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I charge ahead, holding the laundry basket in my arms. I’m a man on a mission. The lady behind the desk files her nails and looks up at me with a smile. 

“Wait up, what’s the rush?” my sister asks.

“Laundry day,” I say as I open the door and enter the dry cleaners.

“Hello, Mr. Smith. How can I help you today?” the lady behind the counter asks. I forget her name. Vanessa, I think.

I set the basket on the counter. “Laundry day. I’ll pick it up on my way home,” I say.

“Okay, thank you. We’ll have it ready.”

It’s a woman’s job to do the laundry and I’ll be dammed if I take on the role of domestic chores. It’s bad enough that I have to put it away once I’m home. My sister, Louise, thinks I’m stupid for spending money on having my laundry done by the dry cleaners. They have the laundry service in addition to the dry-cleaning services.

“Collin, you’d save a ton of money by doing it yourself. You live in an efficient condo. The washer and dryer set just collects dust. Why do you even bother having a laundry room?” she asks.

I raise my brow at my younger sister. Girls, what do they know? Even though at twenty-three she’s not a little girl anymore. “It’s a woman’s job to operate the laundry facility. I have the room in case I bring one home.” I wink at her as she rolls her eyes.

“You’re such a chauvinistic pig.”

“Am not. I don’t cut a woman down for doing laundry. I don’t expect her to cut me down for doing my job either. I just don’t have time,” I say.

“You do, you just think laundry is beneath you,” she says.

“Cleaning too. Don’t forget, Mandi comes over once a week to do a thorough cleaning of my place. I refuse to clean. Why should I?”

“It’s good skills to have. You’re just lazy,” she says.

We turn the corner heading to the little café for coffee like we do every Wednesday morning. She’s fresh out of college and works at the bank around the corner from the hotel I manage. It’s easy for us to keep in touch and it’s our weekly routine.

“I’m not lazy, sis, I’m smart.” We take a seat at a little table after grabbing our coffees.

“But it is. You won’t do anything. I’m surprised you aren’t starving,” Louise says.

“No, I order out. I have meals delivered. It’s a pain to cook, but I know how to do it all. That’s the joy of my job. I make enough money to afford these little amenities. When I find a woman to live with me, then I’ll stop with the maid, laundry services, and meal deliveries and let her do it,” I say as I take a sip.

“And you’re how old?”

“Twenty-nine. You know that.”

“That’s my point. Twenty-nine and no woman wants you. Step into the twenty-first century and treat women as equals,” she says while shaking her head.

“I am. I treat women as equal. This is just me. I’m not good with laundry, cleaning, and domestic chores. I hire it done. At least I’m honest. And women love me. I’m picky,” I say and drink the coffee. Outside the window, people walk by wide-eyed and looking up at the tall buildings. Tourists. I bet they are walking to my hotel.

“I think you should stop the services now, save your money, and learn how to do these things for yourself.” She won’t let it rest.

“I know how to wash and dry clothes. I’ve used my washer and dryer. I know how to clean the place, been there, done that. I know how to shop for groceries and prepare and cook a meal. But why should I do that if I don’t have to?” I lift my brow at her.

She shakes her head and rolls her eyes and we go our own way to our jobs. Stepping inside the grand hotel, I smile at the reflective shine on the marble floors. Cassie, the beautiful redhead with a curvy body that won’t stop, smiles wearily at me. When I approach the counter, she lifts her perfectly arched brows. 

“Good morning, Mr. Smith,” she says and hands me a document containing the overnight tallies.

“Good morning, Cassie. My, you look lovely in that blue outfit. It brings out the blue tones in your eyes,” I say.

“I have green eyes,” she says.

I lean in closer. “Yeah, green with flecks of blue. Very beautiful. Like peacock feathers,” I say and tap the counter. 

“Thank you,” she says.

“And,” I say and sniff towards her. “You smell ravishing today.” I wink.

“Should I be worried?” she asks.

“About?”

“Well, that you refer to me as ravishing. Like you want to ravish me,” she says.

I smile. “Of course, I do. You must be producing pheromones. I want to bone you too,” I say and chuckle. 

“That could be taken as sexual harassment,” she says.

I pivot and turn back to her. “Sweetie, I’m not harassing you. You’re a woman and I’m a man and clearly, there’s an attraction there. I can’t help that, and neither can you. I didn’t touch you, nor did I suggest anything that will happen as a fact. I merely stated a desire I have. That’s all. And if that offends you, then it’s your problem, not mine,” I say curtly.

I admit it, I have a thing for Cassie. She’s sexy hot and under my skin and I can’t focus when I’m around her. The fragrance she wears drives me batty. I mean, I fight to keep my cock from standing at attention. And should she rise and walk through the lobby, my heart races when I watch her curvy ass sway. I know between those hot thighs is a sweet spot that would sing to my tongue’s direction if she’d just let me. 

I find her in the break room at noon, she’s eating a salad and thumbing through an online magazine on her tablet. The pizza I scored is hot, so I set it on the table and open it in front of her. She acknowledges me and keeps reading.

“Hey, sweetie, have some pizza,” I say as I pop the top on the soda and grab a slice myself.

“No, thank you, I’ve got plenty here. Wouldn’t hurt you to try a salad once in a while,” she says.

“Is that a fat joke?” I ask and chuckle.

“Oh no! Not a fat joke, you’re not fat by any means. I meant, salads are healthier than pizza,” she says and beams a genuine smile my way. Yes!

“I’m just teasing you. Believe it or not, I do eat healthy. I just enjoy some fast food at lunch sometimes,” I say as I grab a second slice.

“I see. That’s good to know,” she says.

“I have a meal service that delivers fresh healthy meals every week. I eat out the rest of the time. You know how it is being a bachelor,” I say and lift my brow.

She laughs. I love to hear the soft tones of her voice when she’s friendly. “No, I can’t say that I do. I mean I shop for groceries and cook for myself,” she says. She sounds like my sister. But this is promising. She’s domesticated.

“Do you do laundry too?” I ask.

“What?” Her brow furrows.

“Seriously, my sister thinks I’m terrible for having the dry cleaners do my laundry,” I say.

“That’s, um, wow. I mean, good for you? It’s nice that you can afford such luxuries,” she says and shakes her head and laughs sarcastically.

“If you play your cards right, I’ll let you do your laundry along with mine at my place. I have a new condo with a laundry closet. My sister laughs that I never use it, but I have. I just don’t care to. I’d rather someone else do it,” I say.

“Play my cards right and I can come over to your place and do your laundry? Is that supposed to entice me or something?”

Why sure. You can do your laundry too,” I say. I think she lives in one
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