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        These wild billionaire playboys are used to getting their way…

      

        

      
        There isn’t much money can’t buy, especially when it comes to pleasure. But can these curvy women tame these billionaire beasts and win their love? Or will their souls be sucked into oblivion by the wanton bliss their bodies crave more and more with every surrender?

      

      

      

      
        
        Each of our heroes wears a mask on the outside to face the world, but his disguise comes off when he runs into the one female who makes his blood run hot. Need and possessive passion abound in these books, but our heroes know only one way to control their desires.

      

      

      

      
        
        Will they f*ck the feeling they see as weakness out of their systems, or will their needs only grow more wild with every touch, kiss, and plunge into ecstasy with the object of his affections?

      

      

      

      
        
        Our Billionaire Heroes

      

        

      
        Adrik Volkov

        Marat Volkov

        Josef Aziz

        Andres Ramirez

      

      

      

      
        
        Content Warnings

        (2nd times a charm? I dunno. Again, please forgive me if I muck this up. My intention is only ever to write stories that entertain and delight my readers. Happy reading!)

        *This series has profanity, graphic steamy scenes, violence, talk of deceased relatives, alcohol consumption, misogyny (not the MCs), questionable morals, promiscuous past, manipulations, fake relationships, lies, revenge, oopsie marriages, bad decisions, and romantic obsessions that may be unhealthy. This is a fictional story with fictional characters. This is not real life.

        *Always take care of your mental, emotional, and physical self because you are important.

      

      

      P.S.

      For those who asked Adrik is pronounced Ade-drick and Marat is Meh-Rut. Happy reading!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            HIS WILD TEMPTATION

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        She was a temptation he couldn’t afford, but letting her go was not an option.

      

        

      
        Marat was the face of Volkov Industries. With his movie star good looks, he attracted class and money to the multi-billion dollar corporation, not to mention all the right PR. But being born with the face of an angel had its disadvantages. Expected to entertain associates, Marat’s activities were anything but celestial. And yes, it was exhausting.

      

        

      
        Sent on an errand to Sin City in the name of business, Marat needed a diversion. The curvy goddess serving drinks was exactly what this playboy billionaire craved. He was not looking for forever, but some temptations were too good to let go.

      

        

      
        Destiny Valdez ran away to Vegas as a teen with her head full of dreams. A dozen years later, those dreams were dust. Pulling a double shift with her slimy boss giving her a hard time was not how she’d planned to spend her birthday. 

      

        

      
        But that was life.

      

        

      
        She never expected a proposition from one of the most handsome men she’d ever seen. Daring her to take what she wanted, Marat Volkov presented the type of opportunity she only ever fantasized about. A night in his bed sounded exactly like what she needed. Waking up married? Not so much.

      

        

      
        She thought he was playing, but keeping his curvy Dumplin’ was a wild temptation he could not resist.
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      The breeze felt cold against the exposed skin on my arms as I stood in short sleeves, hugging Michaela to me.

      My niece was warm and bundled in a pretty little frock with a thick sweater and a matching knit hat on top of her mass of chestnut colored curls, so I knew she was fine.

      She pointed at the birds and spouted delightful gibberish I was all too happy to listen to. I loved my niece. That child was as close as I was ever going to get to fatherhood. Visiting my brother’s house was something I made it a point to do regularly. It was like getting my own little family fix.

      My brother had lucked out the day he found his Zaika, that was his pet name for my sister-in-law. Adrik was a hard man, but Sofia fit his rough edges just fine.

      He’d met her at a party and just like that, he was a goner. For a powerful billionaire used to getting his own way, Sofia was quite the challenge.

      Adrik had stalked her like the wolf he was until she said yes when he proposed. It never failed to amaze me how readily she gave the wolf her heart, and now, a baby on top of that.

      It was surreal in some ways. I never would have thought Adrik would find someone who not only accepted him but loved him just as obsessively as he loved her.

      Sofia was truly his soulmate, and I was happy for him, for them both.

      Honestly.

      Of course, sometimes I felt a certain green monster sitting on my shoulder, but I did my best to ignore the miserable fucker.

      I didn’t want to think too much about the fact I had never been in love and likely never would be. And I sure as fuck wasn’t going to voice that aloud.

      How pathetic would that be? Still, I’d bet it would make headlines. Nothing set the vultures circling overhead quite like humiliation and despair.

      Handsome billionaire cries himself to sleep every night in his cold, lonely, enormous bed.

      Okay, I didn’t cry.

      But I’d been sleeping alone for months now. By choice, of course.

      No, that wasn’t conceit. I knew all too well if I snapped my fingers a queue would form outside my front door full of beautiful women willing to fill that empty spot.

      I just wasn’t interested. Nothing interested me much anymore. Life had grown stale. Or maybe just my life as a playboy. There had to be something more to it, didn’t there?

      “Marat?” Sofia’s voice reached me.

      My sister-in-law was likely looking for her daughter, but before I could answer she’d already started her next barrage of questions. The woman could yap, god love her.

      “Marat? Do you have Michaela? Where are you? Oh, there you are, and I see you do have my defiant little girl in your arms outside without her shoes again,” she mock-scolded before grinning and reaching for the baby.

      “She’s fine,” I assured her.

      I knew Sofia well enough to realize she wasn’t actually mad, she was simply protective. And wasn’t that amazing?

      Adrik and I never really had a mother. Or a father. Much less a protective one. They were both murdered by the Russian Bratva over some drug deal when I was still quite small.

      My brother had taken on the burden of raising me after that. He’d used brute force, keen intelligence, and lethal cunning to get ahead in the criminal underworld. Josef had joined him soon after, and the man had been part of our fucked up little family ever since.

      Adrik had always been so single-minded. But everything changed when he met Sofia.

      The little Jersey girl had broken down his barriers, turning the Dark Wolf into a family man. And I got a ringside view.

      It was fantastic. Also, nice to know she was as fiercely protective of their daughter as he was. I was just surprised protective parents still existed.

      Either way, Sofia needn’t have worried. I wouldn’t have allowed my precious niece to step foot on the damp ground in only her socks.

      “Hello, my sweet princess,” she cooed, before turning her smiling face to me. “Thank you, Uncle Marat.”

      My chest tightened whenever she called me that. Sofia was the kindest person I knew, and I was grateful to have her for my niece’s mother.

      The terrace was still wet after the morning’s rain shower, and without my arms around my niece, whom I’d been cradling, I felt the chill to my bones.

      “Oh, thank you for the doll house by the way,” Sofia said. “It arrived this morning. Along with the paper.”

      “My pleasure,” I replied, before pausing.

      The paper? Fuck.

      Michaela just had her first birthday and though I’d already showered her with gifts at the luxurious party my brother had thrown her, this last one was a special order.

      It was a replica of the house they lived in, complete with little dolls and furniture handcrafted by a master toy maker from St. Petersburg.

      We shared the date, but turning one was a helluva lot more exciting than turning thirty. I kissed my niece on her soft curls before handing her over to her mother. My lips were still tingling from the pressure minutes later.

      “Yes, the paper. Another headline featuring the face of Volkov Industries,” she teased, and I knew she didn’t mean it.

      But it still struck me like a slap. The face of Volkov Industries was seen at a dinner party hosted by one of the companies I’d been looking to purchase for my new greener incentive.

      I wasn’t on the prowl like those damn paparazzi suggested. And the woman they’d photographed me standing beside was the wife of some young scientist. I didn’t even know her name.

      But the papers loved to villainize a rich Casanova, and I often made the news.

      “Ooh, her cheeks are nice and warm. I thought she’d be cold,” Sofia murmured, taking my mind off the headline and refocusing it on my niece.

      She was too precious for words. I smiled as Sofia, good mom that she was, removed Michaela’s hat and sweater now that she was indoors.

      “She wanted to see outside, but I made sure she was warm enough,” I explained, smiling at the picture perfect Volkov females.

      How Adrik had convinced Sofia to marry him, I had no idea. But it had been a whirlwind and somewhat fantastical romance.

      I couldn’t believe two years had passed since then. Watching my hard, taciturn brother turn into a family man had proved interesting. I didn’t think he had it in him.

      Not that it was his fault. We’d simply had no examples to learn from. What I remembered of our parents was arguing and griping. I remembered being cold and hungry. I remembered being scared.

      It wasn’t a good childhood.

      Adrik and I came from nothing. We’d literally scraped ourselves out of the gutter to get to where we were, with him doing a lot of the heavy lifting since he was ten years my senior.

      After he met Sofia, and his obsession with her became apparent, change was inevitable. I stepped up, thrilled to finally be able to repay him in any way I could.

      Taking a more active role in Volkov Industries proved challenging. I dove into work headfirst, eager to prove I had the aptitude for it. I hadn’t been sitting on my ass, getting photographed by paparazzi, and doing nothing all this time.

      I’d been learning the business, training my mind and body to keep up with my brother. Studying reports, keeping up with environmental concerns, and working on my own projects to make us more environmentally conscientious.

      Finally, I was able to be of some use so Adrik could enjoy the family he fought so hard to secure. He deserved happiness, and I would never stand in the way of that.

      Besides, I loved my niece and my sister-in-law, in a strictly platonic, familial sense, of course. They were good for him. And it was my duty and my privilege to take on some of the burden of our position.

      Being a Volkov was far from easy. And that wasn’t me whining poor little rich boy. We were responsible for billions of dollars and the fates of several thousand people depended on us. Even whole governments.

      Adrik always said rich men were more ruthless than mobsters and the only thing separating them were a few words on paper signed into law. He was right. I’d seen men receive honors and applause from the public who were responsible for oil spills, deforestation, pharmaceutical disaster, and the general withholding of aid and care from the public.

      The world was fucked up. I couldn’t solve all of its problems, but I could help my brother.

      There was a time when Adrik thought I’d pursued Sofia, but I would never have crossed that line with my brother. I had to admit, it hurt that he thought I would. But I understood why.

      I’d been playing the role of billionaire playboy for so long sometimes even I believed that was all I had to offer.

      After all, I was the face of Volkov Industries.

      It was my toothy grin plastered on our company website. And my visage that had been splashed across the media for years.

      I was the better known Volkov brother. The attention seeker. The party goer.

      Sought after by women from all over the world. Some wanted to win me. Some just wanted to fuck me. Others just craved to be near me. Happy to bask in the periphery of my fame.

      I’d been named the sexiest man alive not once, but twice.

      Not a lie. Not a flex. Just fact.

      My face, my name, and my net worth had been splashed across whatever magazine it was that thought putting me on the cover would sell more copies.

      It did.

      I paid attention to none of it. Men called me lucky. Rich men. Powerful men. They invited me to their parties, hoping I would attend, elevating their social standing with my presence.

      Some even told me they wished they were me. Like being Marat Volkov was some lofty aspiration.

      They wished they had this face I was born with. These features I did nothing to gain.

      And I couldn’t understand it. Not. For. One. Solitary. Minute.

      My brother was the better man by a long shot. Adrik was brilliant. He was powerful, loyal, and ambitious. He was worthy of admiration.

      Couldn’t they see that?

      My brother worked harder than anyone I knew. He’d battled impossible odds to bring us out of the cruel poverty we’d lived in to a level of society I could never have imagined.

      Hell, sometimes I still couldn’t. Back when I was a child, freezing on the streets of Moscow, food and shelter were the major concerns. But Adrik took care of it. He took care of us. Of me.

      He did things that would make most people’s blood curl. But now, Adrik was one of the most successful and respected men in the business world. And in the underworld, he was still one of the most feared.

      A couple of years had passed since the Dark Wolf made an appearance, but no one forgot him. How could they?

      The name alone represented a level of cunning, a single-minded ruthlessness that had brought governments to their knees. Adrik was the Dark Wolf, and he earned his reputation through blood, sweat, and tears—mostly from others.

      And yet I was the one they envied.

      What the fuck was wrong with people? I was nothing.

      Just the fucking face of Volkov Industries. The pretty party boy. A walking billboard for the iniquitous rich we rubbed elbows with.

      Fact was, I did nothing to deserve my face. My looks were not something I earned or worked for. They were just a happy accident.

      A stupid fucking coincidence.

      But people looked at me like I was some damn chosen one. Like I’d won the genetic lottery.

      I checked my watch as Sofia kissed Michaela on the cheek a dozen more times, blowing raspberries on her baby soft skin and making her squeal with giggles. I grinned. The child was the perfect combination of her parents.

      She had Sofia’s softness, and Adrik’s determination. Big fat curls danced around her cherubic face, but she had the Volkov eyes. Dark and intense. Michaela was going to be a heartbreaker. Hell, she was already.

      Poor Adrik.
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      Maybe envy wasn’t the right emotion in this instance.

      I thought of all the trouble this little one would bring my brother, and I grinned. The Dark Wolf would be completely gray before she turned three.

      Not that he was the wolf with either of his girls. Those two females of his had the power to turn him into a puppy.

      Would wonders never cease?

      And fuck, there he was again. That goddamn green motherfucker on my shoulder.

      Still, I was glad I was Michaela’s uncle and not her father. I’d be terrible at parenthood. I was absolutely certain about that. But I could be a fun uncle to my niece and whatever other kids joined Adrik’s brood.

      I already spoiled Michaela rotten to hear Sofia tell it. My pretty little niece knew just how to capture my attention, as well as everyone else’s. She was not a whiner, not a crier, but she could wrap me around her chubby little finger with barely a murmur.

      Sweet little thing. Precious. Lucky, lucky Adrik to have such a beautiful family.

      I would be there for her, for any of them, wherever, however, and whenever I could. I owed everything to Adrik. Protecting his family was the least I could do to repay him. And really, it was my pleasure.

      But I knew nothing I did could ever be enough, and that knowledge cut me inside.

      “Earth to Marat? I asked if you were staying over tonight. I could have Esmerelda freshen up your room.”

      “Oh, no, I’m not staying. Thanks, though.”

      “What’s up? Seriously, you look grumpy,” Sofia said, breaking my train of thought.

      “Grumpy? Me? I think maybe you confused me with that growly beast you call husband.”

      I turned my megawatt smile on her, the one I’d used to melt off more than one pair of panties in my lifetime, but my savvy sister-in-law was not fooled.

      “Seriously, Marat. Is everything okay? Are you mad about the penthouse?”

      “Why on earth would I be mad about Adrik giving me his penthouse?” I scoffed.

      “I don’t know,” she replied.

      Sofia shivered, and I moved to close the terrace doors to ward off the chilly April breeze blowing through the opening. I hated spring. It was the ugliest of all the seasons as far as I was concerned. Nothing but mud and bare branches, cold weather, and near constant rain.

      Give me the greens and heat of summer or the reds and golds of fall. I even liked the stark white snow of winter. Maybe that was my Russian blood, I could not say. But springtime—blech.

      Spring felt like a lie to me. The promise of rebirth and youth, but really, it was nothing like I wanted it to be. It was always too cold, too damp, too unwelcoming.

      Harsh.

      Springtime was raw. Muddy. Unfinished. Downright ugly. That was the reality of the season. But no one seemed to recognize it. It was supposed to represent youth, rebirth, but like most things, that was a mirage. Just like beauty.

      Just like me.

      Fuck, I was morose. I’d driven out that morning to the Long Island Sound to visit my brother and his family to cheer myself up. Also, I had to pick up some of my belongings from the mansion they now called their permanent home.

      I did not mind that. Not one bit. I’d been drifting back and forth between cities, but since I was needed more at Volkov Industries these days, moving to the New York penthouse for good made sense.

      I was humbled and proud that Adrik trusted me with the business, and I worked damn hard to prove myself. It was gratifying, in a way. No, we didn’t need more money, but I found the advances in technology, the creativity involved in what our company did simply fascinating.

      Contrary to popular belief the face of Volkov Industries was actually good for more than entertainment. I had a brain though most likely believed it lived somewhere below my buckle. But I didn’t attend Princeton for nothing. And playboy or not, I was doing good work for the company and my family.

      “Brother!” Adrik’s bellow reached my ears a moment before Michaela let out a squeal of delight at her father’s arrival. “Was traffic bad?” he asked as he nuzzled his daughter’s neck.

      “Same as always,” I replied.

      I rolled my eyes and tried not to watch as Adrik turned his head from his daughter’s chubby cheek to greet his wife with a passionate kiss, as if he hadn’t seen her fifteen minutes ago. I felt like a fucking voyeur whenever those two touched and it was all I could do not to grumble aloud like the fucking curmudgeon I was afraid I’d already become.

      “I know you two have some business to discuss, but let’s have a bite to eat before all that. I had Rosa prepare something special for you, Marat.”

      “Did you?” I asked, mildly curious. Like everything else, my appetite for food had dwindled lately.

      “Don’t act like you couldn’t smell the pelmeni when you walked in,” she said, mentioning my favorite Russian dish.

      Pelmeni were meat dumplings and could be prepared steamed, pan fried, or even served in soup. Sofia was right, of course. The mouthwatering scents of onions, herbs, and spices danced in the air in of the entryway when I’d arrived a little over half an hour ago.

      I winked at my sister-in-law, earning me a glare from my still overly possessive brother. Even after all this time, the man was still unhealthily obsessed with his wife. Whatever. Who was I to judge? Besides, it appeared to be working for them.

      “When are you driving back to the city?” Adrik asked.

      “Before rush hour was my plan,” I replied, following them to the dining room.

      Adrik took Michaela from his wife and strapped the baby into her highchair, quick to add some fruity puff things to her tray before she could start climbing out. She was already an expert escape artist.

      “I was wondering if you wouldn’t mind taking a quick trip to Vegas before you settled in the penthouse,” Adrik began, and I lifted my eyes to his.

      “Vegas?” I asked, my mind immediately switching from lunch to business.

      “Volkov Industries is being recognized by McNeil Corp for our humanitarian efforts in providing medical supplies and food to citizens of war torn countries in Africa and the Middle East. Quite the honor, brother.”

      “Are we now? Interesting, those areas were where the Dark Wolf last appeared when our mines were being threatened. Don’t you think?”

      “Indeed,” Adrik growled, his dark eyes flashing at me.

      “Let’s not discuss that at the table, boys.”

      “Anyway, it would be better for the company if one of the two co-chairs were there to represent us,” my brother continued.

      “I take it Vegas is not somewhere you’d like to bring your wife and daughter.”

      “Well, it’s not that Adrik did not want to take us, but I am a little nervous about such a long flight with Michaela,” Sofia spoke up, biting her lip.

      “Of course, I will go, Sof,” I said immediately, wanting to put my sister-in-law at ease. “I was just needling my brother. Force of habit.”

      “Good!” Adrik said, nodding his head.

      Fucking Las Vegas.

      Sure, it was fun ten years ago, when I was younger and carefree. But Sin City and I had parted ways, and I was no worse for wear. It wasn’t my ideal, but I would go for the company, and for Adrik.

      “Are they still doing an auction with the award ceremony?” I asked, mentally preparing myself.

      “I believe so. Auction, dinner, gala, the whole nine. You should bring a date otherwise Tessa McNeil might get the wrong impression,” he started.

      “Who’s Tessa McNeil?” Sofia asked, eyes bright with curiosity.

      “No one.”

      “His ex.”

      I answered at the same time as Adrik.

      “Oh, I feel a story there,” Sofia said right before Rosa came in with lunch.

      “Rosa, darling, save me from this boring conversation,” I implored the older woman who just chuckled and shushed me while she rolled a cart laden with platters of delicious smelling food onto the table.

      Conversation stilted while the meal was served, and we ate in companionable silence for a few minutes. As always, time passed far too quickly when I was enjoying myself. Such a rarity these days, it was truly a pity.

      “Are you sure you’re okay going to Vegas?” Adrik asked and walked me to the door some minutes later.

      “Yeah. It’s fine.”

      “I could try to convince Zaika⁠—”

      “Adrik, I am fine. I’ve been to Vegas a million times.”

      “I know, but you looked sort of off before,” he said, concern marring his face.

      “Off? Me? I am the face of Volkov Industries. I never look off,” I said, trying for humor and failing miserably.

      “Marat—”

      “You had them fuel up the jet, yes?”

      “Yes, it is done. Marat, if you need anything⁠—”

      “Good, I’ll go right to the airport. And I’ll be in touch with Andres about meetings and such,” I said.

      “Fine. I’ll have Josef meet you at the plane,” Adrik huffed, clearly annoyed at me for cutting him off so many times.

      “I don’t need Josef—” I began.

      “Nonnegotiable,” he grunted, returning the favor, and not allowing me to finish my sentence. “You are not just the face of the company anymore, Marat. You are the powerful co-chair. You have gained enemies, and you would do well not to forget,” he said before pulling me in for a goodbye hug.

      “Fine.”

      I nodded, trying not to grimace as my older brother patted me on the back hard enough to jostle my whole body. The fucker.

      I wished I could have done something or said something to make him relax. But I had nothing, and I could only stand there as his heavy stare weighed down on me. He was right to be suspicious.

      Lately, I’d felt off. Like something had shifted inside of me. I felt adrift most days. The realization there was nothing connecting me to the real world.

      No ties. No anchors. And I was aware of my own goddamn hypocrisy. I mean, no strings was how I wanted things. It was what I demanded of my partners. The women I bedded knew the deal.

      Relationships were for ordinary people, and I was not that. I never made promises or overtures. I just didn’t do drama. But lately, I’d been thinking I was wrong. One night stands with nameless beauties no longer held any appeal.

      Fuck.

      This sucked. I needed something to steady me. But what?

      “Where to, sir?” the driver asked, and I gave him the name of one of the private airports we used.

      I did not need to bother to pack since an email to Andres, the administrative assistant I shared with my brother, was all I needed to ensure my hotel suite would have what I required for my trip. The only thing I had to do was get there.

      Last thing I wanted was to ponder just what the fuck I was doing with my life the entire fucking trip. I grabbed my phone and started shooting off emails. Besides, I knew what I was doing for the next few days.

      I was the face of Volkov Industries and as such I’d be accepting an award in the entertainment capital of the world with millions of eyes on me. I needed to be on guard. That place was full of vipers in designer clothing. The time to indulge my sullen mood and wallow in morose fuckery was over.

      It was time to roll the dice even though I knew they were loaded against me.

      Las Vegas was waiting.
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      The day started out shitty.

      I’d had a message from my brother back in Jersey and my mother’s health was rapidly deteriorating. I was filled with the usual guilt and angst as I sent him my last two hundred bucks.

      Money didn’t make up for twelve years of absence, and I only hoped he understood how I felt. My family life had pretty much ended when I was eighteen. But that didn’t mean I’d stopped caring.

      Two hundred dollars didn’t make up for anything, but it was all I could afford. Rent was due. My roommate skipped out. And if I didn’t give in to my manager, I was likely going to get fired.

      The weight of the guilt I carried was enough to bring me to my knees. Add to it the pressure of trying to maintain my job and keep the wolves at bay, and it was a perfect recipe for disaster.

      Mr. Royce’s beady eyes pinned me in place, and I did my best to hide the revulsion I felt. He was a slimy creep who used his position to force women into bed.

      Testing the goods.

      That was what I’d heard him call it when he bragged about his supposed conquests to the male employees.

      Not that they liked him, either. No one did. His vibe was just cringe.

      Like all caps. Boldface. CRINGE.

      What was it about guys like that who thought they needed to date tons of women to prove their manhood? And was it even a conquest if you used the threat of firing someone to make them go out with you?

      It was so fucking unfair. Why did some people think this behavior was okay? But I was in no position to voice my disdain.

      I just stood there, and I hated myself for it. Mr. Royce pretended to check my uniform over, but it was just an excuse to stare at my tits and ass for way longer than necessary. The uniform was a purple corset and black pants with high heels.

      But yes. I was breaking the rules.

      “You’re wearing the wrong shoes. That’s your third infraction this quarter, Destiny,” he said, smacking his lips together.

      I shivered at the sound, and not in a good way. Mouth noises were a serious pet peeve of mine, and somehow this man made them even when he wasn’t eating. So gross.

      “I’m going to have to send you home⁠—”

      “No! Mr. Royce, please. Um, my roommate skipped out on me, and the rent is due, and well, it’s my birthday. I could really use the money. Please do me this favor,” I whispered, hating myself for showing weakness and begging this jerk.

      “Well then, if you promise to be grateful,” he said, heavy emphasis on the last word. “Put on a big smile on that face, Destiny, and get your ass out there. Oh, and I expect you to kick back 20% of your tips to the house to make up for this. You can deliver them to my office after your shift, and we’ll talk,” Mr. Royce said, his gaze never rising above my tits.

      I opened my mouth to say something, but what could I reply with? Shit. That was not what I meant when I asked him for a favor, but it was too late. I was going to have to run out the door at closing.

      “See you later, Dollface.”

      Mr. Royce smacked his gums together again. I swallowed back bile. It was all I could do to stop from throwing up the two chicken tenders I’d scarfed before the start of my shift from the tray in the employee breakroom.

      “Sexist pig,” I muttered to myself, putting my fake smile in place as I scurried away from my asshole boss.

      Mr. Royce had already reamed me out for wearing the wrong shoes tonight, but this was the first time he’d actually threatened to fire me. And docking my tips on top of the insinuation that I would give him any kind of favor after closing was just impalpable.

      It really was a shitty day.
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      Hindsight was twenty-twenty, wasn’t that a saying? But it was my third night in a row on my feet and I hated the stupid high heels we were forced to wear. Besides, I was working a double.

      But maybe Royce wouldn’t have been such a hardass, making me work the tables in the crappy section all fucking night long if I’d worn the right shoes.

      Whatever.

      I’d love to see that asshole try to serve drinks in the nearly pitch black club on ice pick heels! Since he had the final say in our uniforms, I knew he was responsible for the ridiculous attire.

      Sure, it was a good job. The place was always crowded, and the clientele tipped well. But I didn’t want to break a leg to make a dollar.

      With everything going on in my life, I did not need the added stress of a possible work injury. So, no. There was just no way in hell I was wearing the four-inch ankle breakers Mr. Royce had made part of the official cocktail waitress uniform for the rest of my eight hour shift.

      I’d been on the floor since two that afternoon and it was already midnight. Also, I wasn’t lying about it being my birthday.

      Swapping my shoes was a little act of rebellion. A birthday gift to myself.

      It sucked, I had to work tonight. I would have much rather stayed in and read the new steamy romance novel I’d splurged on to celebrate turning thirty.

      Thank fuck for eBooks and subscription services. I could never afford to keep myself in paperbacks.

      But I was there instead, waiting on the rich and beautiful who came to Las Vegas by the throng to lose themselves in the neon glamor and madness of this adult playground.

      Sin City. It was an apt nickname. I’d seen men and women slip on their horns and tails and do things they never would have anywhere other than in this town.

      Las Vegas could get to you if you weren’t careful. But I was usually careful.

      I’d just served a table full of beautiful women out to celebrate their friend who was wearing a birthday sash across her hot little black dress.

      There were ten of them, and I delivered their champagne with a smile. A pang of envy sliced through me, but I shoved it away. I was happy for the other birthday girl and silently wished her the best.

      This was stupid. Feeling sorry for myself was a waste of time. I wasn’t the only person in the world who had to work on their birthday.

      Hey, at least you’re not spending it alone like last year.

      My inner optimist’s attempt to cheer me up fell flat. No, I wasn’t alone. I was busting my ass, covering twelve tables, and they were all full.

      But since I was determined to be a cup half
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