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My First Theft Went a Little Like This


Chapter 1
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SARAH

My heart beats fast as I look around the fancy grocery store. No one is looking at me. Good. I thought I would stand out like a rusty penny in a sea of gold because I'm the only person here who’s not wearing an expensive designer label, but not a soul is paying attention to plain old me. 

I stare at the organic sea salt chips. God, I'm so hungry. The last time I ate was yesterday, and all I had was a half-empty bag of jerky I found on a bench in the park. Despite the furious growling of my belly, I'm hesitant to take the bag of chips. I don't want to steal, and I’ve never stolen before. But I have exactly zero dollars in my pocket. So if I want to eat—and God, do I want to eat—I have to become a thief. 

After making sure that no one is looking at me again, I slip the chips under my sweatshirt. I tell myself to not feel too bad. The store is charging 7 dollars for a bag of freaking potato chips. Isn't that the real crime? I'm sure the owner of this bourgeois-ass store won’t be hurting if I steal one bag of chips. When I start walking and no one is yelling, “Hey, halt there, thief,” I think I might be in the clear. And when I exit the store without setting off any alarms, I think I’m really in the clear. But just as I think that, someone grabs my wrist. Shit.

“Where do you think you’re going?” the well-dressed man asks me. “I don’t think you paid for those chips yet.”

Damn it. My pulse races. How do I get out of this? It’s not like I can fight off the man. He is way taller than me and appears to be hiding a muscular body in his gray suit. And he is good-looking, which is completely irrelevant, but I’m not blind. Silky brown hair, intense violet eyes that could undress you  with ease and you would like it, and a jawline that you could cut stone on. “Um...hey, what’s that?” I point. Lame, I know, but it works in the movies.

Of course, he doesn’t fall for it. “Do I look like an idiot?” 

I give him my best puppy dog eyes. Maybe I can appeal to this rich guy’s heart. If he has a heart. “I’m hungry.”

He rolls his eyes. “Nice try. I own this store. Do you think I would be able to make a living if I let every hobo take free food from me?”

“I don’t know, but it’d make you a really nice person.”

His eyes are cold. “I’d rather be rich, thanks.”

My voice is small. “Please, I need to eat.” 

“I should drag your ass to the police station.”

Does this guy not have a soul? Well, I guess you have to be soulless if you’re charging people 7 dollars for a bag of chips. “Um...” Panicking and desperate, I pull him in for a kiss. He freezes instead of pushing me away. When he starts kissing me back and tries to wrap his arms around me, I jump away from him and run as fast as I can.

RICK

What the hell? I still when the girl places her lips on mine. Despite my better instincts, I kiss the little thief back. Hey, I haven’t gotten laid in 8 months. Sue me. And the girl is a pretty little thing. Long blond hair, sparkling blue eyes, pouty red lips. When I try to pull her into my embrace, she leaps out of my reach and runs off.

I curse. Son of a bitch. I fell for one of the oldest tricks in the book. I blame my dry spell. If I wasn’t so damn hard up, I wouldn’t have let the pretty thief distract me. I chase after her, wishing that I was wearing sneakers instead of my Gucci loafers. But my legs are way longer than hers, so I catch up to her in a few minutes and grab her.

“Not so fast,” I growl, wrapping my arm around her waist and attempting to ignore the emerging erection in my pants. Christ, I need to get laid soon. 

My heart sinks when tears fill her eyes. You have got to be kidding me.

“Are you going to cry?” I ask.

“No,” she says, but a drop of saltwater falls down her cheek.

Goddamn it. My stupid-ass heart begins feeling things. Inconvenient, annoying things. I study her clothes. Though she’s pretty, her clothes are hideous. Her ratty sweatshirt looks like it hasn’t seen a washer for ten years, and the holes in her jeans were definitely not intentional. “You’re coming with me,” I say.

Her blue eyes get big. “To the police station?”

I glare at her. “No, though you should.”

“Oh my God, are you a human trafficker?” 

Jesus fucking Christ. “I own a grocery store. I’m not a fucking human trafficker, and I’m not going to hurt you.” 

“How do I know you’re telling the truth?”

Quite meanly of me, I reply, “You don’t, but you don’t have much of a choice now, do you?”

When she hesitates beside the passenger door of my silver Porsche, I bark, “Get in or I’ll call the police.”

At that, she stops hesitating and gets into my car. 

The car ride is silent and awkward. After a few minutes, she asks, “Where are you taking me?”

“To my house,” I say.

“To your house?” she squeaks. “Why?”

“Judging by the state of your outfit and how you tried to steal a bag of chips from me, I’m guessing you’re homeless,” I say. When she doesn’t say anything, I know I’m right. “I need someone to clean my house. So in exchange for living in my house, eating my food, and me not calling the cops on you, you’ll clean for me.”

She knits her brow. “Is cleaning your house code for having sex with you?”

I have to tell my dick to calm the hell down. “No, when I say cleaning my house, I mean cleaning my house.” I may be a rich jerk, but I’m not a total slime-ball.

She blushes. “Oh,” she says. “That’s really nice of you to offer me that.”

“Are you going to accept my offer?”

“Well, yeah, I’d be stupid not to.”

“Good,” I say. When her stomach growls, I add, “You can eat those chips now by the way.”

“Thank you.” With the manners of a wildebeest, she tears open the bag and stuffs a huge handful of chips into her mouth. Nonetheless, my dick hardens at the sight.

Christ, I might regret this.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
X






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





