section that states all
company property may be monitored at any time at my discretion.”

“I-I thought that was to keep people from surfing for porn or
making personal calls on company time.” Leon was flustered, but I
didn't know if it was because he'd just realized that he'd thrown
something at his boss or because I was right and he had no legal
standing to be mad.



“That is the main reason,” I admitted. “But it allowed me to
monitor the interviews.” I paused, then added, “And that's all I
monitored. I wasn't spying on you, Leon. I wanted to see the
remaining candidates before they did their interview with me.”

Now he just looked puzzled. The man was great at the legal stuff,
but he wasn't a businessman. His brain just didn't work that way.

“Why?” Leon asked. “Whoever I hire isn't going to be working
directly under you. She'll be in my department. You've never been
interested in who I hired before.”

“This time, it's different,” I said. I didn't have to explain myself,
but Leon was a good man. When he wasn't throwing expensive
electrical equipment at my head. I wanted him to understand. “I don't
want to keep thinking so narrowly. There could be potential among
these candidates. Maybe someone who could rise above just being a
lawyer sitting behind a desk.”

Leon raised an eyebrow. “Like who?”

“Krissy Jensen,” I answered immediately. She'd been the only
one who'd struck me as anything special. “There's something about
her.” Something more than a tight ass and nice tits, I wanted to add,
but that wouldn't have been appropriate.

Leon shook his head. “Jensen, really? She's good, I'll give you
that. And I like her attitude, but Melissa Tomes is much better
qualified. I'd put Ms. Jensen as a runner-up, but Ms. Tomes scored
higher on every test. She has to be first choice.”

I had crossed the distance between us before I'd realized what I
was doing and it was all I could do not to grab the front of his shirt and
yank him up onto his tiptoes. That would've been a bit extreme, I
thought.

I spoke slowly and clearly so that he would understand me. “It's
not about test scores or experience. Someone could look good on paper
and be as exciting as a pile of dog shit. In fact, that is your first choice.



Melissa is books and ass-kissing. We work with people and we need to
hire people with skills in that field. Someone with fire in their veins
and steel in their backbone. That is what Krissy Jensen brings.”

I turned and walked back to the elevator, catching a glimpse of
Leon's face, pale and mottled with pink from the sudden change from
anger to intimidated. My entire body was thrumming with energy as I
got onto the elevator. Maybe I should have gone to the gym, I thought.
I was way too tense. I should've known better, getting wound up like
that without any release.

I was two steps into my office when I realized that I wasn't alone.

Cheri was leaning against my desk, completely naked. The
skimpy dress she'd worn out of the hotel was lying in a chair.

“What the fuck are you doing here?” I snapped. “How did you get
here before me?” I looked around, fully expecting a blonde to appear.
“Where's Tina?”

Cheri grinned at me as she ran a hand over one pert breast,
cupping the firm flesh. “She had to leave to see her dentist or
something, but I snuck in while you were talking with Duncan. You
really should get better security.”

“I'll keep that in mind,” I spoke through gritted teeth. I was
pissed, but I couldn't quit looking at her fingers playing with her
nipple.

“Do you mind that I came to see you?” She pushed herself off of
the desk and walked towards me.

“Yes, I fucking mind! Get the hell out!”

Cheri's smile widened as she leaned against me. I should have
taken a step back, but I could feel the heat of her blazing through my
clothes and all of the pent-up tension I had from the hotel came
rushing back. Never one for subtly, she ran her hand over my crotch
and my blood went straight south.



“You seem tense,” she teased. “Do you need a massage?” Her
hand slowly rubbed the bulge in my pants.

I closed my eyes and clenched my hands into fists. I could feel
myself swelling under her hand. “Fuck,” I muttered.

Then her hand was gone and I opened my eyes. I wasn't sure if I
wanted her to have left or still be there, offering herself to me. I was
strung so tight that I wasn't entirely sure I could remember my name.
If she'd left, I'd have to spend a couple minutes in the bathroom before
I'd be any good at work.

She hadn't left. She'd just moved to her knees. When she saw me
looking down at her, she reached for my zipper. As she opened my
pants, she licked her lips, leaving no doubt as to what she intended to
do.

Aw, hell. How was I supposed to say no to that?

I buried my fingers in her hair as she pulled my cock out of my
pants. I was so hard it almost hurt and I knew I wasn't going to last
long. Cheri was tall, making access to her mouth easier than it
would've been on someone shorter, like Tina.

“Open your mouth,” I growled.

She did as she was told. She knew exactly what I wanted. I
shoved the first three inches between her lips, groaning as she swirled
her tongue around my swollen shaft. There was no way I would last
long at all.

“I'm going to fuck your mouth.” My accent had thickened as my
need grew.

“Please.”

Cheri only managed that single word before I was shoving her
head down the length of my cock. She'd given me a blow job before so
I knew how far she could take me. I took her to that point over and
over again, using her hair to pull her off of me before shoving back into



that hot, wet cavern. I looked down at Cheri, her mouth stretched wide
around me, my cock glistening with her saliva, and suddenly, it wasn't
her red hair and porcelain skin I was seeing.

Thick black hair between my fingers.

Large, dark eyes peering up at me from between thick lashes.

Krissy.

My entire body shuddered as I came without warning. I jerked
back, the last of my cum splashing across Cheri's face. I stared down at
her, my heart pounding in my chest. She grinned at me as she got to
her feet, licking her lips and wiping her hand across her face.

“I got no problem swallowing, hun, but warn a girl next time.”
She chuckled.

What the hell?

“Get out.”

Cheri looked startled, but I didn't care. I grabbed her dress from
the chair and threw it at her. “Get dressed and get the fuck out!”

She scowled at me as she pulled on her dress, but she didn't
argue. I barely even noticed when she closed the door behind her.

What the hell? I sank into my chair, my hands shaking. I never
lost control. I WAS control. But something about the thought of having
Krissy on her knees, her lips around my cock...

I slapped my hand against my desk, letting the sting clear my
head. Whatever it was, it was done, and it wouldn't happen again.



Chapter 6

KRISSY

I was torn between wanting to open the door and throw
something at my maybe-future-boss and getting on a plane to go back
home. I didn't do either. Instead, I carried my bag back to the
bedroom and then went into the bathroom to clean up. My stomach
was growling and a glance at a clock told me it was almost two, which
meant five on the East Coast, and I hadn't eaten anything substantial
yet today. I needed to get something to eat or I was going to end up
with a massive headache.

As I headed down in the elevator, I kept thinking about what had
just happened. I knew there were bosses who pressed for sexual favors
but I'd never heard of one who wanted to be told no. I supposed it was
a good thing and I should be grateful DeVon – Mr. Ricci – hadn't been
serious, but I still wasn't sure how I felt about what I'd walked in on. I
mean, I was no prude, but that had been...too much.

I shook my head. I didn't want to think about DeVon and his
naked women. I had changed out of my interview clothes and into a
cute little dress that Carrie's boyfriend, Gavin, had been nice enough
to buy for me one of the times I'd taken Carrie shopping. It was a
warm, gold color that complemented my skin tone and it accentuated
my curves, drawing attention to my narrow waist as much as my bust.

“Hi.” I gave the concierge a bright smile. Judging by the
expression on his face, I'd chosen the dress well. “I was just wondering
if you could recommend a good lunch restaurant.”

“Of course.”

I was impressed at how well he did not staring at my breasts. I
didn't know many men with that much self-control. For a second, I
wondered if DeVon would've pretended not to notice or if he'd openly



ogle. I was willing to bet the latter.

“There are several excellent restaurants at Sunset Plaza. Clafoutis
is quite well-regarded.”

“Thank you,” I said. I started to turn away when he spoke again.

“Would you like a complimentary ride?”

Surprised, I nodded. “Thank you. That would be great.”

It wasn't until I was in the hotel's Town Car, heading for Sunset
Plaza, that I thought to wonder if this was another test by Mirage or
just something nice the hotel or the company did.

No, I told myself. I wasn't going to second-guess every decision I
made, worried about what Mr. Ricci would think. I was going to do
what I knew was right and not worry about anything else. I wanted
this job and I really wanted to live out here, but I wasn't about to
compromise anything I believed. No job was worth that. And accepting
a complimentary ride from the hotel was far from unethical.

When we arrived at the Plaza, the driver opened the door for me
and asked if I wanted him to wait or if I'd prefer to call the hotel for a
pick-up. I chose the call option, not knowing how long I was going to
linger over lunch, or if I'd take a walk when I was done. I'd chosen flat
sandals rather than heels just for that reason.

Several restaurants sat next to each other, each one looking just
as good as the last. I spotted the one the concierge had mentioned and
decided to take his advice. It was absolutely gorgeous and had an array
of tables out on a patio where I'd be able to enjoy the sunshine and
people-watch.

Their menu was amazing. I almost couldn't decide. Finally, I
chose the Gazpacho – a seasoned cold tomato soup with garlic
croutons – a Turkey Club with everything on it and a side of garden
vegetables.

As I settled in under the partial shade and began to eat, I



watched the beautiful people of Hollywood walk by, sporting the latest
fashions, arms linked as they chattered away about the latest gossip. It
was nothing like watching New York sidewalks. Everyone there was so
busy, hurrying from one place to the next. There was a sameness about
them. Not because everyone in New York looked the same, but they all
had the same harried expressions, whether they were in a three-piece
suit or wearing leather. It was all important business. Here, there was
a mixture of those rushing and those taking their time, but even the
people in a hurry didn't carry themselves with the same briskness I
associated with the people of big cities like Chicago or New York.

Then there was the traffic. I'd heard horror stories about LA
traffic, and having lived in the Big Apple, I was no stranger to cars
parked bumper to bumper. I didn't know if it was the time of day or
where I was, but it wasn't too bad. The main difference between the
two cities, however, was the type of car. Back home, every other car
would be a yellow taxi. Here, every second or third car cruising by was
a Ferrari, Lamborghini, Porsche or another exotic car that cost more
than I made in a year. Hell, some of them were worth almost twice as
much as I made in a year.

I knew the saying about the grass being greener on the other side
of the fence, and I'd worried that I was trying to do that to LA, but
that's not what it looked like to me from here. I was sure there'd be
disadvantages to living here, just like there were negatives about every
place, but sitting there, enjoying the more relaxed atmosphere and the
warmth of the sun, I couldn't see it. Being here just made me all the
more determined to get hired at Mirage.

“Krissy!”

I blinked, startled out of my reverie by my name being called.
From the sound of it, it wasn't the first time. I looked around, trying to
figure out who I knew out here who could possibly be yelling for me. I
spotted him even as he came towards me. Blond hair, tanned skin and
that impossible smile.

“Hello again, Taylor.” I returned the smile. He was off-limits for



anything sexual or romantic, but a talk wasn't unethical.

“Here I was thinking I'd have to make an excuse to go back to
Mirage just so I could see you again.” His eyes ran over me and he gave
a low whistle. “Much better than what you were wearing before. Not,”
he hastily added, “that there was anything wrong with you before. It's
just that dress...”

“Were you just walking by or coming to get something to eat?” I
asked the first question that popped into my head so he'd quit talking
about the way I looked. Normally, I loved a compliment, but I couldn't
flirt back. It wouldn't be right.

“I come here all the time,” he explained, his eyes returning to
meet mine. “I live two blocks that way.” He pointed, then gave me
another charming grin. “I share a house with three other actors. It's
not much, but it's home.” He looked down at the empty seat across
from me. “Would you mind if I joined you?”

I knew it was probably a bad idea, but I wanted some
conversation and I didn't know anyone else here. I could keep it
platonic and almost business-like. Lawyers went to dinner and out for
drinks with clients all the time. It was fine. As long as it didn't cross
the line.

The waiter who'd taken my order was coming with my main food,
so Taylor and I waited to start a conversation until Taylor's order had
been taken. He motioned for me to go ahead with my meal, for which I
was grateful. The soup had been amazing, but it hadn't been even close
to filling.

“How did your interview go?” Taylor asked as I took a bite of my
sandwich.

Wow. That was good. I took a moment to savor the bite before
answering Taylor's question with a see-sawing motion of my hand.
After I swallowed, I told him a very brief part of the story, mostly how
well things had gone with Mr. Duncan but I also mentioned showing
up in my room to find DeVon Ricci on the couch. I didn't mention that



he was with two naked women or what he had been doing to them,
rather choosing to keep it professional and simply say that I'd kicked
him out.

Taylor laughed at that, his eyes lighting up. Damn, he was hot. “I
did warn you about DeVon.”

I nodded and chuckled. “You did.”

The waiter returned with Taylor's lunch, some sort of steak
sandwich that looked just as good as my turkey one. If I did move out
to California, I had a feeling I'd be back here.

“I can't believe you kicked him out of your room,” Taylor said
before taking a bite of his food.

I shrugged. “It was my room and he was being quite rude.”

“Would you kick me out?” Taylor teased.

I chewed slowly on the mouthful I'd just taken. If we were back
home or I was just visiting, I knew what the answer would be. Hell, no,
I'd ride you like a pony. Unfortunately, that's the kind of answer I most
definitely could not give here.

I tried for something safe. “I'd call security on anyone who
showed up in my room unannounced and uninvited.” I kept my tone
flat so it wouldn't sound like I was flirting. I didn't want Taylor to be
mad, but I also didn't want him to get the wrong idea. I changed the
subject, asking him questions that would be appropriate for a lawyer-
client relationship. Details about his work. Where he hoped to be in
five years. The kinds of things I could ask anyone without getting too
personal.

The problem was, Taylor kept trying to make the answers
personal. When I asked about what he saw in his future, I didn't
specify his career and he took that latitude to joke about being with a
beautiful lawyer. It wasn't that I didn't appreciate what he was saying,
but it wasn't making things any easier for me to keep professional.



“Did you rent a car?” he asked as he handed the waiter a credit
card with the bill.

I shook my head as I did the same with my bill. I was glad Taylor
hadn't tried for an awkward 'I'll pay that.' “The hotel has a car service.”
I took out my phone. “All I need to do is give them a call.”

“Why don't you let me take you back?” Taylor offered.

“I couldn't,” I protested.

“Nonsense,” he said. “Why have to wait around here for the
driver to come get you when I have a car right over there?”

It made sense, I had to admit. I nodded and, after the waiter
returned with our receipts and cards, I followed Taylor to a mid-sized
Audi. It was nice, but older, definitely more of an up-and-comer type
car rather than something an established actor or a mega-star would
have. The inside smelled like fast-food and the pine-scented air
freshener that hung from the rearview mirror. I couldn't help but
smile. Every college guy I'd dated had a car that smelled the same. It
was typical bachelor with a menial type job. I suddenly realized that I
didn't know what Taylor actually did for a living. If he was only doing
local commercials, he had to have either a trust fund or a 'day-job.' I
was betting not many kids from Wisconsin had trust funds.

Before I could ask, he looked over at me and asked his own
question. “Do you have anything planned the rest of the day?”

I shook my head.

“I was wondering if you'd like to see the ocean. The sun will set in
a couple of hours and it's absolutely beautiful over the water. It's not
something you'll want to miss.”

I hesitated. I really did want to see the ocean and a sunset over
the Pacific sounded amazing, but I wasn't sure it was a good idea to be
in a car, alone, with Taylor that long. At least eating, we were in public.
I didn't want to give anyone the wrong impression.



“It's a half-hour drive,” Taylor said, as if he could read my mind.
“We'd have some time to enjoy the view, then I could get you back to
the hotel before it was even really dark. Plenty of time to rest for your
second interview.”

After another moment, I nodded. “Let's go.”



Chapter 7

The Santa Monica Pier. I'd seen it in movies, but it was even
more beautiful in real life. The ferris wheel against the backdrop of
blue sky. The sounds and smells that could only be found in a place
like this. All of it was everything I'd ever dreamed.

We walked slowly, sometimes talking, sometimes just enjoying
the setting sun. Just before the sun reached the horizon, the lights
came on, turning the pier into something almost magical. We stopped
at a distance so that I could get the entire panoramic view.

I sighed as I leaned against the railing. The smell of salt water
mingled with the other scents and I could hear the gentle lapping of
water beneath my feet. It was the week after Labor Day, so most of the
vacationers had gone home, leaving the pier virtually empty, at least
by New York standards. If you weren't pressed shoulder to shoulder
with complete strangers, it was almost empty.

I was watching the sun slowly starting to disappear when it
happened. Taylor put his hand over mine. I jerked back automatically,
turning towards him.

“What do you think you're doing?”

He shrugged, giving me a grin that I was fairly certain he was
used to charming the pants off of women. If I hadn't wanted this job so
badly, it might've worked for me, too.

“Maybe I'm off here, but I could've sworn I was sensing some
attraction.”

Dammit. I hadn't been as careful as I'd thought.

“I was under the impression that you liked me.”

I sighed again, this time not out of contentment. “I do like you,” I



confessed. “But you're a client of Mirage. I can't date a potential
client.” I laughed. “Look, if this was New York and I'd met you there
with no strings attached, or even here under different circumstances, I
totally would've jumped your bones. But I'm trying to make something
of this opportunity, not just continue on as if I was back home.” I gave
him an apologetic smile. “Sorry.”

He took a step towards me, closing the distance down to just a
foot between us. “Come on, Krissy.” His gaze was heated as it ran
down my body and back up again. “I'm just one small client with
Mirage, not even close to their top one hundred. They don't give a shit
about whether or not we hook up.” He reached out and ran the tip of
his finger down my arm. “I swear, I won't say a word. No one will ever
know.”

“I'm sorry, Taylor.” I kept my voice cool and firm. “It's not going
to happen.” I turned my back on him to watch the rest of the sunset. I
really hoped he'd take the hint because I wanted to enjoy my view for a
bit longer.

He was silent as he moved to stand next to me, but I didn't sense
any animosity, which was good. He kept a respectful distance as we
finished watching the sunset and I was able to relax and let myself
absorb the beauty of what I was seeing. We stayed standing there for
several minutes after the last sliver of sun had disappeared, waiting for
the first of the stars to begin to come out. The lights from the Pier kept
them from being as bright as I knew they'd be out in the country, but it
was still far more than I'd ever seen in New York or Chicago.

Finally, I pushed back from the rail and broke the silence. “I
should be getting back.”

He nodded and flashed me a polite smile that made me feel like
perhaps things would be okay between us. That was good. As bad as it
would be to date a client, I had a feeling Mirage wouldn't look too
fondly on a client being pissed at me either.

We made small talk on the ride back to my hotel, keeping it light



and nothing personal. By the time he pulled up in front of the hotel, I
had regained the sense of wonder I'd had when I'd first stepped off the
plane.

“So,” he said as he flashed that beautiful white smile again,
“What do you say to a night-cap in the bar?” He winked at me. “Or in
your suite?”

He was like a dog with a bone.

“You're super cute and very persistent.” I kept my voice polite.
“But I can't do this. You're a client and I'm taking this job opportunity
very seriously.”

If anything, his grin widened. “But what if you don't get the job?”

Now I was annoyed. Persistence was one thing, but if he kept
pushing it, even his pretty face and rock-hard body weren't going to be
enough to keep me from saying something I'd regret. “If I don't get the
job and you're ever in New York, look me up.” I opened the door. “I'm
sure you'd be fun for a couple days.” I didn't wait to hear a response,
but rather climbed out of the car and headed for the front doors.

I really hoped that put an end to it. I so didn't need a client
stalker.



Chapter 8

This time when I was called out of the reception area, I was taken
to the elevator I'd seen yesterday. The receptionist didn't say a word as
we reached the second floor and the doors opened. She just gestured
for me to go ahead without her. Based on what I'd seen yesterday with
Mr. Ricci, I had a feeling he was the type of man who appreciated a
strong woman. At least professionally. Something about him told me
that in his personal life, it might be a bit different.

I stepped off the elevator and knocked on the heavy wooden door
now directly in front of me.

“Come in.” An annoyingly familiar voice came from the other
side of the door.

As I stepped inside, I saw that DeVon's office didn't look like the
rest of the building. Instead of glass and metal, his office was dark with
a heavy curtain covering what must have been a window at his back.
He had heavy wooden furniture that matched the door I'd knocked on.
The color scheme was dark brown and a deep red that almost looked
like blood. It looked like something out of a Godfather movie. Or a
vampire flick.

DeVon was sitting behind his desk and didn't get up when I
closed the door behind me. I really hoped that wasn’t his normal way
of behaving and he wasn't only being an ass to me because of
yesterday. I walked towards him, waiting for him to look up from the
paper he was reading and greet me. He didn't. In fact, all he did was
point to one of the chairs in front of the desk.

I was tempted to take the other one, just to see what he'd do, but
I didn't. As much as he annoyed me, being intentionally antagonistic
wasn't a good idea. No matter how much I wanted to.

I crossed one leg over the other, folded my hands in my lap and



waited. I was normally impatient and impulsive, at least according to
my friends, but when it came to a battle of the wills and sheer
stubbornness, winning trumped everything else.

Finally, after what was probably a good ten minutes, he closed
the paper and set it aside. His expression was unreadable as he looked
at me. “Krissy Jensen, I liked how you handled the situation
yesterday.”

Apparently, he didn't believe in opening with small talk. That
was fine with me. The less time I had to spend with him, the better. He
might have been pretty to look at, but I wasn't fond of the attitude.

“That was a test, you know.”

No shit. I didn't say that, of course. “I figured that much. A little
unusual, I must say.” Carrie would've been proud of my self-control.

“What can I say?” He shrugged. “I do things differently.” His eyes
narrowed, studying me. “I don't like fake people and this town has too
many of them already. I want one hundred percent honesty and trust
from all my employees. In return, I don't bullshit them, either.” He
rested his hands on his desk. “Do you think you can do that? Be honest
no matter what?”

That was an easy one for me to answer. “Absolutely. And I
couldn't agree more. I hate liars.”

He was silent for several minutes and I could feel his eyes boring
into me, like he was trying to read something deep inside and
determine if I was telling the truth. I tried very hard not to fidget. I'd
never been very good at sitting still and his heavy gaze wasn't making
it any easier.

Finally, he spoke. “I'm not so sure you can be completely honest.”
He leaned back in his chair and set his elbows on the armrests. He
pressed his fingertips together and peered at me over them. “How do I
know you're not just saying that to get the job?”

I tried not to take offense at the question. He had a right to be



suspicious. Some people would've had a problem promising honesty
and actually delivering. For me, I actually liked that he required it. In
fact, his statement about liars was probably the first thing I actually
liked about him.

“I would say to trust me, but if you don't believe I'm telling the
truth, it doesn't matter what I say.”

He inclined his head, leading me to believe he approved of my
answer. “I could conduct the interview in an...unusual way to
determine if you will provide me with answers you believe I will want
to hear or if you will answer honestly, no matter what you think my
opinion will be.”

That sounded like a very bad idea.

“I have found,” he continued, “that if I ask questions of a
personal nature – a very personal nature – I can determine if they are
lying or not.”

Yeah, agreeing to this 'unusual' interview was definitely not a
good idea.

“A benefit of this will be that I will be able to provide you with a
yes or no regarding the job once we are finished.”

He was tempting my impatience, but that wasn't the main reason
I wanted to agree. He'd caught me off guard yesterday, and while I'd
managed to recover nicely, he'd still shocked me. I had a feeling
whatever he was going to ask would be sexually loaded and he wanted
to see if I'd crack. It wasn't just about honesty. It was about seeing if I
could handle the pressure of working in a place like this. Whether I got
the job or not, I was determined to let him know that he couldn't break
me.

“All right,” I agreed.

I could see a pleased light in his eyes for a brief second before it
was gone again.



“My questions will deal with things that you may not feel are
appropriate for a work situation, and I will not take kindly should you
decide to complain after having agreed to this interview.” His tone was
sharp as he gave me the warning.

“I'm waiting for the first question,” I said mildly. No way was I
backing down.

He chuckled. “Then we begin.” He crossed one long leg over the
other. “Are you a virgin?”

I almost rolled my eyes, but remembered that I needed to keep it
professional, no matter how unprofessional the questions were. “No.”

“What were the circumstances surrounding your first sexual
encounter?”

One side of my mouth quirked up. “I was fifteen and my
boyfriend and I did it in the back of his car.” I raised an eyebrow as if
to ask him if that was all he had.

“And your most recent sexual encounter?” He didn't react to
either my answer or my change in facial expression.

“I hooked up with a guy at my friend's burlesque club. I think his
name was Frank.” If that didn't tell him I had no problem being
honest, I didn't know what would.

“Do you make a habit of fucking strangers?”

Okay, so that's how we were going to play it.

“I do it sometimes, but I wouldn't consider it a habit,” I admitted.
I'd never been ashamed of my sex life and I wasn't about to begin now.

“But you refused to join me yesterday.”

“That's not a question,” I retorted.

This time, his lips definitely twitched. “You're right. My question
then: what was the reason for declining my invitation?”



I almost cringed. He wanted me to be honest, but I knew he
wasn't going to like my answer. “Two reasons. One, I don't fuck my
boss, or potential boss. Two, you were being an asshole.”

He did smile this time and it was all I could do not to smile in
response.

“Have you ever slept with someone you worked with?”

I nodded. “Co-workers, yes, but never someone in a position
above or below me.” I bit back a laugh at the obvious joke there.

“Have you ever had sex with someone in exchange for a favor?”

I frowned. “Does sleeping with my college tutor count?” When
DeVon didn't answer, I clarified, “That wasn't how I paid him. It was
more like a bonus...for both of us. But, no, I don't ask for things in
return for sex.”

He nodded, but I couldn't tell what he thought about my answer.
“Have you ever dated a client?”

I noticed the change in verb but didn't ask about it. “It depends
on your definition of client.”

“Spoken like a true lawyer,” he said.

“I haven't slept with or dated anyone who was my direct client,” I
answered. “But I have had relationships with men who were clients of
other lawyers in the firm where I worked.”

“You understand that this is not acceptable at Mirage,” he said,
his tone almost scolding.

My temper flared. How dare he talk to me like he was on some
high moral ground? I didn't snap at him, though. Instead, I said,
“Completely. I would never consider propositioning anyone involved
with the company or accepting a proposition from someone Mirage
represents.”

A flash of amusement crossed his features and I knew he'd



understood my dig at his behavior yesterday. “Do you consider
yourself sexually adventurous?”

I couldn't quite stop myself from being a bit saucy in return. “I'm
always open to new experiences.”

“Good to know.”

I shifted in my seat as I felt a sudden zing of arousal. Dammit. I
didn't care how sexy his voice sounded when he'd said that. He was
going to be my boss. And he was an asshole. Both reasons why I hadn't
slept with him yesterday were still applicable today.

“Do you have any problems taking orders?”

That question made me blink because I wasn't entirely sure if he
was still asking sexual questions or if he'd switched to more job
relevant inquiries since he was satisfied I was telling the truth.
Something in his dark eyes told me that his question wasn't entirely
innocent.

Two could play at that game.

“It depends on who gives them,” I answered coolly. “I'm no
pushover, but I also don't have a problem obeying someone in charge.
If he's worthy.”

This time, DeVon was the one shifting in his chair. He made it
look like he was just switching legs, but I had a feeling it was actually
something else. The air had a thickness to it that hadn't been there a
moment ago.

“Are you willing to accept...consequences for wrong behavior?”

“As long as the required behavior and all possible consequences
are spelled out beforehand.” I was now very sure that he was lacing his
questions with double meaning and I fed my answers out the same
way. “I don't think it's right to expect behavior that isn't explained.”

He nodded, and I could see that he agreed. He leaned forward
and rested his hands on his desk again. “It seems to me that you were



indeed telling the truth. I have to consult with Mr. Duncan, but we will
have answer for you tomorrow before you fly home.”

Once again, my mouth decided to act before my brain could
intervene. “Who's being dishonest now? You told me if I went along
with your interview, you'd tell me yes or no at the end of it.”

He smiled, and I wondered if that had been another test, one to
see if I was willing to hold others to the same standard to which I was
being held. “I did promise that,” he said. “Perhaps I was too hasty.
What I can tell you is that your answers mean you're still in the
running. Had I not been pleased with what you said, I would've just
told you no and sent you home.”

He picked up his paper again and I knew the interview was over.
I stood. I would just have to be satisfied with what he gave me. My
stomach gave a little twist as my brain automatically translated my
innocent statement into an innuendo. Shit. His questioning had got
me thinking that way and now it was going to take forever to stop.

I really disliked that man.



Chapter 9

I was considering heading back down to Sunset Plaza for lunch
again but as soon as I stepped into the hotel lobby, I knew I was going
to have to go somewhere else, just to avoid the awkward moment I was
currently experiencing as Taylor beamed at me from where he was
leaning against the front desk.

“Krissy.” He took a step forward. “I just got an invite to this fancy
party in the Hills tonight and was wondering if you wanted to come
with me.”

I was shaking my head before he'd even finished speaking. “No.”

He held up his hands in a gesture of surrender. “It's not a date. I
was just thinking that you might want to come because there are going
to be a lot of actors and potential clients. It'll be a great chance to
mingle.” He added, “Think of how good it'll look when you get the job
if you already know the names of clients as they come in.”

He had a point. I crossed my arms and gave him a stern look. “All
right,” I said. “I'll go.” He opened his mouth to speak and I held up a
finger. “Only if you stop flirting.”

He grinned. “I can't promise anything one hundred percent,
especially if I get some alcohol in my system, but I'll do my best.”

A try was probably the best I could hope for. I nodded. “Okay.”

“Great!” He turned and did that thing where he was walking
backwards and talking to me at the same time. I'd seen it on movies
but didn't think anyone actually did it. “I'll pick you up a little before
eight. We want to make an entrance, after all.”

I couldn't believe I was going to my first Hollywood party! I
smiled so widely that it hurt my mouth. This was going to be amazing!
I took two steps towards the elevator and realized that I didn't have



anything to wear. I'd brought a business outfit for a second interview,
comfortable clothes for the flight home tomorrow and two cute dresses
for sight-seeing. None of those were going to be right for a party in the
Hills. I should've brought my green dress, the one Carrie referred to as
Christmas ribbon.

I looked at the concierge. “Is the car available?”

He nodded. “Any specific destination in mind, Miss Jensen?”

I smiled again. I was going to fulfill another of my fantasies. A
Beverly Hills shopping trip.

When I told the driver where I wanted to go, my day got even
better. His sister worked at Barneys. That was exactly what I needed.
Someone in the know of what was hot in Hollywood right now. On the
ride over, the driver told me all about Jamie and how she was working
towards becoming a fashion designer. Like I'd said before. Hollywood
was where everyone wanted to be something else.

The moment I stepped into the store, I felt like I was in heaven.
I'd gone to one of the most elite boutiques in New York with Carrie,
but that had been different. Even though Gavin had bought me
something, we'd been shopping for her. Today was all about me.

“Miss Jensen?” A cute little thing with strawberry blond curls
came bounding up to me. I could tell she was one of those people who
always had too much energy and never walked anywhere. She also
looked like she was twelve, even though I'd been told she was
nineteen.

“Jamie.” I smiled at her.

“My brother said you were going to a party in the Hills?”

I nodded.

“I have just the thing.” She motioned for me to follow her. “We
just got this in today. In fact, we're not even technically done putting
them on the floor yet.”



I was starting to have my doubts about the young woman's ability
to pick a dress as we passed gorgeous dress after gorgeous dress. Then
she stopped in front of the most beautiful dress I'd ever seen.

“I had a couple in mind since I didn't know what your coloring
was, but as soon as I saw you, I knew this would be perfect.”

I had to agree. If it looked as good on me as I thought it was
going to, Jamie had just outdone herself. She handed it to me and
pointed me to the dressing rooms. I maneuvered into the slinky
garment and zipped up the side. It fit like a glove.

I turned so I could see my reflection. The hem hit me at a little
above mid-thigh, high enough that I knew I was going to have to be
careful how I moved or I'd flash someone. The neckline plunged down
between my breasts, revealing quite a bit of flesh without being tacky.
The color was a rich purple that brought out the blue-black highlights
in my hair. I'd never been so in love with a dress in my life.

I stepped out and Jamie voiced her approval. Then I saw the
price tag and my stomach sank. Four hundred dollars. I couldn't afford
that.

“I'll give you my discount,” Jamie said, correctly interpreting my
expression. “It's thirty percent off.”

I made a face. That was still a lot of money.

“You look amazing in that dress,” Jamie said. “I can show you
other ones that will look good on you, but nothing like that one.”

She was right. I looked at the number again. I had spent more
than that on shoes before. I made up my mind. “I'll take it.”

Jamie let out a squeal of delight and I couldn't help but laugh.
She was adorable.

We chatted as she rang me up and continued to talk on my way
out to the car. She talked to him then for several minutes before he
was able to remind her that they were both still working. She took his



gentle reminder in good stride and waved at us as we drove away.

“Back to the hotel,” I said. I would order room service so I could
take my time getting ready. I was going to make sure that I was
nothing short of breath-taking tonight. It would be my first impression
on some of Hollywood and I wanted it to be a good one.



Chapter 10

I had to admit that I was a little nervous. New York was big and
busy, full of interesting and exciting people, but LA was different. I
knew I was hot. I'd had men and women telling me that since I hit
puberty, but this was the place where all of the beautiful people
gathered. But, when I saw the expression on Taylor's face when I met
him outside the hotel, my confidence was bolstered. Jamie had
definitely picked the right dress.

Now I just had to focus on not looking like the wide-eyed
newcomer, completely mesmerized by the glam and glitter. When we
pulled up in front of a pair of massive iron gates, it was more difficult
than I'd expected not to gawk. I'd grown up with money, but there was
a huge difference between the elegant old money of Chicago high
society and Hollywood money. I mean, my family had a couple maids
and groundskeepers, and we had a driver because my mom hated
driving herself, but the way high society showed their wealth was in art
and with charity. This was definitely flashier. First of all, there was a
valet waiting.

Taylor grinned. “It's typical for parties in the Hills to have valet
service, especially the ones on these windy, narrow roads.”

I nodded. That actually made sense. It didn't make it less
impressive, but at least I knew it wasn't just some sort of pretentious
thing. Taylor and I walked up to the large, muscular man who stood in
front of the gates. Bar or mansion, there was no mistaking a bouncer.
Taylor gave the man his name and introduced me as his plus one. I
bristled, but didn't contradict him. Now that I was here, I wanted to go
inside.

The bouncer nodded and the lock on the gates clicked. He
pushed them open and we started up the driveway. It wasn't a long
one, but it had a curve that kept the house from sight until we went



around it. As soon as I saw it, I corrected my mental labeling of the
place as a house. This was a mansion.

In New York, the rich lived in expensive lofts and had homes in
the Hamptons. In Chicago, it was very similar. My family owned a
house in the city and three vacation homes that included a cottage in
Maine, a beach house in North Carolina and a villa in Italy. Our main
house was one of the bigger ones in our affluent neighborhood, but it
couldn't truly be called a mansion. In fact, it was half the size of this
one. All columns and arches, some impressive architecture that I had
no name for, and landscaping that had to cost more than my entire
firm made in a year. As Taylor and I stepped inside the mansion, we
were treated to a breathtaking view of the city lights through a
panoramic glass wall, and waiters carrying finger food weaving
between all of the beautiful people.

I was so busy staring at everything that I didn't see the waitress
heading my way until her arm hit mine. I side-stepped, narrowly
avoiding getting something that looked like caviar all over my dress.
The tray crashed to the ground, spraying food across the floor.

“I am so sorry!” The waitress was a cute little blonde who looked
a little younger than me. Her face was red and her eyes were wide, one
of those 'deer-in-headlights' expressions on her face. “Damnit! So
stupid!”

“It's okay,” I tried saying.

“No, no it's not.” She was shaking her head and I could see tears
forming in her dark eyes. She looked up at me. “Please don't tell my
boss. I'm so sorry. Please don't tell him. He'll fire me.”

“Hey, it's okay.” I put my hand on her shoulder, hoping the
contact would break through. “No harm done.”

A look of relief washed over her face and I started to smile.

“Elise!”

Her face fell and I turned towards the voice. A man was striding



towards us, his face red with anger. He got in the girl's face, his eyes
narrowed.

“Go get your things, you're done!” He didn't even bother trying to
keep his voice down.

“It was my fault.” The words popped out of my mouth and I went
with it. “I wasn't watching where I was going and I bumped into her.” I
gave the man what I hoped was a sheepish-looking smile. “Sorry.”

The man looked at me for a moment, as if trying to decide if he
wanted to believe me, then he shook his head and turned back to Elise.
He scowled at her, but his voice was back at a normal level when he
spoke again. “Clean up the mess and get back to work. There are
plenty more trays to be handed out.”

Elise waited until the man was out of earshot, then said, “Thank
you for covering for me.”

I shrugged. “Anytime.” I shot a glance at the man's back as he
disappeared back through the door he'd come through. “What an
asshole.”

Elise gave me a brief smile. “Good luck.”

Before I could ask what she meant, she hurried away,
presumably to find something to clean up with. Did she think the guy
was going to come back and call me a liar?

I didn't have time to think about it anymore, though, because the
music had changed and Taylor grabbed my hand and pulled me
towards the dance floor. If there was one place I felt comfortable
around a bunch of gorgeous strangers, it was on the dance floor. Some
of the women here might've been prettier than me, but I knew I could
dance, and not just well, but good enough to have all of the straight
men and more than a few women thinking about what it would be like
to get me in bed.

For an hour, I forgot about everything else but the club music
pounding around me. I danced with Taylor, but let myself move



around as well, turning around to move with one stranger, then
another. Never touching, always just out of reach. The air was electric
and I'd never felt so alive.

“I need some air,” Taylor practically shouted in my ear.

I nodded and let him lead me outside. For people who lived in
rural areas, the one-acre backyard might not have seemed that big, but
for someone who'd lived in Chicago and then New York, it was huge,
and absolutely gorgeous.

Taylor started down the stairs and I fell in step next to him. We
walked along a stone path that curved through the grass, heading for
the fence at the far end.

“What do you think?” he asked.

“It's beautiful,” I answered, craning my neck to see the stars. It
was too bright to see them all, but I could still see them better than I
could back home.

“You're beautiful.”

I looked over at him, opening my mouth to tell him that he
couldn't say things like that.

“I can't explain it,” he said before I could speak. “I'm drawn to
you.”

He reached out and grabbed my hand, his fingers warm as they
curled around mine. I knew I should pull away, but I was frozen to the
spot. Then he was leaning towards me and, for a brief moment, I was
tempted. He was so hot and his lips looked so soft. I wanted to know if
he was as good a kisser as I thought he would be. What harm would
there be in one kiss?

I sighed and took a step back, taking my hand from his. “You
promised,” I said. I had to look away so he couldn't see how close I'd
been to letting him kiss me.

“Come on, Krissy,” he coaxed. “Why are you doing this? I know



you want it, too.”

Apparently I hadn't looked away fast enough. I turned back
towards him. “Maybe I do,” I admitted. “But I can't. You're Mirage's
client and there's a strict policy about not dating clients. You know
that.”

I didn't add that if I didn't get the job, I just might call him up
and take him for a ride or two. At least then I'd get something good out
of this trip. I looked over towards the pool just as a couple guests
stripped off their tops and jumped in.

“I should get back,” I said. “I have a final interview tomorrow and
I don't want to screw anything up.”

Taylor sighed and I could hear the disappointment. “Come on,
I'll take you back.”

The ride back to my hotel was quiet and a little awkward, but at
least Taylor didn't try anything. If I got the job, I'd be able to get past
the flirtations and the almost-kiss, but if he tried again, we might have
a problem if I had to work with him in the future.

He pulled up in front of the hotel and put the car in park so he
could turn to face me. I really hoped he wasn't going to make a pass
after having come all this way without one. I wasn't sure how many
rejections he could take before he'd get mad.

“I hope you get the job,” he said sincerely.

“Thank you,” I replied, startled. That had been nice of him. I got
out of the car.

As I moved to shut the door, he spoke again, “I'd like it if you
stuck around.”

He waited until I reached the hotel doors before he drove away.
Maybe he was more than a gentleman than I'd given him credit for. I
smiled as I rode the elevator up to my room. After my encounter with
Mr. Ricci, I hadn't been sure those existed anymore.



Chapter 11

You'd think that the third time I found myself sitting in the lobby
of Mirage Talent, I'd be less nervous, but that wasn't the case. My
plane was leaving in an hour and I'd gotten a call from one of the
receptionists saying that I needed to come in for a third interview, at
which time a decision would be made. I wasn't just nervous, though; I
was pissed. After all the shit DeVon Ricci had pulled and all his talk
about honesty, he was jerking me around, asking me to come in again
rather than just telling me what he and Mr. Duncan had decided.

“Mr. Ricci will see you now.” The receptionist's tone told me that
she'd had to repeat herself. She waited for me to stand and then
followed me to the elevator. “He said to go ahead in without
knocking.” She gave me a polite smile. “Good luck.”

I scrubbed my palms against my hips as I waited for the elevator
to reach the next floor. I didn't like the idea of walking into Mr. Ricci's
office without knocking, especially not after what I'd found in my hotel
room. For all I knew, he'd be in there with one or both of those women
again, maybe doing more than he'd been doing before. Snapshots
flipped through my brain of DeVon fucking those two women in a
variety of positions. Then they disappeared and it was just him,
waiting for me.

“Damnit,” I swore softly. I didn't want to think about Mr. Ricci
that way, even if I didn't get the job. My friends often told me that I
had shit taste in men, but even I wasn't dumb enough to fall for
someone like that.

When the doors opened, I lifted my chin and walked out, exuding
my usual confidence. If I couldn't get rid of the nerves, I could at least
pretend I didn't feel them. I didn't even hesitate as I opened the door.
Hesitation would've made me think twice, and I didn't want that. I had
to pretend I was even more confident than I felt.



The room was fairly dark, thanks to the curtains being drawn,
but this time, the chair behind the desk was empty. The whole room
was empty. I didn't let it stop me. I walked over to the chair where I'd
sat before and took a seat, crossing my ankles and waiting.

After a few seconds, I heard a toilet flush and a door to my right
opened. Mr. Ricci appeared, his face impossible to read.

“Ms. Jensen, so glad you could come again.”

Like I'd really had a choice if I wanted the job.

“I would tell you to sit down, but I can see you already helped
yourself.”

It was on the tip of my tongue to retort that if he'd really been
that concerned about me sitting on my own, he should've been here
when I came in, or waited until he really was ready for me to have the
receptionist send me up. I didn't say either of those things, however. I
wasn't going to give him the satisfaction of knowing he'd pushed my
buttons.

We sat in silence for a few minutes and I wondered if he was
waiting for me to break. I thought I'd proven before that I was patient.

“Congratulations,” he said suddenly. “You're hired.”

I stared at him for a second, confused. “Excuse me? I'm hired?
What about that third interview your receptionist mentioned?”

He met my eyes and I felt a little thrill go through me. “That was
last night.” His lips curved into an enigmatic little smile.

Now I was really confused.

“At my house,” he explained without waiting for me to ask. “You
passed all the tests.” He pressed his fingertips together in front of him.
“I liked how you called that prick of a waiter an asshole. After all, he
almost fired that poor actress wanna-be simply because she spilled
some food.” He chuckled, as if the entire thing amused him.



“Your house?” I said, my voice sounding faint in my ears. He'd
played me? “That whole thing was a set-up? You were behind it all?
Made her bump into me?”

He raised an eyebrow. “I had to see what you would do in a
situation like that.” He added, “You did well.”

I scowled. He'd embarrassed me, almost ruined my new dress,
and all for what? What kind of interview was that? She was just
applying for an associate position in the legal department, not trying
to become CEO. Suddenly, what he'd said clicked. I tried not to sound
as pissed as I was, and it wasn't easy. “You said I passed ALL the tests.
What else was there?”

He looked pleased that I'd asked. “Taylor, of course. He's another
wanna-be actor I hired to try to seduce you.”

My stomach dropped even as my temper flared. He'd hired
Taylor to try to seduce me? How fucking humiliating! If a guy wasn't
attracted to me, that was fine, but to have someone be hired to pretend
to be into me...It was one thing too many.

I stood and turned towards the door, fully intending to storm out
and slam the door behind me for good measure. I was almost close
enough to reach the doorknob when he stepped between me and the
door. I had too much momentum and ended up only a few inches away
from DeVon when I stopped.

“If you leave this office, you go home,” he warned. I could feel the
tension between us thicken, making it hard to breathe.

“Fine,” I snapped. I tried to reach around him, but he was
blocking the doorknob.

“Let me explain.”

I looked up at him, only now realizing just how big he was. He
had to be at least six three, if not taller, and I knew that under his
expensive and well-tailored suit was a lean, but defined chest. He was
way too close, but I wasn't going to back down. “There's nothing to



explain. You're a narcissistic prick.” And there went the job offer, but I
didn't care. I'd only said the truth.

His eyes hardened, turning cold. “We all look after ourselves
first. Even you.”

My fingers curled into fists as I resisted the urge to slap him.
How dare he tell me what I would and wouldn't do! “Not if it means
hurting someone else.”

He laughed and the sound was bitter. “You can stop pretending.
You already got the job.”

“I said I'd be honest, remember?” I snapped back. “And you can
shove your job. I can find an associate's position somewhere else.”

One side of his mouth tipped up in a smile. “I'm not offering
some little position in the legal department. Do you really think I'd go
though all of this if you were just going to work for Duncan?”

I took a step back. Being too close to him was messing with me. I
had no idea what he was talking about.

“You'll be working for me.”

I laughed, shaking my head. “As your assistant? No thanks.” I
stepped to the side and reached for the doorknob again. He'd moved
just enough so that I could reach it.

He grabbed my arm and it was like a jolt of electricity went
through me. I'd never had my body react to a simple touch that way
and I told myself it was just because tensions were running high.

“You wouldn't be my assistant, Krissy.”

I swallowed hard as he said my first name. I liked the way it
sounded more than I wanted to.

He continued, “You'd be an associate, but one who was being
groomed to become a partner in a few years. Your starting salary
would be a hundred and twenty thousand dollars a year.”



He let go of my arm but I didn't move. I was too shocked to do
anything but stand there. He walked back to his desk, nothing in his
demeanor to hint at what had just happened.

“Be here tomorrow at nine a.m. We'll discuss closing your affairs
in New York then.”

I opened the door and walked to the elevator without a word.
What the hell had just happened?



Chapter 12

DEVON

I paced from one end of the room to the other, my entire body
tense. I'd come back from my late lunch to find that I'd missed three
calls from a director saying that one of Mirage's clients had shown up
to set late, drunk or high. Now the movie was behind schedule and the
director was pissed. The fact that it had gotten to me meant that one of
my people wasn't doing his or her job right. Rather than call the
director and try to smooth things over – which wasn't my fucking job
– I was currently tearing the actor's manager a new one.

“I don't care if you have to clean up his vomit, shower and dress
him to get him to the set ready to go. You fix this, or you won't only be
fired, you'll find yourself blackballed from every agency in town. You
won't be able to book a porn star for Blow-job Betty 6, you understand
me?”

I saw the door open and turned towards it. Duncan came in,
giving me an impatient gesture that said he wanted to talk.

“Can you wait a fucking second?” I snapped at him.

“What?” The manager on the other end of my bluetooth now
sounded confused as well as scared.

“Not you,” I said. “You do whatever you need to do to make sure
your client does his fucking job or we're through with him, too. Pretty-
boy actors are a dime a dozen in this city. You tell him that if he fucks
up again, he'll be bottoming in gay porn again to pay his rent.”

I hung up before my almost-ex-employee could say anything and
then turned towards Duncan. He didn't even wait for me to ask him
what he wanted, which pissed me off almost as much as what he had
to say.



“I hear you offered the job to Ms. Jensen. You didn't think it
would be a good idea to discuss it with me first, since she'll be working
for me?” His tone was terse.

“Calm down,” I said as I sat down in my chair. I motioned to one
of the chairs but Duncan stayed standing. “I didn't hire Ms. Jensen for
your position. You can have your boring little what's-her-name. I have
other plans for Ms. Jensen.”

Duncan's eyes narrowed. “Like what? Your mistress?”

I laughed. “Do you honestly think I need to pay women to have
sex with me?” I shook my head. “Besides, I don't shit where I eat.” My
smiled faded. “Now get the fuck out of my office.”

I leaned forward and pressed my intercom. “Monica, get Clark
Morris from ACU Pictures on the phone.” I had damage control. I
glanced up and saw that Duncan was still standing there, staring at
me, his mouth hanging open as if what I'd said had shocked him.
“You're still here? Don't you have work to do?”

Duncan's jaw snapped shut and he turned and hurried away.

I leaned back in my chair, waiting for Morris. I wasn't thinking
about Clark Morris, though. I was thinking about my newest hire.
Krissy Jensen. I liked the way her name felt in my mouth, like it was
meant for me to say.

She hadn't said yes to the offer, and she had walked off without
acknowledging my instructions to come in tomorrow, but I knew she'd
accept. No one in their right mind would turn down an opportunity
like this. And no one said no to me.

A part of me wondered if Krissy would be the exception to that
rule. The idea of this beautiful woman being strong enough to go toe-
to-toe with me turned me on. She was the kind of woman a man like
me dreamed about. My cock hardened at the thought of doing exactly
what I'd said I wouldn't do and taking my relationship with Krissy far
beyond employer / employee.



Fuck. Just the thought of her on her knees, her calling me Sir and
Master, taking her against a wall hard and fast...

I grabbed my cell phone and scrolled through my contacts until I
found the one I wanted.

“Hello?” The woman's voice was sultry even with that single
word.

I didn't bother with any pleasantries or greetings. “Meet me at
our usual place in an hour. I need a release.”



Chapter 13

KRISSY

He made me miss my fucking plane. I'd been so rattled when I'd
arrived at the airport with barely enough time to get through security
that I'd gone to the wrong gate. And even better than that, there wasn't
another normal flight out until tomorrow afternoon. I was supposed to
be back in the office tomorrow, ready to tell Mimi if I was putting in
my two week notice or not. I had two options. I could take the redeye
that left later that evening or call Mimi and tell her that I'd missed my
flight and take an extra day's vacation, which would mean going back
to the hotel to see if I could have my room back, or trying to find
another one on my own dime. After what I'd said to Mr. Ricci, there
was no way he could be serious about me still having the job.

And losing it didn't bother me at all. I didn't want to work with
someone who'd told me he valued honesty, then lied about everything.
He'd played me, manipulating the situation, trying to provoke
whatever response it was his twisted little mind wanted. I still couldn't
believe he'd hired Taylor to try to seduce me. I had to give Taylor
credit for being convincing, I thought bitterly. I'd really thought he
wanted me and finding out that it had all been a lie hurt.

I couldn't work with a person who cared that little about other
people's feelings. Most people thought divorce lawyers were vicious,
sharks who attacked when they smelled blood in the water. DeVon
made us seem like cuddly puppies.

I bought my redeye ticket and went to the bar to wait. I had some
time to kill, but I didn't want to risk being late again. Having a couple
drinks while I called Carrie to ask her to pick me up sounded like a
good idea.

“I thought you'd be in the air now,” Carrie said as soon as she



answered.

She sounded out of breath and I wondered if she was busy
moving boxes in her new office or if she and Gavin were enjoying their
more flexible schedule to have a bit of afternoon fun.

“I missed my flight,” I said. “But I'm catching the redeye home.”

“What's wrong?” Her tone changed immediately. “You sound
upset.”

“Pissed about my flight,” I said.

“You didn't get the job.” Carrie wasn't fooled by my explanation.

I sighed and took a sip of the drink I'd ordered. I wanted to down
it in one go, but I had some time to kill and if I drank like that the
whole time, I'd have to be carried onto the plane.

“No, I got it,” I said. “But I can't work for someone like that. He's
a total perv.”

“A perv?” Now Carrie sounded mad as well as concerned and I
mentally scolded myself. I should've known better. She was going to
think DeVon was like our former client, Howard Weiss, who'd used
and abused women before selling them as sex slaves. “What
happened?”

“It's not what you think,” I said. “But he's an ass. I'll tell you the
whole story when I see you.” And now came the real reason for my call.
“Can you pick me up?”

“Sure,” Carrie agreed. “What time will you be in?”

“Three in the morning.”

“Shit,” she grumbled. “Guess it's a good thing I'm my own boss,
right? I'll be there.”

“Thanks, Carrie,” I said.

“No problem. I'll see you then.”



We ended the call and I turned to the serious business of
drinking and reading a new romance novel I'd downloaded a couple
days ago. That, at least, should keep me distracted enough not to get
too wasted. I just wanted to take the edge off, not be black-out drunk.

I was pleasantly buzzed by the time I was supposed to board the
plane. I could walk without stumbling, speak without slurring my
words, but I also wasn't feeling much of the tension from the past few
days. Unfortunately, I wasn't relaxed enough to sleep on the plane.
Every time I'd close my eyes, I'd get these images. Taylor trying to kiss
me. DeVon on the couch in my hotel room, his shirt open enough to
expose his six pack. The admiration in Taylor's eyes when he'd seen
me in that dress. The heat in DeVon's eyes when he'd stopped me from
leaving his office. None of these made for a pleasant flight.

I was exhausted by the time the plane landed and hoped that
Carrie wasn't running late. I just wanted to go home and sleep. As
soon as I stepped outside, I saw her car and gave a sigh of relief. I
tossed my bag in the back and climbed into the passenger's seat. She
leaned over to give me a quick hug before speaking.

“Spill.”

I didn't need her to clarify. I knew what she wanted to know. She
started to drive and I started to talk. I was tired enough that what little
filter I had between my brain and my mouth was gone, so I didn't hold
anything back, including every detail of what I'd seen in my hotel room
and the whole elaborate interview scheme. It wasn't until she started
laughing that I realized how completely insane it all sounded.

“Wow,” she said when I finished. “He's completely crazy.”

I had to laugh at that. She was right.

“But,” she continued. “That probably makes him normal for
Hollywood, right? We've all heard the stories.” She grinned at me.
“Besides, I thought the crazy was part of the attraction for you.”

I glared at her, but wasn't really annoyed. This is why I needed



Carrie. She and I helped each other not to take things so seriously all
the time. “Funny,” I said. “You haven't met the guy, though.” I sighed.
I had to be honest with her. “It'd be a much easier decision if he wasn't
hot as hell. I don't think I can trust myself around him.”

Carrie's smile widened. “I can relate to that.”

I knew she could. For a while, we'd both thought Gavin was bad
news and Carrie had been torn between what she'd wanted and what
we thought was good for her.

“About the job, though,” she said. “Krissy, you have to follow
your gut, but know that an opportunity like this doesn't come around
very often. If you give this up because this DeVon guy can be kind of
an ass, or because you think he's hot, will you be able to live with that
decision?”

I didn't answer. She was right. If the job offer was still on the
table, I would've had to consider that, but I doubted Mr. Ricci was
going to keep pursuing me. Aside from the number of insults I'd
thrown at him, I'd also flown back to New York without giving him an
official answer. When I didn't show up later this morning, he'd figure
it out.

“Whatever you do, I'll support you,” Carrie said as she pulled up
in front of my building.

I nodded, thanked her for the ride and then headed upstairs. I
didn't even bother to shower or undress. I kicked off my shoes,
dropped my bag next to my bed and flopped down on the bedspread.
This time, I didn't have any problem falling asleep.

My alarm woke me far too soon and I was in a daze as I showered
and dressed. The apartment was quiet without Carrie there. Her things
were all packed and ready to go this weekend, but she stayed with
Gavin most nights anyway. She'd promised me this weekend, but a
part of me wished she'd have stayed last night. It would've been nice to
at least see her while I downed my first cup of coffee and headed out
the door.



The caffeine was starting to kick in by the time I reached the
coffee shop where I ordered my usual, but with an extra shot of
espresso. I was going to be wired, but the alternative was sleepy and
that wouldn't do. I had to prove to Mimi that I wanted to be there,
even though I'd rather be on the West Coast, working for Mirage.

Mimi was on the phone when I got there so I just waved, then
headed for my desk. Leslie and Dena smiled at me as I passed and I
knew they'd want the scoop on what had happened, but I didn't want
to go over it again just yet. I called out that I'd talk to them at lunch
and continued to my desk. Since I'd technically been on vacation, there
were memos and files waiting for me regarding cases I was assigned
to, so I had plenty to keep me busy. I began to go through them,
making a list of who I had to call back in order of importance.

I was in the middle of the list when my phone rang.

“Webster and Steinberg, Krissy Jensen speaking.”

“I thought we'd had an understanding.”

I froze. There was no way in hell that the voice on the other end
of my phone was DeVon Ricci.

“You were supposed to be in my office this morning, not back in
New York, pissing your life away as a divorce attorney.”

“What do you want?” I kept my voice low, not wanting anyone
around me to think that I was talking to a client so rudely.

“I believe I made that quite clear,” he said. “I want you.”

I swallowed hard and shifted in my seat. He shouldn't have been
able to make those three words, which were intended professionally,
sound so sensual.

“I enjoyed our little games.”

My temper flared. “Games? You think it's funny playing with
people like that? I'm not about to work for someone who manipulates



people like some sort of demented puppet-master. People aren't toys
for your amusement, jackass.”

He was silent for a minute and I thought that maybe I'd gone far
enough that he'd back off. I wasn't sure how I felt about that.

“How about I sweeten the deal?”

My eyebrows shot up. Was he serious? That's how he responded
to me being rude?

“You'll have your own office with your own PA. I'll personally
oversee your training and slowly assign clients to you as I see you're
ready.”

“Why me?” I asked the question that had been nagging at the
back of my mind since I'd gotten the offer. “Why in the world would
you make an offer like this to someone like me? I have no experience,
no qualifications.”

“You're a Columbia graduate who passed the bar,” he said. “I
wouldn't sell yourself short.”

Now he was just making fun of me. “I don't have any experience
in your field. The legal department, sure, but not as an agent.”

“You're more than qualified,” he said. “Compared to most agents,
you're overqualified. Your contract skills will help you when you're
negotiating with clients and production companies. Rather than
needing a lawyer to look over everything, you'll be able to do it all on
your own.”

Okay, he had a point there, but if that was the case, why didn't he
only hire lawyers?

He answered my question without me having to ask it. “That's
one reason, but you have other qualities that make you a valuable asset
in an agent position. You have people skills and intuition. Those
combined with your legal skills are a lethal cocktail.”

I had to admit, I was relieved that he had good reasons to want to



hire me, but I was still wary. The perks were appealing, the location
ideal and as much as I loved straight law, the position sounded like a
lot of fun. I just wasn't sure I could handle having him as my boss. It
would've been hard enough if I'd been in the legal department under
Mr. Duncan, but now Mr. Ricci was saying he'd be training me
directly.

“You have nothing to lose,” he said. “Give it a week and if you
don't like it, start looking somewhere else. No hard feelings.”

I closed my eyes. Carrie's advice floated back to me. If I turned
him down without at least trying, I'd never be able to stop wondering
'what if.'

“Okay.”

“Excellent.”

I could almost hear the smug smile.

“You start on Monday.”

“Wait, I can't,” I protested. “I have to put in a notice, give Mimi
time–”

“I've already taken care of it,” he said. “You'll spend today and
tomorrow dividing up your work and getting other associates and
paralegals up to speed. I expect to see you in my office at eight a.m.
first thing next week.”

“Oh, okay.” I wasn't sure what I was supposed to say to that. “I'll
see you then, Mr. Ricci.”

“It's DeVon,” he said before the call ended.

I sat, staring at the phone for almost a full minute. DeVon. What
the hell had I gotten myself into?



Chapter 14

Sunday morning came much too fast. I was eager to start my new
job, but there had been so much to do between Thursday morning
when I'd accepted the offer and the day my flight left. And, of course,
the hardest of all of it was saying good-bye to Carrie.

We'd already been planning to spend Friday night and all day
Saturday together, then start moving her things on Sunday so that
Monday after work, she'd go straight to Gavin's place. Correction, I
thought, her and Gavin's place. Now our last weekend together had
not only been spent finishing her packing but doing mine as well. The
sight of our apartment looking bare had bothered me more than I'd
thought it would.

I made sure I kept up a cheerful conversation as Carrie drove me
to the airport, but I didn't think she was fooled. I was trying very hard
not to cry. Her eyes were already shining with tears when she parked
the car and turned towards me.

“I can't believe you're leaving,” Carrie said. “For the past six
years, no matter what's happened, I've known I could count on you.”

“You can still count on me,” I said.

“But it's not the same,” she replied. “It was going to be weird
enough to be moving four blocks away and not seeing you at work, but
at least you would've been close enough that if I needed you, you were
right there.”

“And if you need me, I'll be back here in a heartbeat.” Tears were
burning against my eyelids. “Night or day, if you need me, call and I'll
come.”

Her tears spilled over and she grabbed me in a fierce hug. I
squeezed my eyes shut as I hugged her back, telling myself that I'd



promised not to cry. If I cried, it'd just make her cry harder, and I'd
never leave. Carrie had been my best friend, my sister, from the
moment she'd walked into our dorm room, all mousey and quiet with
her Southern accent. And now everything was changing.

Reluctantly, I pulled back. “I have to go. I can't miss my plane...
again.”

She chuckled and sniffled, wiping the backs of her hands across
her cheeks. “I'll make sure the movers don't drop anything when they
come tomorrow.”

“I just hope I have an apartment by the time they get to LA,” I
said, trying for a smile. “Living out of a moving truck probably isn't as
glamorous as it sounds.”

I got the smile I wanted.

“Gavin and I will come visit soon,” Carrie said.

“You better.” I gave her a wicked grin. “I would say if you don't,
I'd have to come spank you both, but you'd like that.”

Carrie's face turned bright red. “I never should have told you
about that.”

Before the mood could get serious again, I climbed out of the car
and pulled my bag out of the backseat. This one was bigger than the
one I'd taken before since I knew I'd be at least four or five days
without the rest of my wardrobe. I was going to be making a lot, but I
didn't have it now to spend on extra clothes.

I spent most of the flight trying to plan what I was going to do
when I landed, but every time I started, another memory from my
time in New York would make its way forward, reminding me of what I
was leaving behind.

The time Leslie, Dena, Carrie and I had crashed a wedding at
some museum. Carrie would've remembered which one. What I
remembered was the four of us running from the security guards,



carrying our heels and laughing so hard we almost got caught. That
had been my idea, a dare for Leslie that had somehow turned into all
four of us doing it.

Meeting Leslie and Dena for the first time.

The nights we'd stay in eating ice cream and watching chick-
flicks.

Getting a call at two in the morning from a broken-hearted Dena
when her high school sweetheart died in a car accident. We'd all gone
and stayed with her for two days.

The Fridays after work when we'd go to a bar or club to unwind
after a long week.

Forcing Carrie to go talk to the hottie at the bar and then seeing
how happy she was with him.

By the time I arrived at LAX, I was emotionally wrung out. No
one was waiting for me this time, which wasn't surprising since I
hadn't told anyone when I was coming in, but I was glad. I didn't want
to have to pretend to put on a happy face, even for a company driver.

I stood with everyone else who was trying to get a cab and when I
got in, I gave the driver the address to Hotel Hollywood. I'd considered
going back to the hotel where the company had put me up, but they
cost three hundred and fifty dollars a night, even in their least
expensive room. Since I wasn't sure how many nights I was going to
stay, I'd opted for something nice, but less expensive. My first
paycheck wouldn't be coming until the end of the month, and while
that would take care of any financial issues, right now I only had my
savings, which was enough for a deposit and the first couple months
rent.

I hadn't really had time to start looking at places, but at least the
cost didn't seem too much different than New York. Back home – back
in the city, I corrected myself – I'd needed a roommate because I
hadn't been making enough to afford a place of my own. Here, with my



much larger salary, I could afford it, but I didn't know if I wanted to.
I'd never lived alone. I'd gone from my parents' house to rooming with
Carrie at Columbia to rooming with her in our apartment. I was afraid
that living by myself would be too quiet.

Maybe I'd find a two bedroom and then start looking for
someone who wouldn't mind my mess. Maybe I could even offer a
lower portion of the rent if she kept the place clean. That way, I
wouldn't need to worry about it or have to feel guilty for not doing it. I
allowed myself a small smile. That was a brilliant idea.

The hotel was nice, nothing too fancy, but not some one-night
place that people traveling used as a place to sleep before moving on. I
could be comfortable here while I looked for apartments over the next
couple days. My stuff would arrive probably on Wednesday or
Thursday and I didn't want to have to rent a storage unit, so I'd
probably be spending the rest of the day looking for places to visit after
work tomorrow.

I didn't really have much to unpack, but by the time I was done, I
was starving. I'd been so worked up this entire weekend, I hadn't eaten
a lot. I wasn't sure if Sunset Plaza was close enough to walk to, but I
could get a cab. I frowned. I didn't want to risk running into Taylor.
He'd been polite when we'd parted ways, but that had been before I'd
found out that he'd been paid to flirt with me. I wasn't sure how I'd
react if I saw him.

Fortunately, I'd spotted a small café down the street when I'd
arrived. That looked as good a place as any. After the long flight, I was
glad to stretch my legs and I let myself enjoy the late afternoon
sunshine, reminding myself of the gray skies in New York when I'd
left.

As I walked, for the first time, I noticed the homeless people
begging on the sidewalk. Being from Chicago and New York, this
wasn't exactly something I hadn't seen before. Here, it made a bit
more sense than it did in either of those other cities. Here, at least, the
weather was almost always nice, plus there were plenty of tourists. I



usually limited my interactions to working soup kitchens around the
holidays, but today, I dropped a five dollar bill into the box that sat in
front of an older man. He had a large beard and a long, thin face. He
kind of looked like a guy I'd seen playing Jesus on a movie once.

“Go get yourself some lunch,” I said with a smile.

“God bless you, child,” he said as he picked up the bill.

I continued on my way, occasionally dropping some change and
a couple one dollar bills as I went. I knew I couldn't afford to do this
every day, and I couldn't give all of them five dollars, but at least I
could help a little. By the time I reached the café, the smile was staying
and I was feeling much better. I still missed New York and my friends,
but I could see a good life here. A new job. A new place. New friends.

DeVon's face flashed through my mind.

A new boss.

My stomach clenched. There was that, too. A new boss who
pissed me off... and maybe turned me on.

My phone rang, interrupting my less-than-welcomed thoughts. I
looked down at the screen. Mom. Damnit. I'd been ignoring her calls
all weekend. I hadn't told her about my interview in LA and I had no
clue how to tell her that I'd already moved here. DeVon had said to
give it a week, but I knew the chances of me quitting were slim.
Jensens didn't quit.

I sighed. I had to talk to her sometime, and at least a
conversation with her would distract me from what I'd been thinking.

“Hey, Mom.”

“Krissy Marie Jensen, have you been avoiding my calls?”

I winced. Mom didn't yell or even raise her voice. When she was
pissed, her voice got quieter. She was barely speaking above a whisper
right now.



“I'm sorry, Mom. I've been really busy with work.” That, at least,
was the truth.

“You and your father,” she said. “Sometimes I wonder how he
ever found the time to contribute to your conception.”

I closed my eyes and resisted the urge to say that the last thing I
wanted to think about over a meal was my conception.

“I tried calling him to see what you were up to, but he didn't even
take my call. Some big new case, I supposed. Amelia said I was being
too sensitive. She always says I'm too sensitive.”

And now we'd moved from complaining about my father to
complaining about her newest lover. My mom had 'discovered herself'
when I was about eleven or twelve, but she and my dad managed to
hold it together until I was thirteen. Sometimes I thought it was
because he was usually so busy with his law firm that it had taken him
that long to realize that his wife was a lesbian. Not that I'd ever asked.
That was one of my top “conversations never to have with my parents.”

“So, darling, I need to know if you're planning on coming home
for Thanksgiving. Your father will be working, I assume, but Amelia
wants to bring her parents over to meet you.”

I didn't mention that I'd never met Amelia myself. The last of my
mother's girlfriends I'd met had been Summer, and that had been six
months and two lovers ago. My mom's a bit high-maintenance. Not in
the money sense, because she had all the money. When your dad's a
big-shot lawyer pulling in six figures easy and he's the 'poorer' parent,
that's saying something. Mom was old money. Her great-great-
grandfather, or something like, that had struck gold or oil and moved
the family up in society. At least, that was the story the family told. I
personally suspected we were descended from some gangsters who'd
gotten rich during Prohibition and then invested wisely. Again, a
conversation to avoid.

“Krissy?” My mom repeated my name.



“Sorry, Mom,” I mumbled. “I don't know if I'm going to be able to
make it home for Thanksgiving.”

“And why not?” Back to her quiet voice.

“Because I have a new job and I don't know what days I get off.”

“Honey, the flight's only a couple hours and I'd be happy to pay
for it.”

“I don't want your money, Mom,” I said the sentence
automatically. I'd been saying it since I'd graduated from high school.
My parents had insisted on paying for college, and that wasn't one I
argued about much, but everything else had been me. I didn't want
anyone saying I'd gotten to where I was riding my parents' coattails,
and I didn't want anyone trying to suck up to me just because my
parents were rich. “And it's not a couple hours.”

“Sure it is.”

I took a deep breath. “My new job's in LA, Mom. I'm not in New
York anymore.”

“Excuse me?”

Wow. That was the quietest I'd ever heard her. “I took a job in
LA. In fact, I just moved out here today.”

“Does your father know about this?”

My parents had stayed amicable after the divorce, but things
tended to get a little ugly if I told Dad something and not Mom. Dad
didn't care. He was happy with what I gave him, when I gave it, and
concentrated on his work the rest of the time. I wasn't sure which
annoyed me more.

“No, Mom. It happened really fast.”

“You know,” she said. “If you'd take your father's job offer at his
firm, you'd never have to worry about vacations.”



“I want to make it on my own,” I argued.

“And you've proven that you can,” she countered. “But one day
you're going to inherit my portion of the family money and take your
place as the public face of our family. You need to come home so you
can be properly trained.”

More training. I wondered if DeVon's training would include the
rigorous etiquette lessons and ass-kissing that my mom's lessons
would have. It was possible.

“Mom.” I kept my tone firm. “I love you and I love Dad, but I'm
doing this. Now, I have to go look for an apartment. I'll let you know
closer to Thanksgiving if I'll be home, and I'll definitely try to make it
out for Christmas.”

“Krissy...”

“Love you, Mom.”

I hung up before she could say anything else. I loved my parents,
but they were a handful. One of the reasons I hadn't stayed in Chicago
for school had been to get away from them. We got along much better
when we were apart. Dad didn't feel guilty and I didn't resent him.
Mom could focus on herself and she couldn't control me.

I paid my bill and headed back to the hotel. I was more
determined than ever not to quit, no matter how asinine DeVon's
behavior. I had to prove to my parents that this was the right choice. I
didn't even want to think about the alternative.



Chapter 15

I was actually relieved when I saw that my office was about
average-sized. It wasn't as big as some of the ones I'd passed coming
in, but it wasn't tiny either. I'd been afraid I was going to end up in this
massive corner office and really piss some people off. I was there to
work, but I hoped I'd at least make a couple friends, like I'd done at
Webster and Steinberg. I already felt like I didn't deserve the job. I
didn't need anything else to make me stand out.

Once the relief passed, I was able to sit behind my desk and
appreciate everything. The décor was modern like the rest of the
building – with the exception of DeVon's office. The office chair I sat
on was comfortable enough that I knew it cost more than I'd made in a
month in New York. The two chairs on the other side of the desk
looked just as expensive. There were no paintings or anything on the
walls and I made a mental note to try to find something to make it feel
more personable in here. The outside wall and front wall were glass,
and I supposed that was a good thing. I knew people were probably
going to be talking about me. If DeVon came in to see me, at least
there'd be no gossip about what we were doing behind my closed
doors. I wondered how many of the women out there had experienced
the same unique interviews I had.

I turned to my computer and pushed thoughts of DeVon and his
women out of my head. I was here to work. I had to prove that I
deserved this office instead of being downstairs among the cubicles
with the rest of the legal department.

“Excuse me, Ms. Jensen?” A pretty, red-haired girl knocked on
my open door.

“Yes?”

“Hi,” she said brightly. “I'm Tracy, your PA.”



I couldn't help but smile back. She reminded me a little of Leslie
when we'd first met, fresh out of college, just turned twenty-one. “It's
nice to meet you, Tracy, and please, call me Krissy.” If I was going to
call DeVon by his first name, then Tracy could call me by mine.”

“Krissy, then.” Her smile widened and she came into the office.
She was dressed in a cute dress that was the perfect combination of
professional and fun. Definitely like Leslie.

“So, DeVon told me to help you get set up,” Tracy said.

I felt a pang of disappointment that I wasn't the only employee to
use his first name, then I pushed it aside. I had to focus.

Tracy walked around the desk so that she was standing near my
computer. Her tone changed to something more brisk and business-
like as she turned on the computer. She handed me a slip of paper and,
when the login screen came up, she punched in my user information.
Passwords would change on a weekly basis and were all randomly
generated so that no one could hack the system by guessing that you
always used the name of your first crush. I listened carefully as she
explained the various programs I would need to access and the uses
for each. I'd never been the most computer-savvy of the people
working at Webster and Steinberg, but I was smart enough to be able
to memorize things.

“I also have these for you.” Tracy handed me two files I hadn't
seen her bring in. “DeVon sent them to me at the end of last week and
said that they're your first two clients.” She gave me another charming
smile and then headed back out to her own desk.

I picked up the files with a combination of dread and relief. I'd
had a hard time sleeping last night, thinking I'd be spending most of
my day sitting around with nothing to do. I didn't handle downtime
well. I was terrified I'd screw something up, but at least it was work.

I opened the first file and glanced at it, then did the same to the
second. Both were female actresses who'd had several small
appearances on television shows I didn't watch, but neither one was



working now. I'd never seen either one before. I set down the second
file and began to read the first more thoroughly.

I was halfway through when Tracy knocked again. “Unless the
door's closed,” I said. “You don't have to knock.”

“Understood.” Tracy held out another file.

“More clients?” I wasn't sure why DeVon would be giving me
another before I'd done anything with these.

Tracy shook her head. “No, this is the latest 'who's looking' list.”

“The what?” I hated looking ignorant, but better I get the
information from my PA than risk looking like an idiot in front of
some higher-up.

“It's a list of upcoming television and movie projects that are
looking for talent, and it also has upcoming auditions.” The fact that
Tracy answered me without any surprise that I didn't know told me
that DeVon had told her about my inexperience in the field. I wasn't
sure yet if that was a good thing or bad.

I glanced at the file. It made sense, I supposed. A big part of my
job was probably matching my clients with suitable jobs.

“Oh, there's more,” Tracy said.

More? I watched Tracy walk out and pick up a huge box that had
been sitting on the floor next to her desk.

“DeVon told me to give you this, too.”

“What is it?” I almost didn't want to know. The sheer size of the
box was intimidating.

“Screenplays.” Tracy reached inside and pulled out a sheaf of
paper. “Some might make it to a movie, most won't. The trick is to pick
a winner. Find something that could work for one of our clients. More
than one, if we're really lucky.”



I stood and peered into the box. It was full. It would take me
months to read all of these. At least I didn't have to worry about being
bored.

“By the way, we get a box like that every week.”

I looked up and Tracy was grinning at me, as if she knew I was
currently asking myself what I'd gotten into.

“Let me know if there's anything you need.” Tracy went back out
to her desk.

My eyes returned to the box and I took a deep breath. The best
way to deal with a project that seemed overwhelming was to just do it.
I began to unload the box, making neat piles on my desk, separating by
genre.

I'd only been working for a couple minutes when someone
knocked on my door. I raised my head to remind Tracy she didn't need
to knock and saw a man standing in the doorway. He looked like he
was at least ten to fifteen years older than me, which meant if he was
like most of Hollywood, he was closer to twenty years older and had
gotten work done.

“Sorry to disturb.” When he smiled, he flashed teeth far too white
to be natural. “I'm your new neighbor.” He pointed at the office to the
right of mine. “George Hamilton, no relation to the actor.” His laugh
made me want to squirm, and not in a good way.

“Hi.” I forced a smile and walked over to him, holding out my
hand. “I'm Krissy Jensen. So nice to meet you.”

“I have to ask,” he said. “There are a few of us who are very
curious about something. In fact, we have a bet going and need you to
settle it.”

I had a feeling I wasn't going to like where this was going.

He grinned at me with those obscenely white teeth. “What
exactly did you have to do to land this job?”



“Excuse me?” My question was flat. He couldn't mean what I
thought he meant.

“You know,” he said. “What 'favors' did you have to provide to get
hired for this kind of position?”

The pleasant mask had slipped a bit and I could see in his eyes
that he thought I was nothing more than a high-priced whore.

My mouth tightened and I could hear blood rushing in my ears.
“You want to know if I had to do more than blow the boss to earn
this?” I could tell my blunt question startled him. Most women
probably got all embarrassed or defensive. I wasn't about to do either.
I took a step towards him. “Is that what you're asking, George? You
want the details, right? So you can get off picturing it later?”

That smile faltered and I saw a flash of anger.

“You want to know if I fucked him? Let him bend me over his
desk? Take it up the ass? Use me like a whore?” I was just a few inches
from him now and the scent of his cologne was almost overwhelming.
“I don't suppose it ever occurred to you that a woman could be hired
for more than a nice pair of tits and a tight ass.”

“I-I...” he stammered.

I didn't let him say anything else. “Don't worry. I'm not going to
report you for sexual harassment. I don't need HR to send you to some
sensitivity training. What I am going to do is make sure that you and
the rest of the assholes who think I fucked my way into this job regret
it, by making you all look completely worthless to this company.” I
took a step back. “Now get the fuck out of my office. I'm sure you have
some ass-kissing to do.”

It wasn't until he left that I felt my nails biting into my palms. My
hands were actually shaking, I was so pissed. I'd been afraid this would
happen, that people would assume I'd slept with DeVon for the job.
That just made me want to work twice as hard to prove that I could not
only do this but excel at it. I might've gone a bit too far with George,



but I knew his type. He was the kind of guy who'd take embarrassment
or outright denial as an admission of guilt because he didn't believe
there was any way a woman could be hired because she was better for
the job than he was.

I just hoped I was as good as I'd made myself out to be.

It took me a couple minutes to regain my composure as I finished
sorting the files. I kept my eyes on my work, not wanting to look out
and see if Tracy had heard the confrontation. I really didn't want to be
labeled the company bitch. When I did risk a glance up, she was
watching me and gave me a thumbs up. That was enough to tell me
that most of the employees, at least the female ones, thought George
was a dick too.

I'd just reached the bottom of the box when my phone rang. That
was surprising, since I'd assumed my calls would come through Tracy.
I picked it up.

“Krissy.”

My insides twisted at the way my name sounded coming from
DeVon. I couldn't stop myself from wondering what it would sound
like in bed, heated with passion.

“Yes?” I nearly squeaked and my face burned.

“I have a lunch with an executive from Universal Pictures and I'd
like you join me.”

I knew it would piss off some people if I got to go to a business
lunch with the boss and some big-wig from Universal, but it was too
good of an opportunity to pass up. I wanted to succeed at this job now
more than ever, just to prove to everyone that I could do it.

“Of course,” I said before I could second-guess it.

“Meet me at the restaurant ten minutes early so we can go over a
few things. Tracy can give you the address and directions,” he said.
“You do have a car, right?”



“No,” I admitted. “Not yet. I'm going to look for one this week.
Until then, it's cabs.”

“You do know how to drive, right?”

“Of course.” I would've been annoyed at the question but I knew
too many New Yorkers who'd never bothered to learn. Assuming that
I'd know would've been rude.

“Take one of the company cars, then. Tell Tracy to get the keys
for you.”

“Okay, Mr. Ric-I mean, DeVon. I'll see you there.”

I didn't get a response because the line was already dead. He
hung up before I'd finished speaking.

Like I'd said before. Asshole.



Chapter 16

I really liked the BMW Tracy gave me the keys for. It handled like
a dream. Like most company cars, it was black, but I wondered what it
would look like cherry red. Maybe I'd look into one for myself.

I handed the keys to the valet as I walked past him into Spago's,
one of the most famous restaurants in Beverly Hills. I had a feeling
this was one of those places that took reservations a year ahead of time
unless you had connections. I was wagering DeVon had connections.

“Krissy.”

His voice drew my attention and the pretty woman who was
waiting to seat me motioned me to go ahead. I walked slowly, hoping I
looked more calm than I felt. I was wearing a simple black dress since,
on my first day, I didn't want to look too flashy or too dowdy, but now
I wasn't so sure that had been the right choice. The way DeVon's eyes
ran down my body, then back up again, told me he approved.

He stood as I approached and pulled out a chair. He then kissed
first one cheek, then the other. It shouldn't have surprised me
considering the faint Italian accent that told me he hadn't been born
here, but I hadn't been expecting the heat from his lips against my skin
and it was all I could do to keep from shivering.

I sat and hoped my face wasn't red. DeVon didn't seem to notice
anything off as he handed me a menu. I wondered if it would be
inappropriate for me to order something alcoholic. I really wanted a
drink. I refrained, however, and just asked for water. I had a feeling
DeVon wasn't someone I wanted to let my guard down with.

“We're meeting Jake Morris,” DeVon began. “He's the second or
third most powerful executive at Universal, depending on which of the
top three you ask.”



I gave a half-smile.

“Here,” he said as he gestured around us, “is where the big deals
are made. Forget those lists that tell you who's looking for what. No
star gets hired that way. It's all about connections. You bring someone
like Jake here, you charm him and convince him that he needs your
client. That is how stars are made.”

It came as no surprise that, in Hollywood, it was more about who
you knew than how talented you were. There weren't many places
where that wasn't true.

“You have a fire inside you, Krissy.” DeVon's voice grew quieter.
“And that is a good thing, but that must be tempered in situations such
as this. You must charm these people, not insult them.” One side of his
mouth tipped up in a crooked smile. “Not all of them find a smart
mouth to be as...appealing as I do.”

I was saved from having to figure out a response to that when
DeVon suddenly stood. I did the same.

“Jake.” DeVon was all business now.

I was smoothing down my skirt, so I didn't see Jake until I was
reaching for his hand. I had to admit, he wasn't anything like what I'd
been expecting. You hear Universal Pictures executive and you think
three piece suit and a haircut that cost more than a car.

Jake appeared to be in his forties and looked like he'd spent most
of his youth in a 'peace, love, hope' movement. His hair was still long
and he had it pulled back in a ponytail. He wore a suit that was
obviously tailored to his slender body, but the clothes had a relaxed,
almost rumpled look. Now I didn't feel so underdressed.

“I must say, DeVon,” Jake said as we all sat down. “When you
said you were bringing someone new, I wasn't expecting to see
someone so young and beautiful.”

I gave him a smile. “Thank you. And when DeVon said we were
meeting an executive from Universal, I definitely wasn't expecting



anyone like you.” I gave him my most charming smile.

“Disappointed?” he asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Not at all.” I sipped at my water.

When the waiter came over, we ordered. Everything looked
delicious, but there weren't any prices. I didn't want to look like I was
trying for the most expensive thing on the menu simply because it was
a business lunch, so I stuck with something that looked simple, but
appetizing. Smoked Jidori Chicken, wild field mushrooms and Yukon
Potato Puree. After Jake and DeVon ordered – pizza with house-made
Lamb Merguez sausage, roasted peppers and Cippolini onions for
Jake, and a prime ribeye steak with glazed carrots, radishes and
Armagnac-Peppercorn sauce for DeVon – we carried on with the small
talk.

Or, I should say, Jake and I carried on with the small talk. DeVon
said very little as Jake openly flirted with me and I smiled graciously
and answered his questions. He never got too personal, but he made it
clear he found me attractive. This, apparently, was how the game was
played. And I was good at it.

“So a Columbia graduate with a law degree,” Jake sounded
impressed. “Looks and brains. You hit the jackpot with this one,
DeVon.”

He smiled, but I couldn't tell if it reached his eyes.

“What do you think, Krissy? Could I steal you away from
Mirage?” Jake asked. His fingers brushed mine as he reached for
cream to put into his third cup of coffee. “I'd treat you so much better
than DeVon.”

“That's very tempting,” I said. “I'll keep it in mind for when my
week's up. After all, I've been told that if I don't like my job at the end
of the week, I can quit, right?” I looked at DeVon, waiting to see if I got
any reaction.

He gave me a slight nod and took a sip of his red wine.



“I'm surprised you'd ever consider letting her go,” Jake said. He
let his eyes run over me. His gaze was just short of being overly
friendly. It was enough to let me know that he was only partially
teasing and that, if I said the word, he'd take me to bed, but not so
much that I felt like I needed a shower afterwards.

“Any dessert?” the waiter asked as he cleared a few empty plates.

All three of us refused. I wasn't sure I'd be able to finish what was
in front of me.

Jake leaned back in his chair and folded his hands over his
stomach. “I think that's your cue to talk about the reason for your
invitation, DeVon. I know you didn't bring me here for my wit.”

DeVon didn't deny it or try to sugar-coat it. I liked that.

“You're casting for a new action movie and I want Jason Cooke to
star in it.”

Jake chuckled. “I hope you like blunt and straightforward,
Krissy, because your boss always tells it like it is.”

“Jason's a rising star,” DeVon continued without acknowledging
Jake's comment to me. “He just needs a shot at carrying a film.”

Jake rubbed his chin as if he were considering it. “I don't know.
The role calls for someone a bit older than Cooke. We're thinking the
James Bond type.”

“But isn't James Bond a sex symbol?” I angled myself so I was
facing Jake. “You want someone with charisma, good looks and that
special something that makes women weak in the knees.”

Jake nodded, letting me go on.

“Jason has that, plus the acting chops to give him that maturity.”
I slowly uncrossed and re-crossed my legs. “You'll get the older women
drooling over the forbidden fruit, younger ones who can ogle without
feeling like they have a daddy complex, and he's a man's man that guys



will relate to.” I leaned forward slightly and watched Jake's eyes flick
down to my breasts, then back up again. “DeVon wouldn't have
suggested Jason if he didn't think our client could deliver.”

“I'm still not sure,” Jake said, but I could tell he was wavering.
“We were thinking of getting a big name to headline.”

“I'm sure your movie is brilliant enough to draw a crowd with
someone who isn't quite as famous as one of your blockbusters.” I took
a sip of water and licked the excess moisture off of my lips. “Put a clip
in the trailer of Jason Cooke without a shirt and you'll get plenty of
people coming for the eye candy.”

Jake laughed again. “She's good,” he said to DeVon. He drained
his coffee and stood. “All right. I'll take a sit down with the kid.” He
looked at DeVon. “And he better be as good as she just made him out
to be.”

“He is,” DeVon said as he stood and reached for Jake's hand.

When Jake shook my hand, he lingered a bit longer than
necessary, but not long enough to make me uncomfortable. Wow, he
really was good at this.

“I look forward to seeing you again.”

“Likewise.” I smiled as I watched him go. I glanced at my phone.
“I should probably be getting back if I have any hope of getting
through those manuscripts.”

“You did well,” DeVon said. He leaned down and scrawled
something onto what I assumed was the bill. “And you're right. We
should return to the office.”

We walked out to where the valets were waiting. They went to get
our cars, leaving us standing on the sidewalk, an awkward silence
between us.

“I am having a party at my house Friday night,” he said suddenly.
“You should come.”



I stared at him, unable to hide my surprise at the invitation.
What the hell was he playing at?

He held up his hands, palms out. “Strictly business. After the way
you handled yourself in there, I think you should attend. Jake will be
there and we can solidify any details if he hasn't contacted me about
meeting with Jason. There'll also be a few other casting directors
there, along with some of our biggest clients. Including Jason Cooke.”
His eyes sparkled.

“I should probably know what he looks like since I was talking
him up, right?” I smiled. I'd wondered if he'd realized I'd been skirting
the truth, making it seem like I'd known Jason when I didn't.

“You were very careful to never say anything that was an outright
lie,” DeVon said. “Everything was an implication. That was very much
a lawyer thing to do.”

I shrugged. “You know what they say about taking the girl out of
the city, right?”

“So you will come?”

I hesitated. I wanted to go, partially because it'd be good for my
career, but also because I was curious to see how DeVon handled a
room.

“You can even bring a friend.”

“Okay,” I said, unable to conceal how excited I was. I had
absolutely no idea who I'd bring, but if I had to, I'd go alone. I wasn't
going to do anything that could screw this up for me.

“Excellent,” he said. He gave me a once-over. “It's semi-formal,
so wear something similar to that, but not in black. I'd like to see you
in something with color.”

And with that statement, he climbed into his car and left me
wondering what he'd meant, if it had been my boss telling me a way to
dress for clients...or something else.



Chapter 17

I was pleasantly surprised at how quickly I settled into a routine
at Mirage. Tracy was a tremendous asset and made sure I knew what I
needed to know. Client lists, protocol, filing systems. She was so good
at it, I wondered why she wasn't an agent herself.

I met other colleagues, some of whom were as welcoming as
Tracy, but a few who still gave me dirty looks that I assumed meant
they thought I was sleeping with DeVon. George, at least, had kept his
distance. I still saw him every once in a while, shooting glares in my
direction, but he never approached me, so I was fine with it.

At the end of the week, I scheduled my first client meetings. I
hadn't yet met with either woman in person, but I'd been doing some
work on their behalf, calling places, pulling strings, and I had good
news for both. At least, I hoped they'd take it as good news. There was
always the chance that either or both thought they were above the
auditions I'd booked, but everything I'd heard about them both had
been good.

Cami Matthews was a petite, delicate-looking blonde in her late
twenties but could easily pass for eighteen. I'd gotten her an audition
for a small role as a victim on a well-known crime show, a network
television drama for the part of the free-spirited middle sister, and a
movie based off of a book about nuclear war where she'd play the little
sister to the main character.

Lena Dunn was a tall, striking brunette with caramel-colored
skin. She was older than Cami by six years, but she actually looked like
an adult, so there were no college roles for her. I'd found her auditions
for a small role as a reporter in what would probably be a summer
blockbuster, a romantic comedy for the role of the bitchy new
girlfriend, and a guest role on a cable medical show where she'd play a
nurse who was having an affair with a doctor.



In both meetings, I introduced myself and then presented them
with their auditions. When Cami squealed with delight and launched
herself from her chair to hug me, I felt a lot better about my work. I
didn't expect the same reaction from Lena, and while I didn't get a
squeal and a hug, Lena did thank me profusely, telling me that she'd
just about given up hope of ever getting another job.

By the time Lena left, I was on cloud nine. Part of me wished the
front walls to my office weren't glass, because I would've done a happy
dance right there. As it was, I couldn't stop from grinning.

“I'm guessing that smile on your face means that things went
well,” Tracy said as she came into my office with a small box of what I
assumed were manuscripts. She set them on the edge of my desk, next
to the slowly dwindling pile already there.

“They were both excited about the auditions,” I said as I sat back
down behind my desk. “I was worried they wouldn't think the parts
were big enough or they'd be mad that I couldn't just get them a role.”

Tracy gave me the smile I'd come to know meant I'd shown my
ignorance of the industry. “Trust me, even the big name stars have to
at least do a read through for a studio quite often. Getting them each
three auditions after only having their files for a week, and none of the
parts were commercials...that's a big deal. Not many of our agents
could manage that.”

As Tracy left, the first thought that came to me was that I
couldn't wait to tell Carrie. And then I remembered that Carrie was
settling into her new job and her new place just as much as I was. She
was probably busy right now. If I'd been in New York, I would've just
called and told her to meet me for lunch so we could share stories. A
pang of homesickness went through me.

I needed to do something to celebrate or I was just going to keep
thinking about how I wished I could tell Carrie about how good things
had gone. I glanced at the clock. It was almost time for lunch. That
would be my treat, I decided. I would go back to that amazing



restaurant in Sunset Plaza. The weather was beautiful. Having a salad
and sandwich on the patio would be a perfect way to reward myself for
a job well done.

I was looking over the menu when I heard someone say my
name. I looked up and saw the last person I wanted to see at the
moment.

“Krissy, I've been trying to get ahold of you.”

I was about to ask Taylor if he was stalking me, but then I
realized that he was wearing a uniform. He wasn't staking the place
out, hoping I'd come for lunch. He worked here.

“Look, Taylor, I just want my lunch.” All of the good feelings I'd
had about my morning evaporated. I didn't want a reminder of what
DeVon had done.

“Please, Krissy, let me explain,” he pleaded. His blue eyes were
wide and sad. I couldn't say no.

“You've got two minutes,” I said.

“DeVon promised that Mirage would sign me, take me on as a
client if I took the role, but now he won't even talk to me. And he did
more than ignoring me. He must have made some calls or something
because I can't get anything now, not even as an extra in a cheap
commercial.”

I gave him an expectant look, waiting for him to finish. I felt bad
that DeVon had screwed up his career, but I couldn't forgive him for
the part he'd played in the deception.

“Look, Krissy,” he continued. “You have to understand that it was
a part I was told to play, but when I met you...what I feel for you is
real. I was just supposed to flirt and see if you took the bait, but I fell
for you. I was a total shit-head for doing this to you, and I understand
if you never want to speak to me again, but I needed you to know that,
past those first few minutes, I wasn't acting. I really wanted to be with
you.”



I wasn't entirely sure how to respond to this announcement, so I
didn't say anything. Something dark passed over Taylor's face and he
started to turn away.

“I'll get someone to swap tables.”

“Wait!” I blurted out the word. “It's okay.”

He turned back towards me, a cautious hope in his eyes.

“I understand why you did it.” And I did. He was doing a job. He
didn't know DeVon's full plan, and he hadn't known me. I couldn't say
I wouldn't have done the same thing if I'd been in his place.

“So we're okay?” he asked.

I smiled. That sweet guy I'd first been attracted to was the real
Taylor. I was sure of it. What I'd disliked about him had been how
pushy he'd been, not taking 'no' for an answer. That could all be
explained away by DeVon’s instructions.

“We're very okay,” I said.

As I gave him my order, an idea popped into my mind. It was
perfect because it'd piss DeVon off to no end, getting some vengeance
for me and Taylor, and it would be fun. Taylor was hot and liked to
have fun, the perfect guy for me to invite to DeVon's party this
weekend. Taylor would get the chance to meet with Hollywood big-
wigs and DeVon couldn't do anything at the party without looking
petty or like he didn't know what his protege was doing. Plus, it'd be
nice to see him off balance for once, because there was no way he'd
ever guess I'd bring the guy he'd used to deceive me. And since Taylor
wasn’t a client of Mirage after all, I wasn’t breaking any rules.

“Taylor.” I gave him my most charming smile. “How would you
like to come to a party with me tonight?”



Chapter 18

Tracy had given me the keys to a different BMW and I actually
liked this one better. A little bigger than the other one, it had a more
elegant feel. I was definitely leaning towards buying this model for
myself. I'd never been a woman who was impressed by flashy cars, but
I did like driving this one.

I left my hotel room with plenty of time to get to Taylor's house,
giving me the opportunity to scope out apartments on his side of the
city. I still hadn't found one I liked yet. The moving van with my things
had broken an axle in Nebraska, so it wouldn't arrive until Monday –
they were knocking a third of my bill off so I wasn't going to complain
– and I planned on spending the weekend looking for a place. I wasn't
quite sure what I was looking for, but I'd know it when I saw it.

Taylor was waiting outside when I pulled up and he was looking
very nice in his black suit and tie. I'd done as DeVon had asked and
gone with something other than black. I'd been tempted to have Carrie
ship me my green 'ribbon' dress just to see what reaction I could get
out of DeVon, but I'd decided against it. I still needed to seem
professional. My dress had a modest enough neckline and hemline to
be considered professional, but hugged my curves enough to draw
admiration. Its emerald color was a nice contrast with my skin-tone.

“You look amazing,” Taylor said as he climbed into the
passenger's side of the car.

“So do you.” I smiled at him before starting back down the road. I
hadn't been paying close attention the last time I'd gone to DeVon's, so
I concentrated on following my GPS, making small talk until we
reached the house.

If Taylor was surprised to see where we were, he didn't show it.
Instead, he hurried around to my side of the car to open the door and



help me out. I handed off the keys to the valet and slipped my arm
through Taylor's before heading up through the gates.

DeVon was standing near the entrance and his eyes met mine.
His gaze flickered over my outfit and I saw approval for a split second
before he registered who was standing at my side. Mister Big-Shot
actually faltered, his face hardening. His mouth flattened into a thin
line and I saw the anger flash across his eyes. All of this happened in
just a few seconds, and no one who wasn't watching him closely
would've seen it.

Before anyone else could notice, he had his professional smile on
again and was coming towards Taylor and me.

“Krissy, Taylor.” He held out his hand, first to me and then to
Taylor. “Good of you to come.”

“Thank you for the invitation.” I kept my voice cool and polite,
immediately returning my arm to Taylor's once the hand-shaking was
done.

“Jason,” DeVon called over his shoulder without taking his eyes
off of me.

I wanted to squirm under that gaze. I'd had men look at me
before and had known that they wanted me, but there was something
different about what I was sensing from DeVon, and I couldn't quite
place my finger on it. I liked it, though, and I hated myself for liking it.

Fortunately, I didn't have to suffer through it for much longer
because a handsome man with dark hair and a winning smile was
holding out his hand to me.

“Jason Cooke, meet Krissy Jensen, the newest employee of
Mirage Talent and the reason you have a sit-down with Jake Morris on
Tuesday.”

“Nice to meet you,” Jason said.

“You, too,” I replied.



“Krissy here is going to make sure Jake keeps his promise.”
DeVon gave me a pointed look and I knew exactly what he was saying.

I was going to have to keep flirting with Jake. I nodded to let
DeVon know that I understood. He motioned with his head and I
followed the direction. Jake was standing with a couple men in suits
and hadn't yet noticed I was there.

I looked up at Taylor and he nodded. I was suddenly glad I'd
brought him. He understood that I couldn't act like we were there
together. I had to be available, even if I'd never cross that line with
Jake. Taylor knew how the game was played and I was learning fast.

“Mingle,” I said softly. “Make connections while I work.”

He nodded and released my arm, giving my hand a quick squeeze
before he headed off in a direction opposite Jake. I put on my best
sultry smile and made my way over to the executive.

“Krissy!” He sounded pleased to see me. “You're looking
exceptionally lovely this evening.”

“Not so bad yourself,” I said as I accepted his kiss on the cheek. “I
was just talking to Jason Cooke and he's looking forward to speaking
with you on Tuesday.”

Jake laughed. “Listen to her, gentleman. Business, business.”

The other men chuckled, two of them giving me an appreciative
once over. The way the other one was checking out Jason told me that
it wasn't the dress he didn't like.

“Always business before pleasure,” I teased. “But now that's out
of the way, which of you gentlemen are going to get me a drink?”

I was surprised at how easy it was to work the room. I was used
to the flirting without promising follow-through, keeping it teasing but
never stepping over that line into purely sexual, but these weren't men
at a club looking for some hot twenty-something to take home. I hadn't
been sure I'd be able to pull this off for a second time, but it wasn't



much different than what I'd done before.

I made subtle innuendos, kept my remarks light and teasing. I
used gestures to draw attention to my mouth and body without being
overtly sexual. I didn't touch Jake, but I'd get close, letting my hand
rest near his arm without actual contact, and when he tried to touch
me, I'd playfully laugh it off. I'd gotten my glass of champagne, but had
only sipped at it, needing to stay clear-headed. I had to read every
minute expression on Jake's face, make sure I wasn't teasing too much
that he'd get angry when he realized I wasn't going to sleep with him,
but that I was stroking his ego enough to keep his attention.

When he asked me to dance, I agreed but kept just out of reach
as I led the way to the dance floor. Taylor was already there, dancing
with a pretty blonde I'd seen on a toothpaste commercial. We shared,
alternating between me dancing with Jake, with Taylor and then the
blonde and I dancing together. She and I weren't as comfortable as
Carrie and I were, but it was enough to keep Jake's attention on us. I
was able to play it as a tease with both the woman and Taylor, then
claim I needed a drink when Jake tried to take over. I had to make
sure I stayed in control of the situation.

When a buxom brunette captured his attention a quarter of an
hour later, I politely excused myself. I'd been talking and joking for
over two hours and needed some air, but I didn't want it alone. I found
Taylor finishing a conversation with a woman I recognized as a
character on a drama I watched from time to time. She smiled at me as
I grabbed Taylor's hand and pulled him towards the back patio.

It was quieter out here. No one milling around, looking for
drinks or kissing ass. This was nice. The breeze was still warm and I
knew back in New York, the nights would be starting to cool off as
autumn approached. I'd never been anywhere that didn't have definite
seasons. Being warm in LA when it was snowing back east was going
to be strange.

“Everything okay?” Taylor asked.



I smiled at him. “Fine. I was just thinking about how different LA
is than New York or Chicago.”

Taylor nodded. “I get it. My first winter out here, I kept waiting
to wake up to snow covering the ground.”

“Does it ever stop being weird?” I asked.

He grinned. “This is Hollywood, what do you think?”

I laughed, a genuine one instead of the mostly fake ones I'd been
using all night.

“I'm really glad you invited me tonight,” Taylor said, his tone
becoming serious. “And not just because it annoyed DeVon to see me
here after he's been trying to ignore me.”

“Well, I'm really glad you came.” The corners of my mouth tipped
up in a half-smile. “And not just because bringing you was a good way
to get back at DeVon for using you against me.”

“So,” Taylor said slowly. “We're both glad to be together because
we actually like being together?”

I nodded, feeling the air between us shift. I had a choice to make
here. I could diffuse the tension and friend-zone him, or I could give in
to the physical attraction I'd had towards him from the first moment I
saw him.

He stepped in front of me and slid his hand around the back of
my neck, and I knew if I was going to pull away, this was the time to do
it.

I let him pull me forward to meet his mouth. I pushed aside any
doubts or questions I had and let myself lean into the kiss. My hands
slid under his jacket to feel his hard chest and stomach beneath his
thin dress shirt as his tongue teased at my mouth. I parted my lips,
expecting him to immediately plunge inside, but he surprised me,
letting his tongue trace my lips, first the outside, then the inside. I
could feel his restraint, his muscles flexing and twitching beneath my



palms as he forced himself to keep it slow.

I ran my hands up to his neck, my fingers playing with the short
hair at the base. I slid my tongue alongside his, drawing it deeper into
my mouth. He groaned, and the hand on the back of my neck slid
down to my ass. I pressed myself closer to him, enjoying the feel of his
hard body against mine.

The hand not on my ass slid up my hip to the side of my breast
and I reluctantly pulled back. Taylor's face was flushed and we were
both panting as we took a step back.

“I think we should call it a night,” I said when I finally got back
enough breath to speak. “I'll take you home.”

Taylor's eyes were a much deeper blue when he looked at me, full
of the desire I'd felt in his kiss. He nodded. “That's probably a good
idea.”



Chapter 19

DEVON

The petite blonde in front of me with the baby blue eyes and tiny
dress was one of Mirage's most promising stars. Or at least that's how
Kelsee Hawkey had been trying to sell it to me all night. She'd also
made it very clear that she was willing to do anything to get ahead.

Granted, she was a little younger than my usual conquests, barely
over twenty, but she was smoking hot and willing as hell. I should've
been setting her up for the kill, but instead, I was barely paying
attention to what she was saying and kept stealing glances at Krissy
and Jake.

I told myself it was because I was her boss and I needed to make
sure she was doing her job. The only problem with that was the better
she did her job, the more it annoyed me. I was pleased she was
capturing his attention, giving just enough to keep Jake interested but
not so much that she was throwing herself at him. She was as good as
I'd hoped.

When she'd first shown up with Taylor – just the thought of him
made me clench my jaw – I was pissed. I knew why she'd done it. He'd
obviously told her a sob story about how I'd been avoiding his calls
and she'd decided to bring him as payback for how I'd deceived her.
Once I'd gotten over the initial annoyance at seeing the two of them
together, I'd seen the good in it. I could respect her trying to show me
up. She certainly knew how to play the game. The fact that she'd been
willing to pretend to overlook Taylor's part in the whole thing just to
get back at me showed so much promise. Between that and her skillful
maneuvering of Jake, I could see that she was going to be a huge asset
to my company.

As Krissy moved into her second hour of laughing at Jake's jokes,



I tried to focus my attention on Kelsee. I ran my gaze over her,
undressing her with my eyes, though there wasn't much to take off.
Her nipples were visible through her thin dress, confirming my
previous suspicions that she wasn't wearing a bra. I approved of her
choice. Her tits were smaller than...some other women's, but they were
firm and high, perky enough that she didn't need any extra support. I
hadn't noticed a pantyline and wondered if she'd forgone those as well.

I entertained myself for a few minutes thinking about Kelsee and
her lack of undergarments. How would she react, I wondered, if I
pressed her up against a wall and slid my hand beneath her dress?
Fingered her into an orgasm right here in the middle of the party? Or,
better yet, led her over to a chair and had her sit on my lap, unbuckled
my pants and slid right inside her? Of course, I'd never do the latter. It
didn't matter if a woman said she'd been tested and gotten a clean bill
of health, and was on the pill. I didn't trust them. One time was all it
took to get some STD or get a woman pregnant, all because I trusted
her.

“So I told Marcie that if she thought I was going to back down
just because she wanted the part, too, she could forget it.”

Kelsee's voice drew me back from the unappealing route my
thoughts had taken. She had a nice voice. It was sugary sweet, the kind
that went with the plaid skirt and white blouse of a schoolgirl's
uniform.

I turned my attention away from Kelsee, searching again for
Krissy. Kelsee was hot, no doubt, but I couldn't quite focus. Maybe
that was a good thing. This was a business engagement, after all.
Granted, I often mixed business with pleasure. Despite my strict rules
for my employees regarding dating clients, quite a few of
my...conquests came from the pool of actresses who paraded through
Mirage's doors. I excused my hypocrisy by telling myself that it was
different. Other people, no matter how much they denied it, rarely did
the whole sex-only thing. There were always emotions involved. Not
with me. I never wanted to date these women. It was fucking, pure and



simple. Okay, maybe pure wasn't the right word, but it was the right
idea.

“Who's she?” Kelsee asked.

“Krissy Jensen,” I answered, knowing she'd followed my gaze to
find out why I wasn't mesmerized with her. “She's a new employee at
Mirage.”

“Oh.” Kelsee sounded relieved, then impressed. “Is that Jake
Morris she's with? Like Universal Pictures Jake Morris?”

“Mm-hm.” I made a non-committal noise as I watched Krissy
lead Jake to the dance floor.

They headed straight for Taylor who was dancing with some
blonde. Krissy was definitely putting effort into her time with Jake. As
she started to move, my chest tightened and I couldn't look away. I'd
seen hundreds, thousands, of women dance. Some without clothes,
some with. Some had even had professional training. But there was
something about the way Krissy moved that made me wonder what
she would look like in my bed, her naked body against my black silk
sheets, her will totally under my control...

“You have an amazing house, Mr. Ricci.” Kelsee pressed her body
closer to mine, managing to pull my attention from Krissy. Her hand
brushed my thigh.

“Thank you,” I said. The heat I'd felt when I'd looked at Krissy
was fanning into a flame as Kelsee's hand moved from brushing
'accidentally' against me to actually stroking my leg, her fingers
moving closer and closer to my groin.

“I'd love a private tour.” Kelsee was practically purring.

I smiled at her and took her hand. If she kept up that rubbing, I
wasn't going to be able to mingle with the rest of my guests. I pressed
my lips to the back of her hand before releasing it. “It's DeVon, and
right now I have to go talk to other guests, but if you stay, I promise I'll
give you a very special private tour later.”



“I won't go anywhere,” she promised.

I nodded and then turned to make my way through the crowd. I
hated the schmoozing part of my job, but the thought of Kelsee and
everything I could do to her kept a smile on my face as I made small
talk. I was going to take my time with her, make sure she was writhing
and begging for everything.

“DeVon!”

I turned and saw Jake coming towards me. I didn't see Krissy.
Where the hell had she gone? I hadn't told her how long she needed to
stay and she'd been keeping Jake occupied for a while, but it bothered
me that I didn't know where she was.

“You are one lucky son of a bitch,” Jake said. “How do you do it?
Find someone so smoking hot with so much talent.”

I saw a brunette trying to squeeze in beside Jake, the smile on
her face telling me exactly what she was going to offer him. I thought
she was a fairly new client, maybe one Penny was handling, but I
couldn't say for sure.

“Yes, she's very talented.” I gave the brunette a polite smile.

Jake looked over at her, then shook his head. He ignored the
woman and said, “No, Krissy. She's amazing.”

I would've felt bad for the brunette being dismissed like that, but
I knew she'd just set her sights on someone else. Sure enough, before I
could finish agreeing with Jake, the brunette was heading towards the
bar where several other studio people and casting directors were
lingering.

“Do you mind if I take a shot at her?” Jake asked. “I mean, she
didn't say she was dating anyone.”

My stomach churned at the thought of Jake asking Krissy out on
a date. Him kissing her. Her naked body beneath him... “Knock
yourself out,” I said. I didn't know what was wrong with me today.



There wasn't a chance in hell that Krissy would go for Jake. He was so
not her type.

Out of the corner of my eye, I spotted Krissy heading for the back
patio, Taylor following behind her. I quickly excused myself and made
my way through the crowd. I told myself I just wanted to speak with
her about how things were going with Jake, but I couldn't deny that I
was curious about why Taylor was with her. She'd already gotten her
little dig in earlier and then they'd gone their separate ways. True,
they'd danced together, but she'd also danced with Jake and a blonde
actress I thought was named Hannah.

I slipped outside, careful not to make any noise as I ducked into
the shadows. I wasn't close enough to hear what they were saying, but
I could see that they were standing close together. That surprised me.
She had to be angry at him for his part in my deception, so why was
she acting like she was enjoying being here with him when there
wasn't anyone around to see?

His hand went around the back of her neck and I waited for her
to pull back, maybe even slap him, but she didn't. Instead, she let him
kiss her. And it wasn't just some little peck, meant to convey
friendship. When he grabbed her ass, I turned around and went inside.
I didn't want to see any more. What I wanted was to find Kelsee and
make sure she was staying because I'd lost any doubts I'd had about
fucking her tonight.



Chapter 20

KRISSY

There was definitely an advantage to the bigger car, I decided. It
made what Taylor and I were doing so much easier.

He was a good kisser, using just enough tongue but not so much
that I felt like I was going to choke on it. Not sloppy like some guys I'd
been with. He was a bit hesitant with his hands, which surprised me,
but that could've been because I'd shot him down so many times
before. I could see how that'd mess with a guy's head.

I definitely wasn't going to shoot him down now. The last time I'd
had sex, there hadn't been any of this, so it had been a while since I'd
made out with someone. Now that he knew I wasn't going to slap his
hands away, he was taking full advantage of me half-laying on top of
him as we leaned against the door.

His hands slid up over my hips and squeezed my ass before
moving up to my breasts. He wasn't touching skin, but I could feel the
heat of his palms through my dress and I could only imagine what they
would feel like through the even thinner fabric of my panties and bra.

His lips moved down my jaw to my neck and I tipped my head
back to give him easier access. An impish part of me wanted to tell him
to give me a hickey, just so DeVon could see it, but I didn't. As much as
I wanted to annoy my boss, I didn't want to get the reputation of office
slut. Enough people were already assuming I was sleeping with
DeVon. I didn't need to add fuel to the fire.

I pressed my hips more firmly against his and he moaned against
my neck. I could feel him hardening against me and wondered what it
would look like. Thick and short? Long and thin? Would it curve up
towards the firm abs I was currently running my hands over? Did he
shave? Wax? Was his chest as smooth as DeVon's?



I gave my head a little shake. I was definitely thinking too much.
I just wanted to enjoy the pleasurable heat that was building between
us.

“Are you okay?” Taylor asked, apparently distracted by my head
shake.

I smiled at him. “Very okay.”

He shifted, glancing through the fogged-up window at the little
house behind him. It wasn't anything fancy, but it wasn't run-down
either. I liked it. Maybe I'd get a house with roommates instead of an
apartment.

“Do you want to come in for a drink?” Taylor asked, his tone
suggesting that he'd be interested in more than a drink if I was so
inclined.

I sighed and pushed myself up. “I don't think I'm ready to meet
the roommates.”

“They're out of town.”

I gave him a skeptical look and he raised both of his hands,
palms out.

“I swear. Some kind of poker tournament in Vegas.” He gave me
a shy smile. “We'd have the place to ourselves.”

The space between my legs throbbed. It had definitely been too
long and Taylor was hot. I could either go home and get myself off or I
could go inside for a drink and see where things went from there.

I went with option two.

I hadn't drank much at the party since I'd known I had to make
sure Jake didn't take things too far, so the drink he offered me was
welcomed.

“One of my roommates, Kyle, he's auditioning for a part of a
bartender, so he went out and got all of this.” Taylor waved his hand



over the plethora of bottles on the kitchen counter.

I smiled, but I didn't want to hear about his roommate. I drained
my glass and grabbed the front of his shirt, pulling him towards the
living room. He followed without complaint, his arms going around
my waist as I turned towards him.

His mouth found mine and I could taste the shot of vodka he'd
taken. I moved my hands between us, working open the buttons to his
dress shirt until I could slip my hand inside. I wasn't sure when he'd
taken off his jacket. I think around the time I'd abandoned my shoes.

He caught his breath when my nails raked over his nipple and I
felt the flesh harden as I ran my fingers over it. The hands on my waist
flexed. I pulled us backwards until we tumbled onto the couch, Taylor
landing on top of me. He was bigger than me, but not so much that his
weight was too much.

Our lips moved together as I tugged his shirt out of his pants and
finished unbuttoning it. If he'd been rich, I would've just torn it off,
but I knew Taylor didn't have an overabundance of money to buy dress
shirts, so I made myself go slow and not tear anything. I did, however,
throw it onto the floor without a second thought. I ran my hands all
over his back and shoulders, enjoying the way his muscles bunched
and flexed under my touch.

He shifted so that he could kiss my jaw, then throat. I made a
pleased sound, but I wanted him lower. I took his hand and put it on
my bare thigh, hoping he'd take that hint. When he didn't, I moved my
body so that his fingers slid under my dress and his mouth met my
collarbone.

Almost hesitantly, he nudged the strap of my dress with his nose.
I rolled my shoulder, letting the strap fall. He kissed his way across my
shoulder and then down along my neckline. I moaned when he finally
reached the top of my breasts. The hand on my thigh moved up to my
hip, his fingertips brushing against the part of my ass that wasn't
covered by my panties.



I sighed. While I liked his touch, he was taking far too long with
this. At this rate, we'd both fall asleep before we got to the good stuff. I
pressed my lips to his ear and said the magic words.

“Show me your bedroom.”



Chapter 21

DEVON

Kelsee was waiting right where I'd left her. A handful of men
were around her, flirting and laughing, but as soon as her eyes met
mine, I knew she was mine for the night. The men all looked up at me
when I approached, parting so that I could get close enough to Kelsee
to whisper in her ear.

“Are you staying?”

She nodded, her eyes glowing. She knew exactly what I was
asking.

“Good.” I took a few steps back and let the ring of men close
around her again. It didn't matter what they said to her. She wouldn't
be leaving with any of them.

I was tempted to cut the party short. Every muscle in my body
was tense and I couldn't quit seeing Krissy and Taylor kissing. His
hand on her ass. Her body leaning into his.

I made small talk with all the important people and blew off
Jake's question about where Krissy had disappeared to by saying that
she'd had a long week and probably wanted to call it a night. I didn't
know if he believed me, but I was having a hard time caring. I wanted
to believe my lie. It was feasible enough. I knew she still hadn't found
an apartment, which meant she was probably going to spend the
weekend looking. That could be exhausting. She probably had taken
Taylor home, then went back to the hotel, showered and gone to bed.

I could almost picture her in the shower, the water caressing her
body...

I shook my head in a vain attempt to clear it. I shouldn't be
thinking about her in the shower or wondering what she wore to bed.



Cute little pajamas with something like hearts or butterflies on them?
Sexy silk lingerie? Nothing?

Damnit!

I looked at the clock over the fireplace. In about thirty minutes, I
could start hinting that the party was coming to an end. I could make
it thirty minutes. I glanced over my shoulder at Kelsee and she ran her
tongue out along her bottom lip.

The things I was going to do to that mouth.

The next hour was excruciatingly slow. Most people took the hint
when I started my 'farewell' rounds, but some were either too drunk or
too stupid to figure it out. I ended up having to practically escort a few
of them out, one of whom was a very drunk client who managed to
grab my dick a couple times before I got him into a taxi. I almost felt
bad for him since at least half a dozen reporters who'd been hanging
around the gate saw him do it at least once. That was going to be a very
awkward coming out.

When I returned from dropping him off, I did a final check in
each of the rooms after instructing Kelsee to stay where she was. This
wasn't a tour pass, this was to make sure none of my guests had
wandered off and passed out in a corner somewhere. The first party I'd
had like this, I'd woken up at three in the morning with a very
confused red-head who was trying to figure out why I was in her bed.
She'd been sober enough to be embarrassed when I'd told her I wasn't
in her bed, and sober enough to consent when we fucked. While I'd
enjoyed that very much – she was a screamer – it wasn't an experience
I wanted to repeat. I didn't like surprises. I liked to be in control.

After I'd cleared the last room – the special guest room where
Kelsee and I would eventually end up – I went back down to the main
room. Kelsee was standing by the bar, a pleased smile on her face. I
didn't speak to her as I walked over and poured myself a scotch. Still
without a word, I walked over to my favorite armchair and sat down,
sipping at the expensive alcohol.



Kelsee walked towards me slowly, putting a swing in her step
that would've been a bit more enticing if she'd had some curves, but
considering I could see how hard her nipples were beneath her dress, I
wasn't going to be picky. She slipped off her shoes, losing enough
height to make her over a foot shorter than me. My cock gave an
interested twitch. There was something to be said about how exciting
it was to be so much more physically overwhelming than someone you
were fucking. I usually liked women who felt more...durable, but every
once in a while, I enjoyed the ones like Kelsee who appeared so fragile.

She didn't speak, which surprised me, but rather climbed right
onto my lap, her movements almost catlike as she rubbed against me.
Her ass brushed against my cock, but she didn't settle there. Instead,
she settled lower on my thigh and let her hand drop between us. Her
fingers danced over the fabric of my pants, teasing me. I wondered if
she thought she was the one in control, the one seducing me.

I took another swallow of my scotch. I didn't mind when they
started out thinking that way. Sometimes it made the game more
exciting as they realized who was truly in charge.

Then her eyes met mine and I knew she had absolutely no doubt
who was in control here. Her fingers stroked me more firmly through
my pants and my cock started to harden. I had no doubt that she'd
follow my every instruction, that she'd let me do what I wanted to her,
but not because she thought that was how she was going to get ahead,
but because she wanted it, too. She didn't have to say it because it was
written on her face. I'd been with enough women to know the
difference between one who thought they'd endure whatever was done
in order to advance their career and the ones who craved what I had to
offer. It would take only a few seconds to confirm that Kelsee was the
latter.

She lightly squeezed me, smiling as my cock swelled even more. I
grabbed her wrist, putting enough pressure on it to make her eyes
widen. It didn't hurt, but it got her attention. I set my now empty glass
down and slid my free hand under her dress. She didn't stop me as I



ran my palm over her hip and then up her side to her breast. I didn't
cup it or caress it or anything like that. With my eyes locked on hers, I
pinched her nipple between my thumb and forefinger.

She gasped, but it wasn't a sound of pain. I squeezed tighter and
twisted. She made a pained sound and I held it for another moment
longer. When I let go and removed my hand, her eyes were even wider
than before and she was taking jagged breaths, but she wasn't
protesting.

I gave her a nudge and she climbed off my lap. I stood and held
out a hand. “Are you ready for that tour now?”



Chapter 22

KRISSY

Taylor was on the bed, already down to his black boxer-briefs,
when I finally got out of my dress. The make-out session from the
couch had continued in the bedroom and it was clear, now, that I was
going to have to take charge. I didn't mind since it usually meant I
could get myself off at least once. I'd had a couple guys try to take
control completely, but those encounters ended with me with my hand
between my legs while the guy was looking for his pants. When it was
give and take, the odds of me having an orgasm were better, but not as
good as they were when I got to drive.

I unsnapped my bra and let it slide down my shoulders, slowly
exposing my breasts. Taylor's eyes darkened when my nipples came
into view. The panties went next, and then I was completely naked.

“Your turn,” I said as I leaned over him.

He made a surprised sound as I pulled his underwear off and
tossed it over my shoulder. He was definitely a natural blond. I let my
nails lightly run over his cock and he shuddered. He was half-hard and
I could already tell that he would be a bit over average size. I just
hoped he knew how to use it.

I crawled up his body, letting my hair brush against his body as I
went. I stayed on all fours above him as I leaned down and kissed him.
I didn't make it gentle, forcing my tongue between his lips. I wanted
him to know that he didn't have to worry about me breaking. I'd never
been able to climax from sweet and slow alone. It always took
something a little extra to get me over the edge.

When I broke the kiss, I slid back down his body until I was right
where I wanted to be. I glanced up at him and then took him into my
mouth. He groaned as I took his whole length. I knew that when he



was at full size, I probably wouldn't be able to get it all in my mouth
and I didn't feel like showing up at work tomorrow with a sore throat.

His skin was hot and silky across my tongue and beneath my
hand, that wonderful combination of hard and soft that nothing else
could match. His hand rested on my head and I waited for him to take
control, to push me down on his cock or maybe just dig his fingers into
my hair. I'd been told more than once that I had wonderful hair to play
with during sex. He didn't do either of those, merely kept his hand on
my head as I moved up and down.

“Stop,” he gasped. “I won't make it if you keep going.”

I grinned and pushed myself up on my knees. He was fully erect
now, but I wasn't going to fuck him. Not yet. If he was that close, he
needed a bit of time to come down before we got to it.

“My turn,” I said as I started to make my way back up his body.

He got onto his hands and knees. “Do you want your head on the
pillows or flat?” He gestured towards the top of the bed.

I had to admit, I was a bit disappointed. Don't get me wrong, I
wanted him to go down on me, but I'd wanted to be on top. I wanted to
be able to control where his mouth went, how deep his tongue dipped.
There were some guys that really knew how to please me with their
mouth, but most of them needed either a map or me to take charge. I
didn't let him see how I felt as I stretched out on my back, letting my
head rest at the base of the pillows so I could see him.

He lay down between my legs and lowered his head. I made an
approving sound as he ran his tongue up the full length of me. When
he slid it between my folds, I closed my eyes, wanting to just enjoy the
sensation of friction and wet heat. I pictured Taylor's head between my
thighs, his eyes peering up at me...

The picture shifted and I saw deep brown eyes, messy black hair.
His face held the promise of something I'd never felt before...

Taylor's lips closed around my clit and I opened my eyes. Blond



hair. Blue eyes. A focused determination as he swirled his tongue
around that little bundle of nerves. Pleasure ran up my body and I
cupped my breasts, teasing my nipples as Taylor continued to
thoroughly lick me. It felt good, but there was none of the weight that
promised an orgasm from oral alone. It wasn't that he was bad. He was
actually pretty good, but my body just wasn't having it tonight.

“Condom?” I finally asked.

He looked up, surprised. “You're sure you're ready?”

I appreciated his concern, but I didn't think I was going to get
anywhere without something bigger than a finger inside me. He was
thick enough it was going to be tight, but more foreplay wasn't going to
help that. Besides, sometimes it was better that way.

Taylor reached over to the nightstand and opened a drawer. He
tore open a packet and rolled the latex over his cock. I watched with an
almost detached disinterest. I had one hand on my breast, still playing
with my nipple, and the other was between my legs, rubbing my clit as
I waited.

When he leaned over me, I wrapped my hand around him and
guided him inside. He groaned as he slid the first couple inches in.

“So fucking tight.”

I put my hand around the back of his head and pulled it down
towards my breast. It took him a moment, but he realized what I
wanted and wrapped his lips around my nipple.

“Shit.” I arched up against him as he started to suck. It was a
straight line from my breast to my groin and as he continued to push
into me, I started to feel that pressure that meant maybe I'd be able to
get off after all.

He paused when he was completely inside me, lifting his head off
of my breast. I could tell by the look on his face that he was fighting for
control. I was suddenly tempted to squeeze him, see how far I could
push him, but I didn't. If he came because I was teasing, he'd be



embarrassed and I wouldn't be satisfied either. I liked him enough to
not want to do that.

Finally, he propped himself up on his elbows and began to move.
He had a nice, steady rhythm with long, sure strokes. He was big
enough to make me feel full, but not so much that it hurt. His angle let
him rub against my clit with just the right amount of pressure. I ran
my hands up and down his back, lightly scratching my fingernails
across the firm muscles of his ass. He made a sound in his throat when
I did that and I smiled. He really was a great guy and he did know
what he was doing.

There was just one little problem. I was enjoying myself to an
extent and his movements felt good, but there was no edge, nothing
that promised the release I needed. In fact, the only tension I could
feel inside me was the lack of sex I'd experienced over the past couple
weeks, and that would never work without some help.

When I was nineteen, I'd had a short-term relationship with a
judo instructor and he'd taught me a couple self-defense moves that
also worked well in the bedroom. I used one of them now to flip us
over, putting Taylor underneath and me in control. His eyes were wide
with surprise, but he didn't protest. Part of me wished he had. A nice
little power struggle was always a turn-on.

His hands went to my hips and I leaned forward, putting my
palms flat on his chest. I rode him hard, trying to force my body to that
place where I wouldn't have to think about being homesick, about
living in a hotel...about my totally hot and untouchable boss.

DeVon wouldn't have laid passively beneath me, I was sure. I'd
seen it in his eyes. He'd dig his fingers into my hips, leaving bruises.
He'd fuck me hard enough to make me see stars. He wouldn't treat me
like I could break, but he'd try to break me.

The thought of having DeVon pounding into me, his mouth and
teeth marking me, his hands all over me, buried in my hair...

I came with a shudder, my body going stiff and clamping down



on Taylor's cock. He cried out, his hips jerking up against me as he
came. I slumped down on him, pressing my face against his chest to
hide the guilt. Sure, I fantasized when I masturbated, but I didn't like
to do it when I was with someone, especially someone I liked. Besides,
Taylor was gorgeous. I shouldn't have needed...

I squeezed my eyes closed and pushed the thoughts out of my
head. I rolled off of Taylor and he climbed out of bed to discard the
condom. I turned my face away from him and gave in to the chemicals
coursing through my body that told me to relax and sleep. I was half
under when the bed dipped. I felt Taylor press his lips against my
spine but didn't move. I didn't want him to know I was awake. He
draped one arm across me and then I was asleep.



Chapter 23

DEVON

Kelsee's painted red lips stretched wide around my cock as I
fucked her mouth. She made a gagging sound as I pushed too far, but I
held her there for a moment anyway, letting her struggle against the
grip I had on her hair. She knew what to do if she wanted me to stop.
She also knew that if she tapped out, she would get a taxi ride home
and that was it. She'd still be represented by Mirage, but she'd never
get a second chance to fuck.

When I finally pulled her off my cock, she coughed and gasped
for air. She definitely had a mouth made for oral, even if she did have
to work on her gag reflex. I didn't give her a chance to recover as I
pulled her to her feet. I'd already stripped her – not that it had been
hard considering the only thing she'd been wearing under that thin
dress had been skin – but I was still dressed. My pants weren't even
down, just open.

I gave her a nudge towards the bed, releasing her hair. I slowly
undressed as she climbed onto the large bed I'd bought just for nights
like this. This was where I fucked, and this was where I sometimes let
the women sleep if it was really late. I slept in my bedroom and always
made sure I left a note with cab fare in it on the nightstand for them to
find. In fact, the locked drawer in the top of the dresser had a stack of
notes and twenties. The rest of the dresser was filled with other things,
things that I was debating about using tonight.

My skin felt like it was on fire and every muscle in my body was
tense. I needed release. Sometimes I liked to use the things I had in
the dresser. Floggers and crops to discipline, nipple clamps and dildos
of various sizes. Vibrators and butt plugs. Ropes, scarves, blindfolds,
handcuffs and a spreader bar. I'd spent years collecting the best toys.



Tonight, I decided, I wanted to use my hands and my mouth. I
just didn't know if I wanted her on her back or stomach first. It would
all depend on how I planned on taking her, from behind or face-to-
face. I made the choice almost immediately after I'd thought it.
Behind. She was pretty, but I didn't want to see her face. This wasn't a
personal connection. This was fucking.

“Lie on your back.”

She did as she was told, spreading her legs before I said anything.
That was fine. I intended to get there, just not yet. I stepped out of my
underwear and walked over to the bed. I quickly cuffed Kelsee's hand
to the headboard, then walked to the other side to do the same. I'd had
the cuffs specially made. They were soft leather, the ones I used when I
didn't want to leave marks where anyone could see them. They
wouldn't hurt her, but she wouldn't be able to do anything, either. I
left her legs free. She was too short for the restraints at the bottom of
the bed unless I wanted to get the extensions, but I wasn't patient
enough for that at the moment.

I climbed onto the bed, loving the way her eyes were so wide as
they stared up at me. I kept my gaze on her face as I squeezed her
breasts. She took a shuddering breath, but didn't make a sound. I
rolled her nipples between my fingers and she moaned, arching her
back. I pinched her hard and she whimpered. When I started to tug on
her nipples, her mouth fell open. The harder I pulled, the harder she
panted, until, finally, she cried out. Only then did I let her nipples go.

“I thought about putting clamps on those,” I said as I moved to
straddle her waist. “Making them so swollen and sore that you'll have
to go topless all weekend.” I leaned over and flicked my tongue across
the tip of one nipple, then the other. Her body jerked with each touch.

“Yes,” she said breathlessly. “Yes, please.”

Without warning, I bit down on the nipple in front of me and she
screamed, her entire body going rigid. Something deep inside me
twisted as the errant thought popped into my head: would Krissy



scream if I bit her? To clear my head, I turned to the other nipple and
bit down, eliciting another scream. Before Kelsee could draw enough
air for another cry, I took her nipple into my mouth and began to suck
on it. This wasn't a gentle suckling to coax pleasure from a lover but a
rough pull of my mouth, the kind that made the body beneath me
writhe.

I ran my hand down over her flat stomach and slid my fingers
between her legs. She'd closed them at some point when I'd been
playing with her nipples, but I pushed them open. When I switched to
the other breast, I shoved my middle finger into her pussy.

“Fuck!” Kelsee tugged on the restraints, but they didn't give.
Stronger women than she had tested them.

I pumped my finger into her as I pulled at her breast with my
lips, tongue and teeth. By the time I was done with them, her nipples
were red and puffy, tender to even look at, and her entire body was
shaking. She hadn't come yet, but I knew she was close. I withdrew my
hand from between her legs and slid my finger between her lips. She
didn't need me to tell her to suck.

“Don't come until I say you can,” I said. “Understand?”

Kelsee nodded.

“If you disobey me,” I added. “I'll fuck your ass dry.” Her eyes
widened but she didn't say anything.

I unsnapped the restraints and gave her a moment to rub the
feeling back into her wrists as I repositioned them at the side of the
bed.

“On your stomach.”

She obeyed, but I saw her wince as her nipples touched the
sheets. If she thought that hurt, she was going to be crying when they
rubbed against the thousand count cotton while I fucked her. I
shrugged. She knew what she had to do if she wanted me to stop. If
she didn't tap out, it was on her.



I stretched her arms out straight and tied them down. I climbed
onto the bed again and pulled her ankles together. I kept one hand on
them as I ran my other hand over her ass. She didn't have much of
one, not like...other women.

The first time my hand cracked against her ass, she yelped, her
body jerking. A small sound of pain followed, but I had a feeling that
was from her nipples. I'd practically been gentle. The second one was
harder. I let her legs go as I alternated hands, my palms stinging as her
ass turned from pink to red. She squirmed, trying to get away, but I'd
done this too many times. I didn't miss a single stroke and I didn't stop
until I knew anything more would bruise. If she'd been one of my girls,
I would've kept going, and a part of me wanted to anyway.

I released her wrists and pulled her arms back. “Grab your ankles
and pull your legs apart.”

The position was impossibly awkward, but she did it, opening her
legs wide enough for me to see that she was wet.

That was good, because I wasn't going to give her any foreplay. I
picked up a condom from the nightstand and put it on. My cock was
throbbing with everything that had built up from the moment I saw
Krissy walk into my house with that asshole, Taylor.

I scowled as I positioned myself behind Kelsee. Was Krissy going
down on him? Did she come with his face buried in her pussy? Was he
fucking her? Missionary? Doggie style?

The image of Krissy on all fours, her eyes glassy, mouth open,
while Taylor slammed into her was too much.

I drove forward, burying myself in Kelsee's tight channel with
one thrust. She wailed, almost losing her grip on her ankles. I grabbed
her hair and yanked her head up. “If you let go, I'll use my crop on
your tits, got it?”

She whimpered and tried to nod. I kept hold of her hair and used
it as leverage. I didn't go slow; I didn't care if she'd adjusted to my size.



I just wanted to fuck her hard enough that I forgot all about how
Krissy was probably on her back underneath Taylor.

I closed my eyes, forcing myself to think only of the body I was
driving into, the way she squeezed around me, the sounds she made.
No face. No name. Just curves and dips, hot and wet.

DeVon.

It was Krissy's voice in my ear, the low, husky way I imagined
she'd say my name.

“Fuck!” I practically screamed it as I came. I ground my teeth
together. This couldn't be happening again. I slammed my hand down
on the bed and heard Kelsee squeak.

I opened my eyes. I'd forgotten about her. I was still inside her
and I'd forgotten about her.

And she hadn't come. Her entire body was tense and shaking.
Her head was turned to the side enough that I could see the tears
streaming down her face.

“Did you come?” My voice was rough as I asked the question.

She shook her head.

“You're allowed,” I said. I put my hands beneath us, getting a
finger slick with her juices. At the same time, I used my thumb to rub
her clit while I pushed my finger into her ass.

She bent so far back as she came I thought her spine would snap.
Her mouth was open, but no sound came out. All of her muscles went
rigid, her pussy tightening around my cock hard enough to hurt, but it
was the kind of pain that I needed right then and I shuddered.

Suddenly, she went limp, her limbs falling to the bed as she
passed out. I pulled out of her and went to the guest bathroom to clean
up enough to go to my own bedroom. Before I left, I pulled a blanket
up over her and got one of my notes out of the dresser. I quietly shut
the door behind me as I left and headed up to my own shower to wash



away what I'd just done.



Chapter 24

KRISSY

When I first woke up, I couldn't figure out where I was. For a
moment, I told myself it was because I was in a hotel instead of my
own bed, but then I realized there was an arm around me and the
memories of the night before flooded back to me.

Shit.

I eased myself out from underneath Taylor's arm and grabbed
my dress from the floor. I dressed quickly, hoping the entire time that
Taylor didn't wake up. I so didn't want to do the awkward morning
after thing. I also wasn't going to do the whole leaving without a word
thing. I found a pad of paper hanging on the refrigerator so I scribbled
my number and said to call me.

I really did like Taylor, I thought as I hurried down the sidewalk
to my car, but I remembered everything from the night before,
including how DeVon had kept creeping up in my thoughts. I couldn't
deny that I was attracted to DeVon, but I also could remind myself of
all the shitty things he'd done to me. I did that the entire way back to
the hotel and those thoughts followed me into sleep.

My phone ringing woke me hours later. I answered it with a
groggy, “Hello?”

“Krissy? It's Taylor.”

I sat up. “Oh, hey.” Guess we were having the awkward morning
after talk even though the clock said it was noon.

“So, I was wondering if you wanted to go out to dinner tonight.”
There was a pause, and then he added, “I had a great time last night.”

“Me, too,” I said. “I'd love to go to dinner.”



“Great!”

She could almost hear that brilliant smile.

“Do you want me to pick you up?”

I hesitated. I wasn't sure I trusted myself to not invite him up if
he drove me home tonight and I didn't know if I wanted two nights in
a row. That felt a bit more like a commitment than I wanted. “Why
don't we meet?”

“All right,” he said amiably. “I'll text you the restaurant
information.”

“That sounds great.”

I was glad he didn't linger on the phone. I had a lot to do today,
not the least of which was picking out a dress for tonight and finding
someone who could do something with my rat's nest of hair. I'd almost
forgotten what a mess just-fucked hair could be. I really hoped it
wasn't as bad when I had come in that morning as it felt now.

I also knew I had to start apartment hunting, but I could put that
off until tomorrow. I'd worked my ass off this week. I deserved a little
bit of fun. I kept telling myself that as I treated myself to a trip to the
salon. By the time Taylor's text came in around four, I'd managed to
get rid of all my previous guilt and was determined to make tonight
perfect.

I arrived at the restaurant a few minutes after eight, but Taylor
hadn't yet arrived. The host showed me to a secluded table in the back,
then left me to admire the expensive white linen tablecloth and
romantic candlelight. I was impressed. I knew Taylor didn't have
much money. Getting a table like this in such a nice restaurant must've
cost a fortune.

I took my phone out of my purse, figuring I might as well check
my messages while I waited. That way, I'd be all caught up and could
turn off my ringer, allowing Taylor and I an uninterrupted evening.



I had just finished replying to a text from Carrie telling me that
she and Gavin were going to be planning a trip to LA soon when I
caught movement across from me. I started to speak before I finished
raising my head, “Hey, you're late...”

My voice trailed off but my mouth hung open as I saw that the
man sitting across from me wasn't Taylor, but DeVon. I snapped my
jaw shut, my brain scrambling for a moment before righting itself.

“What are you doing here?” I was aware that sounded rude, but
to be fair, he was the one who'd just sat down, uninvited. I sat up
straighter. I didn't have any reason to be polite. We weren't at work or
a business dinner or anything like that. This was my personal time.
“You have to go,” I said firmly. “I'm on a date.”

DeVon gave me an annoying smirk that made me want to slap
him. I clenched my hands together on my lap to resist the impulse.

“I'm sorry, Krissy. I know I shouldn't intrude, but I thought you
might like to know that Taylor won't be coming.”

“What?” I couldn't have heard him correctly. How the hell did he
know who I was meeting? And why was it any of his business?

“He, too, is familiar with the rule about no dating between clients
and agents.”

I frowned at him. Was he seriously going to pull that bullshit
again? “He's not a client.”

DeVon's smirk widened. “He is now. I just signed him.”

End of Vol. 1

Chasing Perfection will continue in Vol. 2, release August 18th.
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