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It was a sunny Monday afternoon, and I was just walking out of my last class when I got a text from my roommate:

You got a package delivered today. I left it on your bed.

“Huh?” I said to myself. I hadn’t ordered anything lately. During the twenty minute drive home, however, it occurred to me that perhaps it was from Mr. Casey, and suddenly those twenty minutes felt like an absolute eternity.

Once I parked at my complex, I ran up the stairs to my second story apartment, let myself in, and rushed through the living room into my bedroom. The package was exactly where Kat said she’d left it. It was a flat, white box with a big black ribbon tied around it.

Immediately, I knew that it was from Herdman’s, a luxe department store that was so exclusive, I only knew what it looked like on the outside. Once I laid eyes on it, I realized that my suspicions were correct.

All alone with an enormous smile on my face, I carefully untied the ribbon and pried the lid off of the box. Nestled inside several sheets of whisper-soft tissue paper, there was a blue and gold satin dress that took my breath away and a handwritten note.

Please wear this to dinner tonight. 7 p.m., My house– J.C.

I stifled a squeal. Then, realizing that there wasn’t a soul in sight to witness me, I squealed out loud.

J.C. stood for Jeremy Casey, my billionaire boss-turned illicit lover. We’d been hooking up in secret for a few months, mostly after I put Nadia, his daughter, to bed. But lately, we’d been discussing the possibility of taking our fuck buddies relationship to the next level. There was only one thing standing in the way.

It wasn’t our age difference or the fact that he was my boss and I was his employee.

It was babies.

Mr. Casey had had a rough divorce, and he’d promised himself that his next relationship would be authentic and true, and that meant somebody he could have a family with. The right woman for him was someone who would give him one more baby and be a good mother to both that baby and Nadia.

Mr. Casey didn’t think it was fair to ask that of me, a nineteen-year-old college student.

Meanwhile, I was willing to do anything for anyone, as long as I loved him. All I needed was a chance to get to know Mr. Casey better, so I could decide for myself if my feelings were real...or if I was just blinded by his money, good looks, and amazing, enormous cock.

The image of his manhood flittered briefly through my mind, and my nipples puckered against my bra in response.

Don’t think about that, I told myself, biting my lip.

To distract myself, I lifted the dress out of the box and held it against myself. To my surprise, it was more classy than sexy, and it was exactly my taste and size. Either Mr. Casey had gotten some salesgirl to help him pick it out, or he’d been observing me a lot closer than I thought.

I hoped it was the latter.

Suddenly impatient for the night to get started, I glanced at my phone to check the time. It was just after four p.m., which gave me a little over two hours to get myself ready.

It definitely wasn’t enough time.

Leaping into action, I set the dress on my bed, along with the lacy things I planned to wear under it.

* * *
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At six-fifty sharp, I showed up at Mr. Casey’s house. Usually, I’d take the service entrance at the side of the house. Since I wasn’t working tonight, I decided to walk right up to the front door and ring the doorbell. I was an invited guest, after all.

I fidgeted and smoothed my dress down my hips over and over as I waited. Finally, I heard the bolt click, and someone opened the door.

“Gia?” the young woman on the other side said. She was wearing yoga pants and a ponytail, our typical nanny uniform.

My face started burning right away. “Hi, Yesenia,” I said. I shouldn’t have been surprised to see her, since she was the nanny on duty for tonight according to the schedule, but I definitely was. “I’m, uh, here to see Mr. Casey.”

“He’s not home yet,” Yesenia said. But she stepped aside so I could walk in anyway.

She scanned me from head to toe once she closed the door behind me. Obviously, I was wearing the blue and gold dress, as Mr. Casey requested. It was sleeveless with a modest neckline and a hem that reached my knees. I’d also ironed my hair straight and put a little more thought into my makeup, so I definitely looked like I was dressed for a special occasion. I could practically see the question marks in Yesenia’s eyes.

Do I tell her? I wondered. If Mr. Casey and I were going to give dating a real shot, we had to be open about it, didn’t we? I thought it would be a good idea to bring it up during tonight’s dinner, but for now I needed an excuse.

“He’s taking me out to dinner so he can give me some career advice,” I explained quickly.

When Yesenia raised a quizzical brow, my face burned even more. I bit the inside of my cheek and pulled deep breaths in through my nose, hoping to calm myself down.

“Really? I didn’t know we were allowed to do that. Think he’d be open to giving me some advice, too?” Yesenia sounded earnest, which meant she believed me.

Quietly, I blew out a lungful of air, and the tension in my shoulders released itself. “Maybe. All you have to do is ask,” I said, smiling to hide my relief.

I walked deeper into the house to the home theater, where Nadia was watching some post-homework T.V. I gave her a hug and told her the same thing I told Yesenia when she asked me why I was there. After Yesenia whisked Nadia away for her supper, I sat in one of the chairs and waited while the children’s show continued to play on the screen.

My phone buzzed in my purse. When I picked it up, I saw that I had a text from Mr. Casey.

Sorry. Busy at work. Coming home now, it said.

The time was 7:04, and it usually took him thirty minutes to get home.

I told myself it wasn’t a big deal, because he was obviously letting me know as soon as he could.

Thirty minutes passed. Then, forty. I could hear Yesenia walking around the house, picking up the toys that Nadia had dropped throughout the afternoon, and I guessed she was probably wondering where Mr. Casey was.

After the one hour mark, I got up and decided to wait outside. He has to be down the street, I told myself.

I stood on the front porch step and sent Mr. Casey a text to ask him if he was almost home. Even though my phone hadn’t buzzed or pinged with a notification, I checked it a couple minutes later to see something that made my stomach drop.

It said that Mr. Casey had read my message. Read. But never responded.

At that moment, a horrible thought that had been lingering in the back of my mind finally rose to the surface.

I just got stood up.

Panicking, I got into my car and drove off, away from Mr. Casey’s home to return to mine. When I got there, I wiped the tears off my face and let myself into my apartment. My roommate was a bartender, so I had the whole place to myself for the night.

I couldn’t believe Mr. Casey had stood me up. The first time we had sex was my first time, period, and he’d been so gentle. I thought he liked me. He’d actually told me so himself.

I was feeling a lot of emotions I wasn’t used to feeling, but the foremost one was rage. I wanted nothing more than to tear the dress off my body. Once I took it off, though, I found myself carefully dropping it onto a hanger in the closet, because it was just so beautiful.

I changed into some pajamas, fell into bed, and turned on the T.V. My eyes glazed over as I stared at the moving images on screen without absorbing anything. Still, I was thinking about Mr. Casey.

He was the first man who’d ever touched me. Now, he was the first man to make me cry.

* * *
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Somewhere in my dreams, there was a phone ringing, but I didn’t even have the energy to open my eyes.

It had been a long night.

When I finally did wake up, I saw that I had two missed calls and a text from Mr. Casey.

I’m so sorry. Let’s do dinner tonight. I’ll pick you up.

I hated to admit it, but reading that made me feel slightly better. Still, I couldn’t let him get away with what he did.

Why did you stand me up? I texted back.

As he was typing his response, I added a quick afterthought. And please don’t make me wait an hour this time.

The three little dots at the bottom of the screen disappeared, which meant Mr. Casey had deleted his answer. Then, they came back. A few seconds later, I got to read what Mr. Casey had to say for himself.

Haha I deserved that. I’m really very sorry. Honestly I was scared Gia. But I also know that I owe you more than that. I’ll explain some more at dinner tonight?

I wanted to continue being mad at him, but I could already feel my defensive walls crumbling. Before long, I found myself typing back my response to him.

Yes. But you’re definitely picking me up first.

* * *
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Part of me wanted to wear that blue and gold dress again, but I didn’t want to give Mr. Casey the satisfaction of seeing it on me. Not until he
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