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Author's Note On Content


Please note that this books is written in Canadian English, which has rules and spellings from both UK and US English. 
I have tried to address any potential triggers here as best I can without providing spoilers, but if you have concerns about any of the items listed and wish to know more, please reach out to me via email at info@cherylterra.com. 

[image: image-placeholder]This book is intended for adults and features sexually explicit scenes that contain dirty talk and first time sex/losing virginity. The adult entertainment industry and certain issues surrounding it feature heavily in this book, as does a character who has illegally immigrated to the US. A cheating relationship occurs in this book, though not between or by the main characters. There are mild scenes featuring attempted sexual harassment, homophobia, alcoholism, childhood trauma featuring emotional abuse, and minor slut shaming. 
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Had I known I was going to see the man of my dreams for the first time that day, I would have dressed differently. 
Well, not dressed differently, I guess. A uniform is a uniform and a low-cut black t-shirt is a low-cut black t-shirt. I suppose I could have worn different denim shorts. I’d gone for Bermuda length instead of the ones that Dante preferred, which were supposed to hit just a little higher than mid-thigh. And they did on most girls, I guess, but that length spilled firmly into the territory of short-shorts on a girl as tall and curvy as me.
So I guess I couldn’t have dressed differently, but I still could have looked like I was trying a little harder. Like, I could have kept my hair down instead of in the two utilitarian French braids I wore most days since I hated how round my face looked when I put it up in a ponytail. My hair was the most stereotypical shade of red; not the sunny strawberry-kissed blonde or fiery ruby or rich auburn that people pictured when they thought of a sultry redhead, but the quintessential carroty ginger that people thought of when they joked about being dropped off by the milkman.
But maybe if I’d let Rico at it with his curling iron and clouds of hairspray like he kept asking to do, I would have looked less like a sturdy, broad-shouldered milkmaid and more like someone who would capture his eye the way he’d captured mine.
Maybe if I would have done my makeup, it would have covered the countless freckles scattered across the white skin of my nose and cheeks. Though, it would have done nothing for the ones that trailed down my chest and back and arms. But he might not have noticed those ones if I contoured myself some cheekbones and plumped my pout into puffy, pillowy, pink lips and had big, thick eyelashes to simper under as I looked up at him.
So long as I was seated, anyway.
Because he wasn’t tall. An inch or two taller than me, maybe, but nowhere near “gazing up at him through my eyelashes” height. But that was a good thing, since every inch of him was already unfairly beautiful. Adding more height would have just made him even more unattainable.
His arms got me first: thick and toned and encased by the t-shirt hugging his biceps, with black and grey tattoos snaking down his left arm all the way to his wrist. That same t-shirt was fitted around his chest, showing off the obvious muscles beneath. And somehow, he made a pair of baggy grey cargo shorts one of the hottest things I’d ever seen before. There were tattoos on both of his calves—a butterfly on the left and a scorpion on the right, both in the same monochrome style as the ones on his arms—and possibly one more on his ankle, though he was wearing dark socks beneath the Converse low-tops he had on, so I couldn’t tell if—
“And his name?” Rico asked, shaking me from the reverie as I described him.
“Huh?”
Rico laughed. “Oh, Miss Violet, you’re head over heels already, aren’t you?”
“I wouldn’t say that. I mean, he was just… hot.”
“Mm-hmm,” Rico said, drawing out the mmm sarcastically. “You see hot guys all the time. No one makes you react like this.”
“I just thought you’d appreciate hearing about how hot he is.”
“You know I do. I just don’t know that I’ve ever seen you get all misty over some sexy bearded bartender with tattoos and muscles before.”
“All misty?”
“I was going to say ‘misty-eyed,’ but I don’t know if it’s your eyes or your panties that are mistier.”
“You’re disgusting,” I said, but I couldn’t stop myself from laughing.
Rico grinned and nudged me. “So? Come on, chica. There were hardly any prospects for me at the club tonight. I need to live vicariously through you. What’s Mr. Making-You-Misty’s name?”
I twisted my mouth to the side. “Well, the thing about that is…”
Rico stared down at me. Not in a condescending way. I had my head resting on his thigh as we lounged on the couch after we’d each completed our jobs for the day. He was gently working my hair out of its braids and glancing at his phone every so often, which probably meant he’d been messaging a new guy on Grindr and was hoping for a late-night booty call. But I knew he’d sit there as long as I needed regardless of if he got a booty call or not, because Rico was awesome like that.
There was a lot I wouldn’t have if it wasn’t for Rico. A place to live, for one. Or any friends at all. And my hair would still look flat and stringy like it had when I first moved to Vegas. He’d taken me under his wing after realizing I was entirely hopeless and out of my element after one of his late-night booty calls a few months earlier.
Not with me. No, Rico’s booty call had been with my boyfriend.
I’d known Trevor was bi. That’s what he’d told me, anyway. I mean, we moved to Vegas together because he was completely dedicated to drag. He had insisted there was no way he could manage to further his career as a drag queen in the small Saskatchewan town we’d grown up in. That was fair, though I still wasn’t entirely sure why he picked Las Vegas over somewhere like Toronto or Vancouver so we didn’t need to leave Canada.
But he’d been insistent on Las Vegas. So at twenty-one, I’d quite my job at the grocery store and snuck across the border with him, thinking that when he said we should wait to have sex until we were married, that we’d eventually… you know.
Get married.
Not that he was trying to cover up the fact that he wasn’t at all into women.
But I was an unobservant idiot sometimes, so I believed it. Right up until we were strolling down the Strip together one night a month or two after moving to Vegas and a decadently tall drag queen spotted us and waved excitedly.
“Trevor! Hey papi!” she said.
I smiled. That had to be good, right? Trevor was there to do drag, and a drag queen recognized him… that was good. But before I could be too proud of him, Trevor’s face went white.
I saw him glance from left to right, as if he was trying to decide if hurtling over the fence onto the boulevard or into the Bellagio fountain would be worth it. But the queen had started towards us, impossibly fast even though she was wearing heels that I would have probably broken my ankle in, and Trevor didn’t even have time to remember that he could turn around and bolt in the other direction.
“Um… hey,” he replied weakly.
I was still kind of a moron, so I smiled at the queen as she came up and planted a kiss on Trevor’s cheek, leaving behind a big smear of fuschia lipstick. She lifted a manicured finger and booped him on the nose with a loud laugh.
“How have you been?” she asked. “I’m finally walking straight again, thank you for asking, Mr. Monster.”
Trevor made a noise that the queen must have thought was a laugh, but he didn’t say anything. After a moment, she winked at me.
“It’s always the shy, skinny ones that surprise you,” she said. “Hello, beautiful. Look at you with that red hair. You’re stunning. I’m Faye Laytio—since as Trevor can tell you, that’s my specialty—but he would’ve probably told you he was screaming ‘Rico! Rico!’ last weekend.”
I wasn’t enough of a moron to think they were playing video games or talking drag or something. 
“You did what?” I asked, turning to Trevor.
He winced. “Violet, wait, it’s not what you… I… I can explain.”
Faye looked from him to me, her painted-on eyebrows crinkling as she raised the natural ones beneath.
“Oh baby, you have got to be fucking kidding me,” she said.
Trevor turned to face her. “No, I’m… I can explain.”
A single hand snapped into the air and he fell silent as Faye turned to me, concern in her eyes. “Violet? That’s your name?”
I nodded.
“Is he your boyfriend?”
I nodded again.
“And did you know he’s into men?”
Again, I nodded. Faye pursed her lips almost hopefully.
“Did you know he had sex with me?”
I shook my head and the hopeful look on her face faded.
“Did he have permission to have sex with anyone besides you?”
There was no need to shake my head that time. Faye figured it out from the choked noise I made as tears sprung into my eyes.
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Trevor tried to tell me he’d slept with Faye—well, Rico, but she was Faye just then—so he could make some connections with other drag queens.  
But all that did was piss Faye off even more. 
Then he tried to tell Faye that I was crazy, which got her so upset that the other queens who were there promoting their drag show with her noticed. Suddenly I had a wall of gauzy fabric and feather boas and sequins surrounding me as Faye tore into Trevor.
Verbally, of course. Faye was the very definition of a pacifist. But you wouldn’t have known it from the way Trevor started crying. 
After they were done, Faye had taken me back to her place and let me cry as she peeled off layer after layer of Faye Laytio until a tall, slightly chubby Puerto Rican man named Rico was standing there, a few errant splotches of makeup still on his face as he gathered me in his arms.
“I’m sorry,” he said. “So sorry. We’re gonna get you out of there, okay?”
I sniffled, shaking my head. “I don’t know anyone else here. I don’t… don’t even have a job.”
Rico rubbed my back lightly. “You know me. I’ll help you. Tomorrow, we’ll go get your things and you can come stay here for a bit. We’ll find you a job. And I’ll…” He sighed, hugging me a bit tighter. “We both used condoms when I… when Trevor was here. But I’m guessing I’m not the only one he’s done this with, so we should take you to get tested.”
My laugh came out watery. “Oh, no, that’s okay.”
“Chica, you are talking to the wrong man if you think not getting tested is okay,” he said stiffly. “You absolutely need to know if you caught something from that disgusting little—”
“No, I mean, I know I didn’t,” I said. “I… we never… did. It.”
“Never at all? Not even… hands? Mouths?”
“No. I’m a… I’m still a virgin,” I said, hoping Rico couldn’t see that my face was red all the way up to my hairline.
“You never had sex, but you were living together?” he asked incredulously.
“Wait until you find out that I moved here illegally with him, too,” I muttered, and Rico let go of me to clutch at his chest in a dramatic show of shock that made me giggle.
I don’t know why Rico was so nice to me. I mean, I knew he felt bad that Trevor had cheated on me with him, but he went above and beyond. Not only did he let me move in with him, but apparently, he knew anyone and everyone in Vegas. That meant he could help me find a job that wouldn’t look too closely at my whole “lack of a work visa and SIN card” thing while I tried to sort out what I was supposed to do to… well, you know. 
Stay in Vegas.
He offered to help me get home instead, but home wasn’t an option anymore. So Rico kindly called up a bar owner he knew named Dante and asked if he had any work available.
And sure, Dante was the kind of sleazy bar owner who was probably swaddled in red flags as a baby rather than knit blankets. But he paid under the table and had just opened a new bar, a place he creatively called Dante’s Bar. It was located in the cluster that was the Grand Bazaar Shops outside of Bally’s, a collection of businesses that were kind of like an outdoor market had a baby with a strip mall.
I’d been nervous at first, working so boldly and so illegally right out in the open like that, but I’d realized quickly that no one cared. And if they had, Dante would have paid them not to. That still would have been cheaper for Dante than hiring someone legally, and as a sleazy bar owner, he was well versed in cutting every corner he could to save money.
Like hiring an illegal Canadian who had no bartending experience to work at a bar that sold expensive, shitty alcohol to tourists who lapped it up like they were lost in the desert and it was water from the Fountain of Youth. 
And Dante’s Bar did reasonably well, even though there was almost no actual draw to bring people into the bar. I had steadfastly refused to dress “sexier” despite the number of times Dante told me I should tie my t-shirt into a crop top or wear jean shorts that weren’t so much jorts as they were janties. And I still sucked at bartending. And I was pretty sure he was cutting all the alcohol with water when it got delivered.
But it was on the Strip, so it made money. And more importantly, directly across from Dante’s Bar was a much better—and much busier—bar called Fit and Flair. There was often a lineup to get in, so people would come over to Dante’s Bar to wait for a spot to open up before going over to Fit and Flair.
Which is where I’d seen him.
He embodied the bar name. Fit was barely a good enough word to describe how gorgeous he was. It didn’t take into account his thick, dark hair or his high cheekbones and strong nose. 
Or the neatly trimmed facial hair that was a little too long to be called stubble, but too short to truly be a beard.
Or his eyes, which were bright and lively and chocolatey brown. 
Or his skin, which was a warm, tanned white. 
Not even his hands, which were large and had gripped the bottles and shakers expertly as he put the flair into Fit and Flair.
I’d spent most of the night watching with my lips parted, staring through the glass walls between our two bars as he juggled bottles and threw ice and spun glasses on his hand with a bright, heart-melting smile on his face. Every few minutes, a cheer would float through the open doors, laughter and applause as he served up drink after drink. I didn’t know if it was his first night—I’d been off the day before—but I was obsessed.
Despite the whole thing about his name.
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“The thing about his name is what?” Rico asked as he worked his fingers through my hair. “Is his name Trevor?”  
He paused, then gasped. 
“Or is he named Rico and you’re worried you’ll think of me when Mr. Dreamy takes you to Pound Town?”
I burst out laughing. “I don’t know it.”
“Wait, you don’t know your co-worker’s name?”
“He’s not my co-worker. He works at Fit and Flair.”
“Dante’s still too cheap to hire someone so you’re not working all by yourself late at night?”
“It’s fine. It’s not like I’m alone.”
“You’re literally working alone.”
I rolled my eyes. “And I’m surrounded by other bars and businesses with people who are working just as late as me. I’m fine, papi.”
He snorted back a laugh at my very Canadian and not at all Puerto Rican accent, then toyed with my hair affectionately. “Fine. You spent all night staring at the new guy at the bar across from yours and didn’t even go over to introduce yourself?”
“Why would I? It’s not like he even noticed me.”
Rico sighed. “You have to give him a chance to notice you. By doing things like going over and introducing yourself.”
“He seemed busy.”
“Yeah, because he works at Fit and Flair, not at Dante’s Dive. So if you want this man to peel the seal off your Pringles can—”
“Oh my God,” I groaned. “Can we not refer to my vagina as a Pringles can? Or losing my virginity as peeling something?!”
“Fine. If you want this man to impale his bubble tea straw through the plastic lid of your vagina, then—”
“You’re awful. The actual worst.”
“You love it.”
I tried not to smile, but it was true. “I don’t know if I want… that.”
Rico hummed. “With him, or at all?”
Sighing, I begrudgingly pulled myself off his lap. “It’s not like I’m looking for a forever thing or even a more-than-one-night thing. It’s just that after being with Trevor, I want to make sure my first time is with someone who… you know. Actually wants me. And doesn’t think I’m weird for still being a virgin. And doesn’t see it as some sort of achievement to fuck a virgin.” Shrugging, I tapped my fingers along my denim-clad thigh. “And I just haven’t met anyone like that yet.”
“And you won’t,” Rico said. “Not unless you go up and introduce yourself to your mystery bartender.”
“I don’t even know him!”
“Exactly, which is why you have to introduce yourself.” He put his arm around my shoulder. “You just go up to him and say, ‘Hello, Mr. Dreamy. I work at Dante’s across the way and my panties couldn’t help but notice that your manly bits would fit exceptionally well into my girly bits and—’”
“Rico!” I said, dissolving into laughter.
“Okay, okay, what about you go up and ask for his name, and he tells you, and then he asks what your name is, and you say ‘I’m named after a colour. If you guess it right, I’ll give you fellatio. And if you guess it wrong, I’ll introduce you to my friend, Faye Laytio—”
“Rico!”
“—when you take me out on a date to her next drag show,’” he finished. “And then tell him I like to be tipped in twenties.”
He would have kept teasing me, and I would have kept letting him, but his phone went off a few minutes later with the booty call he’d been hoping for and I shooed him away to get ready so I could go to bed. Working until three a.m. had taken some getting used to, but now that I was, I kind of liked it, even if Rico fretted about me being at the bar alone so late. Most nights, I’d finish up and if Rico was performing, I’d pick him up from whatever club he was at first. We’d chat for a while, then I’d head to bed and wake up around noon the next day. Before going back to work, I’d have most of the day to run errands or hang out by the apartment complex’s pool or visit with the new friends I’d made after Rico came into my life.
That night
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