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        The Vegas Pitch

        By Amanda Shelley

      

      

      

      This pitch could make or break my career.

      Not only will it set a personal record for the biggest account I’ve ever landed, but it could set my newfound company three years ahead of schedule for expansion.

      Thank God I’ve got Nate Bellinger on my team.

      Even though I had my reservations hiring the sexiest man I’ve ever laid eyes on—he more than meets my expectations with his hard work and determination. Together, we’ve formed a solid team and play off each other perfectly.

      As we wait for the final verdict, I begrudgingly take Nate up on his offer for a night on the town. After all, this is Vegas, and I need to let the chips fall where they may.

      Imagine my surprise when I wake up the next morning to find we’ve not only won the campaign, but I’m apparently married to the man I’ve only ever let myself fantasize about. 

      The kicker of it all—he has no intentions of letting me go.

      But what will it mean once we leave Vegas?
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      Buzz… buzzzz… buzzzzzz.

      Make it stop… just make it stop.

      Buzz… buzzzz… buzzzzzz.

      Wait? Is that my phone?

      Buzz… buzzzz… buzzzzzz.

      Oh, shit, it is.

      Scrambling across the bed, I fumble for the offensive noise this early in the morning.

      Seeing my biggest potential client's name illuminate the screen, I’m suddenly on high alert as I frantically swipe at the call, hoping like hell I can answer before it goes to voice mail.

      “Hel…Hello?” comes out breathless.

      A woman’s crisp tone comes through the line. “Ms. Holstings?”

      “This is she.” Closing my eyes, I hold my breath as I wait for more.

      “My name is Riley Bennett. I’m Mr. Worthington’s personal secretary.”

      Instantly, my shoulders sag, and I’m certain she’s about to deliver terrible news.

      Mr. Worthington said he himself would reach out if we won the contract. My blood turns to ice as what’s riding on this news flashes through my mind.

      I’ve put my life on hold, bending over backward for the past six months to land this account. The Worthington is one of the biggest hotels being constructed on The Strip, and a client like this, with multiple destinations around the world, could’ve put my advertising firm three years ahead of schedule—in terms of expansion.

      Christ. I was really counting on this, and thought my chances were good.

      As I mentally roam down the road of despair, the lady on the other end continues, as if she isn’t about to rip my dreams to shreds. “He wants me to relay a message to you as soon as possible.”

      “Okay…” I draw out, sinking onto my pillow, hoping she’ll put me out of my misery sooner than later.

      “Mr. Worthington sends his deepest regrets he couldn’t do this in person, but a family emergency has pulled him away.”

      “I’m sorry to hear that,” I manage to spit out, as my stomach drops to the floor, waiting for the proverbial shoe to drop.

      The woman on the other end takes in a deep breath. “Yes. It is rather unfortunate…but as I was saying, he’d like me to relay a message…”

      Oh, for the love of God, just say it already.

      I hear papers wrestling on her end of the phone, and I seriously want to reach my hand through the line and strangle her for making me wait any longer. This is pure agony, knowing my dreams are about to be ripped away.

      “Here it is. Sorry about that. I needed to check my notes to talk about the specifics of what Mr. Worthington wished to convey himself. He said, and I quote, ‘Your firm is exactly what Worthington Industries is looking for. You’re young, fresh, and have your thumb on the pulse of what people expect for a new expansion as grand as this.’ He’d like you to return to Vegas on the twenty-eighth, to tour the construction site, so you can get a feel for exactly the space and the layout for your grand opening campaign.”

      Holy shit. This is unexpected.

      Pumping my fist in the air, I do a little happy dance in the bed and silently scream my excitement.

      “Ms. Holstings? Are you there?”

      “Yes,” I quickly assure her. “Yes, we’ll be there.”

      “Since this is short notice, Mr. Worthington asked if I could make travel arrangements for you—and any member of your team you deem necessary, from Seattle to Las Vegas.”

      Somehow, my wits return, and I manage to sound calm as I interject. “That won't be necessary.”

      “Ma’am, he insists on making one of the company’s jets available that day. He only has a small window of availability. He’d like to use the flight as an opportunity to finish the final details before you tour the site together.”

      A private jet? To Vegas?

      “Well, when you put it that way, I’m happy to let you make the arrangements.” I concede. If Mr. Worthington wants to use the flight to conduct business, it will be far more effective if we took his jet. “It will just be Mr. Bellinger and myself traveling that day.”

      “Great. The jet typically flies out of Paine Field, to avoid traffic at Sea-Tac. Will you need help in getting arrangements to the airport?”

      “No. That won’t be necessary.”

      She prattles on but assures me she’ll email the details as well, so I don’t bother looking for a pen to write the specifics. The poor woman on the other side has no clue how little I’m paying attention at this point because I’m still reeling over the fact that our pitch won us this account.

      I mean, I knew Holstings’ Creative had a real shot. We were on point with our research and marketing analysis. We know Worthington Industries inside and out. But we’re still small—in terms of advertising firms, and we knew it would be a long shot against other major conglomerates.

      But we did it… we fucking did it! Nate and I went in there yesterday and kicked ass. It takes everything in my power to listen to the things Riley continues to prattle about. When she finally ends the call with, “If you need anything, please don’t hesitate to reach out.” I can barely contain myself.

      The moment I end the call and place my phone back on the nightstand, two warm arms snake around my torso, and a warm breath nuzzles into my neck. My entire body stiffens when I realize two things simultaneously—first, I’m not alone, and second, I’m completely naked, and so is the man behind me.

      What the hell happened last night?

      Before I can process this information, a low moan comes from the man as he kisses my neck. “Hmmmm… it looks like we have one more thing to celebrate.”

      Holy fucking shit. I’d recognize that sexy voice in my sleep. Hell, I’ve dreamed about this man, but I have never in my wildest desires let myself go there.

      Goose bumps erupt all over my flesh as kisses feather along my shoulder. Hmmm. It’s hard to think, as I assess the situation and replay the events of the last few minutes in my head.

      This feels too good to be true, and my brain disconnects, succumbing to the sensation. Closing my eyes, I enjoy the fantasy coming to life as hot kisses pepper my neck and shoulders, and warm hands roam my body, holding me in place. My body lights on fire when he cups my breast and thumbs across my nipple as the other hand flows south and cups my mound. The moment a finger strokes my clit, I’m convinced there’s only one explanation to the events in this moment.

      I must be dreaming.

      And as I’m on the precipice to a ginormous release, there’s no way I’m waking.

      Nope, Nate Bellinger is one of my biggest fantasies come true. He’s the man I’ve often let myself picture when I need to take the edge off and take matters into my own hand. Not only is he tall, handsome, and sexy as sin. He’s also wicked smart and extremely talented—and someone who’s completely off limits—as he’s an employee. Hence, the reason why I only allow myself to fantasize about this man.

      Fuck, I’ve never had a dream so vivid in my life.

      It’s like I’m climbing to the top of a rollercoaster, teetering on the edge of exploding, and my entire body trembles.

      Chasing the impending orgasm, I feel his grip on my body tighten as sparks of energy explode everywhere in an instant. “Oh my God, best dream ever,” I pant as pulse after pulse rocks through my body.

      I’m brought back to reality when Nate hauls me into his arm and chuckles. “Not a dream, wife,” he says, coaxing me to my back, so he can eagerly crawl up my body.

      The way his heated eyes pin mine, I gulp audibly, as I process his words.

      “Not. A. Dream. Wife?”

      What the hell? There’s no way I’d dream of something this vivid.

      When he reaches for my left hand and kisses my knuckles, I notice something that’s never been there before.

      A ring.

      Not just any ring, a white gold or platinum band with a huge round diamond shining back at me.

      As events from the last twenty-four hours rush back at me, my mind whirls with wonder.

      What the hell have I gotten myself into?
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      One Day Earlier…

      “…And this is why we believe Holstings’ Creative will make the launch of The Worthington the talk of the town. People will flock to Vegas to experience all The Worthington has to offer.”

      As I look around the boardroom, I’m greeted with curt smiles and nods. It’s Mr. Worthington who breaks the silence. “Thank you for your time, Ms. Holstings. I’ll be in touch personally, to let you know our decision in the next few days.”

      Well, that’s something, isn’t it?

      He nods to his fellow colleagues, and our meeting disassembles.

      As the room empties, Mr. Worthington walks to Nate and me to shake our hands and personally thanks us for our time and effort put into this project thus far.

      “If you have any further questions, please don’t hesitate to reach out,” I say as he releases my hand.

      “Will. Do.” Mr. Worthington nods, then exits the room with his peers.

      The moment Nate and I are alone, I turn to him nervously and ask, “What do you think?”

      Nodding, he grins. “Personally, I think we left it all on the table, and if we’re the best fit for them, they’ll choose us.”

      “Hmmmm…” I grumble, not sure how I feel about his assessment. I mean, we could have said a few things differently. I’m certainly not sure how the VP felt because that man had a poker face from the moment we walked in. On autopilot, I pack my laptop and gather our things, replaying the entire presentation in my mind.

      Just when I’ve packed the last of my things, Nate reaches out and grips my wrist. I ignore the bolt of electricity that zings through me each and every time we touch and do my best to focus on his face as I ask, “What?”

      “You and I are going out tonight,” he demands. His expression leaves little room for argument.

      “We are?” I ask, holding my chin high, trying like hell not to show how his touch impacts me.

      “Yes. I know you, Annabelle Holstings. Better than you think.” He takes a deep breath and exhales slowly as he pins me with those amber eyes I often find myself lost in. “You’ll go back to your room, get stuck in your head, and worry yourself sick over the possible outcome. That is not happening tonight.”

      “You got a better plan?” I challenge.

      “Yep.” He nods triumphantly. “And it starts with dinner.”

      Starts? There’s a glimmer of mischief in his expression I’ve never seen before. It’s intriguing, and I’m half-tempted to give in, just to see where it leads.

      Before I can come back with anything witty, he smirks. “When was the last time you ate?”

      Oh, hell. How am I supposed to remember that? I was too nervous to eat this morning.

      “That’s what I thought. First dinner, then our goal is to get your mind off

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/social-facebook-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/vegas_chpt_1.jpg
Chagler 1





OEBPS/images/vegas_chpt_2.jpg
Chagler 2





OEBPS/images/social-goodreads-screen.png





OEBPS/images/social-instagram-screen.png





OEBPS/images/asavatarnoback.jpg





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





OEBPS/images/amandashelleycoverebook.jpg





OEBPS/images/social-twitter-screen.png






OEBPS/images/social-bookbub-screen.png





OEBPS/images/social-pinterest-screen.png





