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* * * * *



Haley Smith walked into the Diamond Dragon resort, home to the
Diamond Dragon hotel and casino in Las Vegas, and walked up to the
reception desk. She’d left her overnight bag in the car, as she
wasn’t about to get a room, not when they ranged from three hundred
to a couple thousand dollars a night. She simply needed someone to
show her to the White Diamond ballroom. She’d spent enough money
already on this party, what with her plane ticket and the dress
she’d bought specifically for tonight. And when you considered the
party was for someone she didn’t really like anyway, the amount of
money she’d spent was really ridiculous.

But the dress was freaking perfect for her,
she knew, and the way she looked in it made it worth every penny of
the $800 she’d shelled out for it. It was strapless, a deep,
sapphire blue, and came to mid-thigh, and paired with the black
outline of her eyeliner and mascara, it made the slate blue of her
eyes glow like sapphires themselves. She wore heels that had been
dyed the same color as her dress, adding an extra three inches to
her 5’3” height and showing off the calves and thighs she’d busted
her now-firm ass for over the last six months.

She’d pulled her light blonde hair back into
a tight ponytail, and painted her full lips a bright, fuck-me red.
After working out for a solid half-year (since she’d gotten the
invite to tonight’s party), she knew she filled the dress to it’s
exact specifications, especially in the breast area. She’d always
been a little on the busty side, and decided tonight was as good a
time as any to show that off.

There were people here she wanted to make
drool, as well as some she wanted to see crawl, and a few more she
wanted to see bitten by the green jealousy monster. She hadn’t seen
any of them for nearly a year, not since her split with Adam
Johnson, her boyfriend of the three years before that, and hadn’t
been expecting an invite to the birthday party of her ex-best
friend, Sherry, who’d decided to take Adam’s side in the split. She
knew that she’d only gotten an invitation because everyone there
wanted to see her embarrass herself. Well, she conceded as she
waited for a few people to claim their reservations, not everyone.
There actually were some people who’d be happy to see her. But
Sherry wanted to see her fail, as did Adam.

Despite them, she’d done everything in her
power to see that that didn’t happen. Even though she’d always been
slim, she’d worked out, toning up every part of her 26-year-old
body until it was leanly muscular. She’d spent the money needed to
make herself look spectacular. And she’d bought herself a huge
diamond ring to wear, so that everyone would think she was off the
market, just in case. But if she happened to find someone she was
interested enough in, she could just claim it was a gift.

Shrugging at herself, she stepped up to the
counter, catching the way the male receptionist discreetly checked
her out, and the interested gleam in his dark green eyes. She gave
him a sassy smile. “Hi. Can you tell me where the White Diamond
ballroom is?”

“Are you here for the
Shafer party?”

“Yes.”

“May I see your
invitation?”

She fished in her little blue purse and
pulled out the white card. The man studied it briefly, then handed
it back. “Everything seems in order. You just go down this hall,”
he pointed, “and it will be the second door on your left.” He
hesitated only slightly. “Will your husband be joining you?”

She grinned. “Oh, I’m not married. It’s just
me.” Then without another word, she turned and walked away, certain
the man’s eyes followed the sway of her backside.

She had to show the invitation again at the
door to the ballroom, and was led inside by a jacketed valet who
checked her purse for her. She thanked him and gave him a tip, then
grabbed a glass of champagne from a passing waiter. Taking a
fortifying sip, she let out a puff of breath and joined the throng
of people.

 


About an hour after she’d arrived, Haley separated from the group
she’d been talking to to get herself a drink from the bar. She
wasn’t having a bad time after all, she thought as she ordered a
Coke, and had met up with some people she’d actually missed over
the last eleven months. But then, she hadn’t yet seen Adam or the
birthday girl. That wasn’t surprising considering the several
hundred people present, but was sure to come to an end sooner
rather than later.

Sure enough, when she turned to walk away
from the bar, she saw Adam walking toward the bar, and her past
flashed through her brain. Sex with him had been amazing, fun,
exciting, and he wasn’t afraid to experiment with new things.
Which, she thought on a frown, was probably why he’d cheated on
her. Who knew what his little hussy had done for him that she
wouldn’t? And since there was very little she wouldn’t try, at
least once, she could only imagine.

But women like that- too adventurous, if you
asked Haley- didn’t want the same man, or woman, for long, so he
was bound to be alone again. She searched around him quickly and
didn’t see a woman with him. Thinking it might be fun to mess with
him, show him what he was missing now, she set her drink down and
headed in his direction.

She had the element of surprise on her side,
since he didn’t see her until she was almost directly in front of
him. Emotions ran across his face- quick surprise, a flash of
desire, then what might have been dismay- but she ignored them all
and took a leap into his arms. She wrapped her legs around his
waist and her arms around his neck, then dropped her mouth to his
to give him a deep, tongue-thrusting kiss.

After a few seconds he kissed her back, but
she suspected it was more to protect himself than responding
sexually to her assault. She speared her fingers into his hair and
tugged lightly- the way she knew he liked. A few more seconds
passed before he found the wits to pry her off of him. Trying to
push her away but not just drop her on the floor, he peeled her
arms from around his neck, then held one hand while he pushed at
her legs.

When she stood in front of him, he
straightened his tie and jacket. “Hello, Haley.”

She smiled sexily and rubbed herself against
him. “Hey, Adam. How ya been?”

He cleared his throat and took a step back,
but his eyes were on her breasts. “Uh, I’ve been okay. You?”

She bit her bottom lip demurely, a move they
both knew was an invitation. “I’ve been alright.”

He swallowed roughly, his eyes flicking up
and down from her eyes to her breasts. “Er, that’s good.” He
swallowed again when she licked her lips and looked his body over.
“Um, did you hear I got married?”

The smile fell immediately from Haley’s
face, and she dropped the horny act, slipping flawlessly into
polite mode. “Really? I hadn’t heard that. Congratulations. Who is
she?”

Just then, a gorgeous woman walked up and
put her arm through Adam’s, her nearly black hair falling in
perfect waves, and her brown eyes shooting darts at Haley.
Obviously she’d seen the kiss. Haley realized then that she
recognized her, from the one time she’d seen Adam’s hussy, sitting
in his car the day he’d shown up at her house to pack his things.
Searching her memory, she recalled her name was Amy.

Inside, Haley was raging, screaming at the
injustice that this woman, who was model-thin and sexy as sin, was
married to her ex-boyfriend. They’d been together a year, barely,
and Haley couldn’t figure out why he’d been so quick to marry her
when she, Haley, had given him three years of her life and he
hadn’t so much as thought the word 'permanent'.

But on the outside, she smiled brightly, and
offered her hand. “Hi. Amy, right? You remember me, don’t you? I’m
the one he cheated on to get you into bed.”

Amy, who looked just as snarky as Haley
sounded, took her hand and said, “Oh, yes. I remember now. Haley?
The one who stood on the stoop of her tiny townhouse crying buckets
while he packed his things to move into my penthouse, right?”

Haley literally felt her eyes frost over.
“Yep, that would be me. Stupid, really, when I think back, to get
so upset over a man who’d cheat on a woman he swore he was in love
with. Must really worry you knowing he’s capable of that.
Especially after that kiss we just shared.”

Amy’s smug smile fell slightly, and Haley
had the satisfaction of seeing her glance briefly at Adam with
flames in her eyes.

“Anyway,” Haley continued,
“Congratulations on your wedding. When’s the baby due?”

Amy frowned slightly. “What baby?”

Haley made an
oops face, glancing down
at the woman’s flat stomach, then back up to her eyes. “Sorry. I
just assumed that since you’d been together such a short time that
you were… And you’re, you know…” She gestured vaguely to Amy’s
belly. “Well, anyway, I guess I was wrong. Sorry. But
congratulations, really.”

“Bitch,” Amy snarled. She
took a step toward Haley, who braced, but Adam stepped in between
them.

“Amy, darling, why don’t
you go get us a drink, hm? Please.” After Amy sneered and walked
away, Adam swung toward Haley. “What the hell is your
problem?”

“Problem? I have no
problem. I am just peachy.”

He gave her a scathing up
and down glare. “Well, it’s obvious by your behavior that
you haven’t found anyone
else. Why don’t you go sidle up to the bar and find yourself a
drunk to take home?”

Haley narrowed her eyes at him. “Actually,
Adam dear, I myself have found true love. See.” She held up her
left hand and showed him the large diamond on her ring finger.

His eyes widened briefly in surprise at the
size of the stone, but he snarled. “Then why did you kiss me like
that?”

Haley laughed softly. “What’s a kiss between
ex-lovers?”

He snorted at that. “Right. So where is he,
then?”

Haley considered telling him her fake
husband was working, gone on some ultra-important job that kept him
from the party, but that would sound so false that she couldn’t
risk it. “Oh, he’s around here somewhere.” She started turning her
head, searching the crowd for a man to play her husband. She wanted
the hottest guy in the room, but an unmarried one.

Spotting a dark-haired man not far away, she
said, “Oh, there he is. Wait right here. I’ll go get him.” She
walked away from Adam and toward the man, realizing as she got
closer how much taller he actually was than her, probably a foot
over her natural height. As she neared him, she scanned his hands
for rings, and finding them void, she grabbed his hand and pulled
him away from the two other men he’d been talking to.

He didn’t say a word as she pulled him away,
just followed silently with a cocky half-smile on
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