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 “Ugh, damned hair,” Denny scowled
and dragged a shiny black comb through her rat's nest of mousy brown hair.  Her
scowl deepened at that thought.  Rat's nest... mousy brown... why did she have
to think of rodents right now?


No matter.  She whipped the comb
through, again and again, hoping to achieve some semblance of order in her fine
locks.  She'd never really like her hair.  It was middle length and straight,
but not thick.  It was fine as a baby's, and easy to break.  She had to be
careful, or else she could very well make her hair even thinner than it already
was.


Her hair was the only part of her
body that could aptly be described as 'thin', of course.  Every other part of
her was thick, and not in a good way, she was certain.  It must have been why
her husband of seven years left her.


It wasn't only that.  It was that
damned floozy he'd ran off with.  Apparently they'd been sleeping together for
over a year, and the bitch finally convinced him to pull up his roots and leave
Denny.


She didn't even know the woman's
name.  She only saw her once, standing smugly by Rob as he handed her the
divorce papers, then packed everything out of their apartment and left.  He
took everything.  The TV, the bed, the furniture.


And her heart.


Of course, that was a ridiculous
romantic's way of looking at things.  Denny knew their marriage had its
issues.  She knew it wasn't perfect.  But she didn't think it was that bad.


She didn't want to be reminded of
Rob anymore, and that apartment was nothing but a dismal reminder of her
failed marriage and her failed life.  So she pulled up her own roots, took her
meager savings, and moved on as well.  At least she hoped to move on.


She hadn't even found a job yet.


Which brought her to the combed
hair?  What she was going after was a long shot of a job – a personal assistant
for someone – but she thought she could do it.  After all, she'd been personal
assistant to Rob for nine long years, including the time they'd lived to
together but not in holy matrimony, and she was quite good at babysitting an
adult.


But she wasn't stupid.  She knew
personal assistants were generally young.  And pretty.  She was neither.  She
was frumpy and fat, and middle age loomed on the horizon.  She was only thirty,
and she already felt that the best parts of her life lay behind her, not ahead.


Ma'am.  That was what the young boy
at the grocery store called her yesterday.  Ma'am.  It wasn't the first
time she'd been called that, she was certain, but it was the first time she
remembered it so clearly.  She wasn't a miss anymore; she was a dowdy old
matron.  Perhaps she should give up on this interview, and just go find a
school to be a teacher at, or a hospital to be a nurse.


She cursed and yanked her hair back
into a severe bun.  If she couldn't be young and sexy, at least she could look
put-together and organized.  Perhaps whoever was doing the hiring was actually
looking for an assistant, not eye candy.


Denny sighed, and then got to work
on her makeup.  She shouldn't be so pessimistic and she knew it, but it was
difficult to be anything but after the last year she had to endure.  She lost
her husband, she lost her job in the process of moving as far away from him as she
could, and she just lost everything.  She needed something to pick her up and
get her life back on track, and she could only hope that it was this job.


There.  Hair done, makeup done,
interview outfit applied, and she was ready to go.  At least, she looked
ready.  She certainly didn't feel ready.


Turning the light off, she stepped
out of the shabby bathroom and into the equally shabby apartment.  It was all
she could afford at the moment, but there no hiding the fading, peeling
wallpaper from the seventies, or the carpets that had suffered through years of
abuse at the hands of toddlers and the paws of unruly cats and dogs.  The
radiator in the corner rattled and spat just then, adding to the ambiance of
the place.


Denny needed to get out of this
hell hole.


And get out she would.  She stood
up straight, squared her shoulders, and picked up her leather satchel that
contained everything she needed for the interview.  She needed to stop having
her pity party and get out there.  First step, get this job.  Second step, save
enough money to get into a better place.  Third step, put the rest of her life
back together.


One step at a time.


She made her way out the apartment
complex.  The dim, narrow hallway smelled vaguely unpleasant, like vomit and
piss and just enough chemicals to accentuate the former odors, not cover them
up.  She hated this place.  She had to get out of here.


Walking quickly, she hurried down
the stairs and out into the relatively fresh air.  It really wasn't terribly
fresh.  It smelled of exhaust fumes and burnt cat food.  There was some sort of
processing plant upwind of the complex, and apparently they processed burnt cat
food.  That Denny's only guess at least.


“Ey, Miss Denny!”  She turned and
looked at the man who was approaching her, and cracked a half-smile.  Everyone
called the guy crazy Ray, and he was crazy, not to mention homeless.  But he
was a nice enough sort, and he made sure to learn everyone's name.  It was a
sneaky, underhanded way to worm himself into other peoples' hearts, but Denny
couldn't blame him.


“Hey Ray,” she said back, digging
into the pocket of her black wool skirt for a quarter.  She always made sure to
carry loose change for Ray.  It's not that she didn't want to give him more
than fifty cents at a time; it was just that she couldn't afford it.


“How's it going?” he asked as Denny
slipped the shiny silver coin into his palm.  It was almost an unspoken rule
that one slipped Ray money as they talked to him.  Everyone did it, so he came
to expect it.


“I'm on my way to an interview,”
Denny smiled, trying to look attractive.  She may as well start practicing on
someone, and Ray was as good as anyone else out there.


“That's fantastic,” he said in his
familiar Southern drawl.  “You go and let me know if you get that job.”


Denny nodded.  “I will, I certainly
will.”  He grasped her hand in his, and the skin felt warm, cracked, and
leathery, how she imagined a rhino's skin might felt.  He was so old.  “But I
have to get going now.”


“Of course, of course.”  He nodded
and pocketed the quarter in one fluid motion, and Denny hoped that one day
she'd be able to give him more than that pittance.


For now, she had to get going.


She hurried along the busy sidewalk
of the bustling city.  This was New York after all, and it was never slow in
New York.  The day was a rather dismal one, dirty and gray with a late fall
rain threatening.  Denny pulled the collar of her well-worn coat higher.  At
least it wasn't threatening snow.  It wasn't cold enough for that yet.


The wind blew, tousling her hair as
she made for the subway.  This particular station was the closest one to her
but it smelled like urine.  She didn't much care for it but going to another
station meant walking another several blocks, and that took time she just
didn't have today.


She wrinkled her nose as she
descended the dingy tiled steps.  A blast of warm air blew up into her face,
filling her nose with the familiar, unwelcome scent.  No help for it.  She
descended the steps, her eyes adjusting to the dim light.


Subway stations always felt more
than a little cave-like to Denny.  If she closed her eyes on a quiet night in
one, if all she could hear was water dripping, she could almost believe that she
was in one.


Right now, that little fantasy was
impossible.  It was just after rush hour and there were still many, many people
scurrying to and fro.  And she was about to become one of those people.


Approaching a kiosk, she slid her
subway card through, and made her way to a train.  She slipped a hand into her
pocket and pulled out the piece of paper holding the address.  She'd
double-checked the location on Google maps before she left so she knew the
way.  But holding the paper gave her the tiny confidence boost she needed.  She
was going to do this.  Even if she didn't get this job, she would get a
different one.


Denny didn't much like riding the
subway, as the seats on the trains were far too small, but she didn't have much
of an option.  Keeping a car in New York City was prohibitively expensive after
all.  So she made due, as she always did.  The situation wasn't ideal but it
was a livable one.


When the train arrived with a loud
squeal and a stench of acrid smoke, the doors opened.  People poured out of
them, and then Denny wedged herself in with the other passengers.  She was
certain some were shooting glares at her.  How dare she take up more space than
what was allotted, she was sure they were thinking.  How dare she be fat?


She didn't care.  She just wanted
to sit down.  She was a bundle of nerves at the moment and her legs felt like
they were going to kick themselves straight out from under her.


Luckily, she found a seat in the
back of the train, and squeezed into it before anyone else could.


Then the train set off.


Denny tried not to look at anyone. 
It was best not to make eye contact on the sub.  Instead, she pulled out her
phone and loaded up a simple game to pass the time.


Before long, the operator called
out the station she needed on the tinny speaker, barely audible through the
static and fuzz.


One switched train and a ten minute
walk later, and Denny found herself in front of the imposing building where her
interview was.  She swallowed, and another cool breeze knocked some more of her
hair askew.


Then she made for the building.


Inside, it was spacious, and on the
high end of luxurious.  The floor was a sea of highly polished, slick white
marble, and there were matching marble columns to boot.  Corinthian columns,
she noted idly as her sensible flats plodded along on the floor.  There were
ferns everywhere; it was as if whoever did the interior decorating for this
building wanted to give the impression of a jungle.  It didn't exactly work. 
Denny was still fully aware that she was in the middle of New York.


She glanced about, feeling woefully
out of place.  More people of all ages ran about in business suits, including
the women.  She felt extremely under-dressed in comparison, but there was no
help for it.  She certainly couldn't go home and change even if she had
something more appropriate to change into.


Instead she took a deep breath,
steeled herself, and made for what looked like the receptionist desk.


A very bored, very pretty woman was
sitting there, staring at a computer monitor.  She ignored Denny, even after
she coughed, forcing the other woman to speak.


“Excuse me?” Denny said just loud
enough for the receptionist to hear.  The woman rolled her eyes and tossed her
perfectly coiffed brunette curls, then not-quite-glared at Denny.  She flushed. 
She couldn't help it.  She knew what the woman was thinking.


What was this fat slob doing
here?


“Can you direct me to-” she pulled
out the paper, fumbling with it.  “Office 14014?”


“Yes, just-” the woman was cut off
as the phone by her rang.  She immediately picked it up.  It was as if she
wanted to avoid conversation with Denny, and the phone conveniently rang just
then.  “Hello, Larson tower,” she said, staring intently at the computer
screen.  “Mmhm.  No, no, not busy at all, sir.  Yes, in fact she just arrived. 
All right.  Yes.”  As she spoke, she waved Denny toward an elevator.  It seemed
more like she was shooing her away than directing her.  Denny shook her head in
disbelief at the way she was being treated, but rather than make a scene she ignored
it and headed for the elevator.


Or elevators, rather.  There was a
bank of eight impressive looking lifts for this massive building, all shiny
gold metallic extravagances.  One pinged opened as she made her way over, but
she didn't rush.  She didn't want to possibly trip or make more of a scene than
she already had.


Thankfully, someone was courteous
enough to hold the door for her.  Denny picked up her pace slightly, shuffling
along the smooth floor.


“Thanks,” she said when she reached
the open door, sliding her way past the proffered arm and into the cramped
capsule of an elevator.  Denny never liked elevators.  She was always afraid
they would break, and that it would somehow be her fault.


“No problem,” the man said.  He was
attractive, or at least the glimpse Denny got of him was attractive, with
short, unruly blonde hair and sparkling blue eyes.  “What floor are you headed
for?”


“Fourteen,” she said.


“Same as mine,” he commented. 
Denny continued to stare at the floor.  She couldn't stare at the walls – they
were shiny mirror-like silver, and she didn't want to be confronted with her
dumpy figure and round face.  Her self-confidence was teetering at the brink as
it was.  She was one look in a mirror away from running right back to her
apartment at the moment.


The elevator whirred and dinged
with each passing floor before opening to a less grand surrounding than the
lobby.  The floors here were still marble, but these were hallways, not the
wide open space that the first floor had been.


Denny stepped out of the elevator
and stared at the office directory.  She still had no idea where to go.


“Do you need any help?”


Denny jumped when she heard the
man's voice again.  She'd assumed that he'd gone his own way behind her, but he
was lurking just a few paces away at her elbow.


“S-sorry,” she said, stammering and
flushing slightly.  She cursed herself; why did she have to be thrown off so
easily?  “I was looking for office 14014.”


“Oh?”  The strange man raised a
thick brown eyebrow.  “It's right over here.”  He touched her arm, and led her
down the hall.  Fluorescent lights flickered as they walked together, and Denny
felt her flush deepen.  She couldn't even find an office on her own.  How
useless could she get?


It wasn't too far down, only a few
twisting hallways away.  The man opened the door for Denny, and followed her
in.  She blinked.  He didn't have to go quite as far as this.


“Um, thank you,” she said, turning
around.  “I can find my way from here, I'm sure.  I'm already in the office I'm
looking for, after all.”  She laughed awkwardly.


The man joined her in her laugh,
his sounding far more natural.  “What a coincidence, so am I.”


Denny's eyes grew round.  “Are
you...?” she asked, her voice growing thin and then trailing off.


“Brandon Larson, at your service,”
the man said.  Denny's eyes grew even rounder.  Larson was a playboy
billionaire, one of the wealthiest men in the country, and he made news
headlines for more than just that.  He was constantly doing dare-devil stunts
and shocking the public.


This was the man who was supposed
to be interviewing her?  This was who the personal assistant job was for?


“G-good morning sir,” Denny said,
cursing her stammering voice once more.


“Yes, yes,” Larson said in a
businesslike manner, striding past Denny now and into the office proper.  They
were in a front room, and an opulent one at that.  Another nameless
receptionist sat there, another rail-thin woman who glared at Denny as she
scurried past, following Larson.


What could he possibly want with
her?  This must be some sort of mistake.


She followed Larson into his own
office.


“Shut the door,” he instructed, and
Denny gripped the gold knob of the heavy maple door, her palm slick with
nervous sweat.


“I'm here for the personal
assistant job,” she said as she pushed the door shut, hoping that there had
been some sort of mistake.  Perhaps Larson had mistaken her for someone else? 
Perhaps she was in the wrong office, and the job was for someone much less...
public.


“Of course, I know what you're
here,” Larson said in a short, clipped tone.  “I put the ad up myself after
all.  Or at least, I had Lola out there do it.”  He slipped around behind the
vast mahogany desk, and slid into the leather office chair.  “Do have a seat.” 
He gestured at the smaller leather wrapped chair on the other side of the desk.


Denny blinked, swallowed, and then
obeyed.  Clutching her satchel close to her, trying to hide her weight, she
wedged herself into the chair.  It was just a touch too small for her.


She wanted to groan.  She wanted to
jump up and just flee the room.  Why, why had she done this?  Why had she even
thought she could do this?


She took another deep breath, and
braced herself.  Whatever the outcome, this would be good interview
experience.  She was unlikely to get the job anyways.


It was strange, but that knowledge
seemed to help her.  Knowing there was nothing at stake eased her nervousness,
at least a little bit.  She took another breath and Larson began.


“So, you want the job as my
personal assistant,” he stated, shuffling through papers on his desk.  “Ah,
here we are.”  He pulled out a stapled bundle of paper, presumably her resume,
and began leafing through it.  “Denise Richardson, is it?”


“Yes,” Denny said.  She didn't much
care for her first name, and preferred Denny, but she wasn't about to correct
him.


“Interesting resume.”


Denny flushed.  She knew she listed
some things that weren't exactly standard – caring for Rob, namely – but she
had to pad it somehow.  “I have a fair amount of experience with this kind of
work,” she said.


“I can see that, but I'm a little
different from most men.”  He looked up at her as he spoke, and his white teeth
flashed in the light.  His eyes didn't just sparkle now.  They blazed, and
Denny battled to keep his gaze, despite her rising flush.


He won, of course.  She looked down
at her satchel after a few moments.  She felt a shiver run through her body,
and not just from his eyes.  He really was an attractive man, with his blue
eyes and that sandy hair, and a masculine squared chin, a strong nose...


She gave her head a slight shake. 
She was interviewing for a job, not speed dating.  Besides, it wasn't like
Larson would ever have any interest in her, professional or otherwise.


They continued on in the
interview.  It was fairly standard, as interviews went.  He asked her questions
and posited scenarios, and Denny answered as best she could.  She even felt
like she was doing a half-decent job, considering she wasn't feeling pressured
to perform at all.


“Here's a scenario,” he said,
leaning forward and templing his fingers as his eyes seemed to burn holes right
into Denny's skull.  “I've got an important meeting in an hour, but Lola out
there hasn't done any of the prep work for me, as usual.  My suit isn't even
pressed.  What do you do first?”


Without skipping a beat, Denny
confidently said, “I run your suit to the dry cleaners, one with one hour
turnaround service, then rush to the office to get your things.  I have a car
lined up for you before I start looking for the files you need.”  She had a lot
of experience in these matters, as her ex-husband usually made her run around
like that as well, chasing after him and smoothing out the rough edges to
whatever plans he made.  She was made for this kind of job.


Too bad she probably wouldn't get
it.


Still, Larson leaned back in his
leather chair with a blink.  He seemed a little thrown off by Denny's
competence, something she enjoyed.  She almost wished she could get the job
just so she could keep throwing him off.


As the interview drew to a close,
Denny found herself feeling a little confident despite the obstacles she
faced.  She knew she was a competent woman after all.  She might be overweight,
and perhaps not the prettiest person in the world, but she was a good worker,
and she would never hide or fail to flaunt that fact.


“Well,” Larson said, standing up. 
Denny echoed him, lifting herself out of her chair was well.  “This has been an
interesting interview, to say the least.”


Denny felt her heart leap up into
her throat at that comment.  Was that good, or bad?  She honestly didn't know. 
Larson was such a hard man to read.  As he reached over the vast desk to shake
her hand, she second-guessed herself.  Perhaps she had done a good job. 
Perhaps he'd invited her to interview on a lark, just for fun, but found her to
be every bit as competent as any other young, beautiful woman.  Perhaps he
found her to be even more able than those women.


Perhaps she had a shot at this job
after all.


She didn't want to get her hopes up
though.


*****


A few days later, after Denny sent
out her thank yous for the last round of interviews she went to, she found her
emotions in a downward spiral yet again.  Here she was, doing so much work in
trying to get a job, trying so hard to be independent, and she was failing
miserably.


Why had she come to this city?


It was a ridiculous idea in
hindsight, but Denny had assumed that finding a decent job in the city would be
a simple matter.  After all, there were so many businesses here, and so much
turnover that jobs flew up on search boards daily.  She must have applied for
hundreds, but she'd only gotten interviews for a handful of positions.  And she
knew what each and every interviewer thought of her the moment she walked
through the door.


She was fat.  And fat meant lazy. 
Lazy meant she wouldn't get any work done, and that would be a terrible
investment to the company.  She hated the damned prejudices against her.  She
was a harder worker than anyone else in her old company, she got glowing
reviews, but people couldn't seem to look past her weight.


It had always been like this.  Ever
since she was a child, Denny struggled with her weight.  She ballooned up to a
tub of butter in middle school, but then the teasing and peer pressure urged
her into a diet.  She did all right on the diet, but she'd never truly been
thin.  And food was always a struggle.  Every day, every meal.  And she lost
the will to struggle against it many years ago.


She sighed and stared at the phone
in her shabby studio.  She wasn't going to let this get to her.  She was much
more than a number on a scale.


But she didn't know how to convince
prospective employers of that.


For now she set up her laptop on
the ragged coffee table she'd gotten from a thrift store for a whopping eight
dollars, and worked her way through various menial tasks on the internet. 
Denny had been able to scrape up a couple hundred dollars a month on referral
websites and human intelligence tasks, but it wasn't enough.  It didn't even
pay for the rent on this dump.


She had to do something about
this.  She had to get a job.  Any job.


Denny glared at the phone once
more, willing it to ring.  And to not be another damned interview for her to
flub, but an actual job offer.


She nearly leapt out of her seat
when it did ring.  The harsh bell on the phone cut through the air like a
knife, piercing her ear drums.


“Shit!” she hissed, and jumped up
from her low seat on the dingy couch – another thrift store find – and grabbed
the formerly white, now dirty beige phone off its cradle.


“Hello?”


“Denise Richardson?” a man's voice
came through the phone line, tinny, but familiar.  She couldn't quite place him
though.


“Yes, this is she,” Denny replied.


“Ah, good.  This is Brandon
Larson.  I want to extend to you a job offer on the position you interviewed
for.  The personal assistant position.”


With every word that Larson spoke,
Denny could feel her pounding heart climb higher and higher.  It felt like it
was going to crawl right out her throat.  This couldn't be happening.  After
all the work she did, things were finally paying off.


“Y-yes,” she stammered.  “I
remember the position.”


“So, do you want the job?”  Denny
could almost imagine Larson raising an eyebrow and looking at her quizzically.


“Yes.  Yes!”  Denny clamped a hand
over her mouth to keep from screaming into the phone.  She had a job!


“Good.  I need you to come by the
office tomorrow, bright and early.  Dress professionally.  Lola will fill you
in on what you need to be doing.”


“Yes.  Yes, sir,” Denny said, then
heard a click on the other side.  Larson must have hung up.  She blinked,
confused.  Was this a prank or a trick?


But no, that just must be how
Larson was.


She had a job.


*****


The next morning, Denny was up with
the songbirds.  At least, what few of those there were in the city.  She tried
to make herself look presentable, she really did, but she was still feeling
nervous about this so-called job.  What if Larson had made a mistake and called
the wrong person?  But no, he addressed her by name.  Unless he somehow got the
files mixed up, she was the right girl.


So she made her way back to the
extravagant office building back up to Larson's opulent office.


She blanched at what she saw.


As she stepped off the elevator and
pushed her way through into the reception area of his office, she saw Lola
perched behind her own smaller wooden desk, glaring daggers at her.  “He's
right inside,” she said coldly, pointing with one thin, cruel finger.  Denny
already didn't like her.


She pressed her much pudgier hands
against the double doors, and pushed, opening them to find Larson literally
surrounded by bikini models.


“Are you serious?” she blurted
out.  This was ridiculous.  This was worse than the worst Lifetime movie she'd
ever seen.  She felt like some enormous, elaborate prank was being played on
her, and she just wanted to turn around and go straight home.


“Hmm?” Larson said, barely tearing
his gaze away from the obviously much more attractive girls.  “Oh, you're
here.” He stood and smiled at each girl in turn.  There were twelve, and even
though the office was expansive, it felt more than a little cramped at the
moment.  “I'll see you girls in the photo shoot.”


“Photo shoot?” Denny asked,
crossing her arms over her chest.  What was going on here?


“Oh yes, I decided this year that I
should put out a calendar.  For charity, of course.”


Denny couldn't help but wonder at
the timing of everything.  She couldn't help but wonder if she was here as some
sort of joke on herself.  It was some prank against fat girls, it had to be,
and she wasn't going to stand for it.  She's endured this kind of teasing her
entire life, and she wasn't going to put up with it through adulthood, or
through this job.


As her new boss approached her, she
only stared at him coldly.


“Is something the matter, my dear?”
he asked as he abruptly turned away, approaching an elaborately trimmed
mahogany sideboard and pouring himself a drink of a rich amber liquid. 
“Brandy?” he offered.


“At eight in the morning?” Denny
retorted.


“Of course.  I need a little fuel
in my tank to get me going.”  He downed the drink easily, then laughed.  “I
suppose you shouldn't be drinking.  I have a company car set up for you, and I
need you to do some errands for me.”


So this wasn't a prank, or a joke. 
She really did have the job.  With that knowledge, Denny's anger deflated, and
her arms dropped to her sides.  “What do you need me to do?” she asked.


“Sir,” he said.


“What?”


“You'll address me as 'sir',” he
said lightly, though his expression was anything but light.  His square,
handsome features looked a bit dark, a bit intimidating.  Denny wondered
briefly if it was just the lighting, but no.  He really did look angry.


“What do you need me to do, 'sir'?”
she repeated, emphasizing the added word.  She wasn't going play around with
him.  She might need a job, but that didn't mean she was going to let herself
be pushed around.


Larson stalked over to his huge
desk and picked up a piece of paper.  He crumpled it up and tossed it at her. 
Denny deftly caught it – thankfully, she'd been a star player on her softball
team in college – and smoothed the paper out again, reading through the list
scrawled on there.


She needed to get her personal
information to Lola first, including her phone number so Larson wouldn't have
to waste time writing out these stupid lists anymore.  She squinted her eyes as
she read that first item.  He even wrote the part about stupid lists.


She had to pick up his dry
cleaning, then his lunch, and then accompany him to this photo shoot, and then
run some papers over to a neighboring office, and then set up a meeting with
his lawyer... her eyes began to glaze over as she glanced through each item. 
This was a lot for one person to do in one day.  She wasn't sure she was up to
this.


And Larson.  He seemed totally
different, now that she was his employee.  No longer charming and charismatic,
he was cold and calculating, seemingly not caring about anything but himself. 
She didn't think that she was going to like him very much.


“I don't believe we've discussed
salary, yet,” he said, completely unaware of Denny's internal dialogue.


“No, sir.”


“What does one need to live in New
York these days?  I don't even know.  Does a hundred thousand a year sound
appropriate?”


Denny blanched yet again.  That
much?  She hadn't even expected half that much.  “Y-yes, sir,” she said, unable
to keep the stammer out of her quavering voice.


He didn't seem to notice, though. 
“Good.  Go speak to Lola, and meet me for the photo shoot by noon.  Remember my
lunch,” he added sharply as Denny turned to make her way out of his office.


So this was going to be her first
day.


*****


After her paperwork was finished
with the thin, sour-faced blonde, she immediately dived into her task list. 
The dry cleaning was waiting in a company car cleared for her use, so she
started with that, dashing down to the cleaners that Larson preferred and
making it in record time.  As she checked his garments in – three suits, one
charcoal, one black, on navy blue – she got a text message from him with more
tasks.  There was a packet of legal documents that had to be hand-delivered to
his lawyer, and he apparently had promised lunch to the photo shoot models.


He didn't detail what sort of
lunch, so Denny shot back a text asking what they wanted.


As she made her way back to the
office, fighting the terrible as always New York traffic, her phone buzzed with
a reply.  She scowled and whipped it out, keeping half an eye on the road as
she quickly read the message.


“Doesn't matter.  Just bring enough
for 20-30 people.”


That was about lunch, she assumed. 
Pizza it was, then.  That was the only thing she could think to get on such
short notice.  It was already ten in the morning and she had to get these
papers delivered before lunch.


She pulled the car into a reserved
spot in the tiny parking area at the front of the building, and quickly hefted
herself out of the low-slung thing.  It was a BMW, which were nice enough cars
but she just didn't care for them.  The drivers tended to have a bad
reputation.  But she didn't have any room to complain.  It was first time she'd
driven anything at all in months.


She sighed and felt a small pang of
regret as she made her way towards the office building.  Her old car had been a
trusty old Explorer, one that had taken her through college, and though it was
old, she had a special connection to that beast.  She'd actually cried when she
sold the thing, but it just didn't make any sense to keep it.  Not in New
York.  It was going to cost more than it was worth, literally.  A rented
parking space would cost more than her apartment.  So she'd let it go, along
with so much of her past life.


Shaking her head, clearing those
loose thoughts from her mind, she continued to make her way into the office.


Larson had said the packet was
available at the receptionist's desk on the first floor, so as she briskly
walked in that direction she pulled out her phone and plugged in the lawyer's
address.  She wanted to groan when she saw where it was.  All the way on the
other side of Manhattan.  Of course.  Larson was really putting her to the test
today.


She made it to the receptionist,
and leaned against the counter, feeling slightly out of breath.  Apparently
this job was also going to give her a good workout.


“Larson said there was a packet
here for me to deliver,” she said.  


The woman, a different one from the
first day she'd been here, stared at her with a look of pure disdain.  “Excuse
me?”


Denny scowled.  She was not in the
mood to be looked down upon just because she was a little heftier than everyone
else, so she mustered up all the authority she could, looked at the woman with
an equal look of disdain, and said more slowly, “Larson said there was a packet
for me to deliver to his lawyer.”


The other woman wrinkled her nose,
and shuffled a few papers on her desk.  “It doesn't seem to be here,” she said
in a snippy tone.


Denny was taken aback for just a
few moments, and that was all the receptionist needed.  “Don't be so useless. 
Go up to his office and find it yourself.”


Denny felt frozen on the spot, but
she quickly thawed as she felt a seething rage rise within her.  She couldn't
think of a good comeback though.  She'd never been good at witty retorts, so
she only wheeled around and stalked towards the elevator.  She was only
thanking that damned woman couldn't see her flushing, beet red face.


She was mortified.


Five long minutes later, minutes
Denny didn't have, she was rushing into Larson's office.


“The packet,” she said to Lola.


“What?” Lola said sharply, looking
up in surprise at Denny's sudden appearance.  “I gave that to Brandy
downstairs, and I told Larson as much, and to relay that information to you. 
Did he not?” 


“He did, but-”


“Are you thick?” Lola said
bitingly.  “I certainly don't have it.  Go get it from Brandy.”


Denny's flushed began to rise
again, and she felt a pained shiver rush through her body as she exited the
office, shamefacedly making her way back to the receptionist.  She just barely
heard Lola mutter as she exited the room.


“Why did he hire that imbecilic
rhinoceros, I'll never know...”


She shut the door before she could
hear any more insults.


Tears began to well in her eyes. 
It wasn't her fault.  That bitch of a receptionist said she didn't have the
packet, and of course Denny had listened to her.


She tried to collect herself in the
elevator, wiping away her moist eyes and straightening her blazer and skirt,
trying to look more put together than she was.  Trying to look thinner than she
was.  Why did Larson hire her?  He obviously disliked her as much as the other
shrews in this building.


The elevator dinged, and the doors
opened.  First floor again.  Taking a deep breath, hoping it would instill some
confidence in her, Denny made for reception again.


“Oh, I found it,” Brandy smirked as
soon as she saw Denny, waving a manila folder in her face.  Denny nearly
growled as she snatched it out of the girl's hands.  She wished she could wipe
that smirk off her face as well, but such an act might land her in jail.


“A thanks would be nice!” Brandy
called after her as Denny huffed away.  She didn't grace that impudent remark
with a response.  She was in a hurry after all.


On her way to the BMW, she pulled
up a list of pizza joints between the office building and the lawyer.  There
were a lot to choose from, so she went with the one of the ones with a better
reputation.  As she opened the door and threw the packet in the passenger's
seat, and promptly placed an order for half a dozen large pizzas and a few
liters of soda.


“That should be enough to satisfy a
hundred models,” she grumbled as she wedged her considerable curves behind the
steering wheel.  That was another reason she missed the Explorer.  There was
plenty of room behind the driver's seat in that car.  This one, not so much.


But she worked with what she had,
so she now pulled the car out into the busy traffic and made her way north,
almost to the tip of Manhattan.


It took far longer than she wanted
it to, but an hour later, she was on her way to the photo studio with six
piping hot pizzas in the passenger seat.  He stomach grumbled the entire way;
Denny had been too nervous to eat any breakfast, so she hadn't eaten anything
at all yet today.  Right now, she felt like she could eat a horse.


A few slices of pizza would do as
well.  Perhaps there would be enough for her as well.


It was just after noon when she
finally found the studio.  She thought she'd made plenty of time to get there
and locate the place, but it was in a strange location, hidden and tucked away
behind a massive warehouse, and she'd had far more trouble finding it than she
thought she would have.


The sky was an overcast, steel gray
when she stepped out of the car and rain began to fall in fat drops while she
manhandled the pizzas and soda out of the other side of the BMW.  With a full
load, she made her way up the concrete steps and through the doors of the
well-worn steel and glass building.


Larson was waiting for her in the
lobby, looking thoroughly incensed.


“Where have you been?  You were
supposed to be here at a quarter to!” he said sharply.  “And what the hell did
you bring?”


Denny flushed.  She was certain he
said noon.  “Pizza, sir,” she said, not able to add what she thought about the
time.


“Pizza?  Pizza?” he fumed,
snatching a box out of her hands and lifting the lid.  The aroma of fresh dough
and tangy tomato sauce hit Denny full in the face, causing her stomach to do a
back flip.  “Jesus Christ,” he muttered, slamming the lid down and shoving the
box back in her arms.  “I have models here.  Do you really think they'll eat
that?”


Denny's flush grew deeper and
traveled down her neck.  “I'm sorry sir, but you didn't-”


“I didn't, I didn't,” he said, his
lips curling upwards in a sneer.  “It's your job to do the footwork.  What am I
paying you for?  So I can baby-sit you?  It's not rocket science.  Models like
healthy fare, not greasy fast food!”  He stormed around the expansive lobby of
the building, his dress shoes clacking against the granite floor.  “Jesus.”


“I could get something else,” Denny
offered, but Larson waved her off.


“Don't bother.  You've done enough
damage.”  He turned his head and shouted.  “Carlo!”


“Yes sir!” a distant voice called,
and a young, slight Hispanic man, barely more than a boy, popped out from
behind one of the expansive white walls.


“Here.”  Larson grabbed all the
boxes from Denny now and hefted them into the young man's hands.  “Take these
back.  If they complain, tell them to fuck off.”


“Yes, sir!” Carlo said brightly,
gazing at Larson with pure adoration before trotting off with his load.


“Disappointed.  Very disappointed,”
Larson muttered, pacing back and forth.  


Denny wasn't certain whether she
was supposed to hear what he was saying.  “Sorry, sir?” she ventured, her voice
quiet and wavering.


“This is just completely
unacceptable.”  He pulled out his phone and began to jab his thumbs at it,
apparently composing an e-mail.  Most likely to Lola.  Probably to arrange her
firing.  Denny felt despondent, but she could only stand there as Larson paced
and jabbed.


Before long, he finished, and her
phone suddenly buzzed.  “Sir?” she said expectantly.


“Read it,” he said shortly, then
turned a heel and made his way back.  To the photo shoot, she presumed.


She whipped out her phone as soon
as he disappeared, and was slightly stunned to see another list of things to be
accomplished before the end of the day.  Quite a long list, in fact, with items
ranging from picking up his dry cleaning to purchasing gifts for assorted
nieces and nephews for Christmas.


She sighed, and made her way back
out.  She had no idea how to feel.


All she knew was that she sure she
wasn't going to last long in this job.


*****


The rest of the week was the same. 
Every morning Denny went into Larson's office, and by the afternoon she felt
despondent and dejected.  Not only was she doing seemingly nothing up to Larson's
standards, but he insisted on somehow surrounding himself with beautiful women
nearly all the time.  First there was the photo shoot, then some sort of
charity event with bikini models, then a re-shoot of the calendar.


She sighed as she saw her
reflection in the shiny glass of the double doors on the huge building.  Every
day she became more and more aware of her own body.  She felt like a lumbering
hippo next to the sleek and svelte figures of the women Larson surrounded
himself with.


She was fat.  She knew it.  She got
it.  So why did Larson insist on rubbing it in her face, day after day?


Not today.  Today was Friday, and
after a full week on the job, Denny had made her decision.  Despite the salary,
despite the comfort and the perks of the job, she was going to quit.  No amount
of money was worth going through the ridicule she endured day after day.  It
wasn't worth the insults, the chiding, and the derogatory comments.  She could
and would find another job elsewhere.


Taking a deep breath, she steeled
her nerves and pounded her way past the glass doors, her high heels clicking on
the cold marble floors of the lobby.  She felt more purpose in her stride, in
her very body, than she'd ever felt before.  She knew what she wanted now, and
that helped her against the cold stares of the gorgeous brunette receptionist. 
She lifted her chin and swept by the girl.  She wouldn't be afraid.


Despite her new found courage, she
felt her nerves begin to rise with she stepped into the elevator.  She could
see her reflection, her plump face looking back at her with disdain, her cheeks
still rosy from the brisk weather outside.


Her skirt looked good on her, damn
it all.  It hugged her plentiful curves in all the right places, and she looked
beautiful.


From that moment on, Denny resolved
to not let those thin bitches get to her.  She wasn't going to let Larson get
to her.  She was going to quit and get out of this toxic work environment.


She felt a flutter in her rib cage
when the elevator dinged and the door opened at the proper floor, though.  She
was still nervous.


Nerves or no, she stepped out and into
the short hallway, making her way to the door marking Larson's office.  She was
going to do this.  Come hell or high water, she was going to stand up for
herself, and then leave.


“Oh.  It's you,” Lola sneered as
soon as Denny walked into the room.  “I should have known.  It sounded like a
herd of elephants out there.”


At first a flush began to rise in
Denny's plump cheeks, but she steeled herself once again.  What did she care
what Lola thought of her?  Why was she trying so hard to earn the woman's respect? 
What did she have to lose if she was snippy right back at her?


“I'd rather be an elephant than a
shambling skeleton,” she said in a biting manner.  For just a moment, Lola
looked surprised, but she quickly composed her features into the prude shrewish
look she always wore.


“You look like you just ate a
lemon,” Denny added before stepping into Larson's office, shutting the vast
wooden doors behind her.  She may have gotten to the woman, but she didn't
care.  This wasn't about insulting people.  It was about standing up for
herself.


Lola was easy enough.  Standing up
to Larson would be quite a bit more difficult, on the other hand.


He wasn't even there yet, and his
office was dark, and seemed very cold at the moment.  Denny shivered and pulled
her coat a little closer before flicking a light switch on.  Then she sat down
in the very chair she was interviewed in not a month ago, and waited.


She heard him before she saw him,
so he had a little time to compose herself, but not much.  Before long, Larson
was busting through the wooden doors, a huge grin on his face.


“Ah, good, good.  Lola said you
were here already.”


“Sir?” Denny asked, feeling
off-kilter already.  Larson had that effect on her and everyone else in his
immediate vicinity.


He turned around and pushed the
doors shut now.  They slid like silent monoliths, hovering above the carpet
before clicking shut, leaving the two of them alone in the room.


“So, it's been a few days now,” he
said, striding around her to stand behind his vast desk.  “How do you like
things here so far?”


“Sir, about tha-” Denny said,
trying to get her thoughts out.  But she was quickly interrupted.


“I know I've been a little hard on
you.  More than a little hard.  But I had a feeling you would be up to the
challenge.” He leaned forward now, his palms flat against the desk as his eyes
glinted in an almost predatory fashion.  Denny felt her skin burn.  He hadn't
shaved in a day or two and stubble dotted his broad jaw.  He looked so
powerful, so handsome...


She shook her head.  Now wasn't the
time for that.  “Yes, sir, about that,” she said weakly, trying again.  “I'm
not sure that I am up to the challenge.”


“Nonsense.”  He stood up again and
made his way around the desk, standing close to Denny.  Very close.  “You've
been exemplary.  I couldn't have picked a better assistant.”

He was so close to her, she could practically feel the heat of his body rolling
onto her skin.  She swallowed and shifted her stance, unsure of what to do or
say next.  This was always how it was with him.


“To be honest,” she said faintly,
“I haven't been getting that impression from you.  And to be frank, but I
haven't felt very welcome here.”


He laughed.  “Of course you haven't. 
Every damned girl in this building applied for this job and it kills
them to see you with it.  Even Lola out there tried.  She must hate your guts
right about now.”


“I – oh – I see,” Denny said.  It
hadn't even occurred to her that this position would be so coveted.


“It's why I'm so mean to you in
public,” he said lightly, backing off now, rounding his desk yet again.  He
pulled his phone out of his pocket, tapping at it as he continued the
conversation.  “Hopefully seeing how terrible the job is will make them not
regret getting it quite so much.  Regardless, they'll warm to you in time, I'm
certain.  Now.”  He jabbed his index finger on the screen of the smart phone.  “Your
list of chores for today.  And I have a favor.  A personal favor.”


“Oh?” Denny said even as her phone
buzzed with his text.  She felt even more off-kilter than before.


“I need you to stop by my apartment
tonight.  I have something personal I'd like you to take care of.  Very
personal.”  Just then, his voice seemed to drop an octave as his eyes
smoldered.  


Denny felt very weak at the knees
for a few long moments, but then she collected herself and stood taller. 
“What's the favor?” she asked, feeling a little bolder.


“You'll see.  Here's the address. 
Meet me there at seven.”  With that said, he brushed by her as he made for the
door.  Sharp tingles of excitement raced up her body where he connected with
her, but she shoved that feeling down.  This was work.  This was work.


But if it was work, why did it feel
like he was making pass after pass at her this morning?  Denny wasn't stupid. 
She saw the signs.  It couldn't be right though.  Larson had every beautiful
woman in the building, in the city, hanging off his arms and on his every
word.  Why would he choose her and disregard all those other model level
beauties?


“Yes, sir,” she said quietly as he
opened the doors and left the room.  She was alone again.


And somehow all thoughts of
quitting slipped out of her mind, snatched away by the unstoppable hurricane
that was Larson.  He had that effect.


*****


Throughout the entire day, Denny
wondered if she had been imagining things back at Larson's office.  After all,
once they were out in public again, he turned into the same demanding monster
that he always was.  He pointed out every single thing she did wrong and never
praised her.


The only thing keeping her going
through that day was the conversation that morning, and the smoky stares he'd
given her in that office.  Indeed, every time they ended up alone, whether it
was in his car or in the elevator, he began flirting with her again.  He would
look at her a little too fiercely, or stand a little too close to her.  He
would brush a hand against her waist and let it linger there.


And the teasing was driving Denny
insane.  She had no idea what his goal was, or what his plans were.  Was that
all this was; just teasing?  Or was there more?  She felt certain that she
would find out that night, in his home.


So she endured through that
agonizing day, suffering through half an hour of being dressed down, then ten
minutes of seduction.  Her heart raced for different reasons every minute, and
she could feel her skin flush with embarrassment, then anger, then lust.


She couldn't help herself.  Larson
wasn't a man, he was a force of nature.  No woman could resist him, least of
all her.


Finally, the day ended.  At least,
the work day ended.  Now would come the late evening 'favor' that Larson spoke
of to her this morning.


They had separated during the day –
Larson had an appointment with his financial adviser and tax preparer, while
Denny was charged with arranging the pick up and drop off of his latest toy, a
Lamborghini Reventon.


It was a surreal experience, being
behind the wheel of that car, but there she was.  Even as Larson was going over
the numbers on his charitable deductions for the year, she was watching the car
being offloaded from the delivery truck.  She observed as the driver carefully
unwrapped the beast, pulling away white protective plastic and revealing the
slick, metallic gray paint job.  And before she was even aware of it, she was
squeezing her body into the rather cramped cockpit.


How had she gotten herself into
this mess?  She waved off the delivery driver and started the engine.  It
roared to life quickly and responsively, making her entire body vibrate with
the power of that engine.  Denny shivered at that feeling.  She loved the power
in this car already, but she also feared it.  It was like Larson – powerful,
wild, and untamed, and most likely too much for a woman like her.


She supposed she would find out if
that was true soon enough.


Denny only had to drive the super
car a few hundred feet, from the back of the delivery truck and into one of
Larson's private parking spots in the parking garage of his luxury apartment. 
It should have been an easy enough job, but she still felt her body shiver and
tense with nervousness as she popped the car into drive.


Slowly, ever so slowly she inched
forward and turned into the dark belly of the parking garage.  For a moment she
panicked when darkness engulfed her.  She had no idea where the switch for the
headlights was, but after a few moments of fumbling, she found it.


She rolled through the garage now,
going lower and lower as she peered out the window, looking for the appropriate
parking spot.  It was on the fifth level, so she drove on.  Down, down, down
she went, lower and lower into the garage.  The Lambo purred, almost growled
through every level.  She could feel its power underneath her foot, its desire
to be going much faster than it was, but it wouldn't.  Denny might have wielded
the beast, but she was afraid to use it.  She was afraid that she couldn't
control it.  She would only just barely tap the accelerator at all.


Finally, she found the spot and
pulled in, careful not to scratch or ding the Lambo or the cars on either side
of it.  They were two more low-slung super cars, cars that Denny couldn't even
begin to recognize.


They were Larson's, she supposed
with a sobering realization.  He was richer than God.


A flush ran up and down her body, a
warm heat that spread quickly.  Power, wealth, good looks... and here he was,
pursuing her.  The more she thought about it, the more certain she was of it.


But just because she was certain of
it didn't mean she understood it.  As she climbed out of the low-slung car, she
was painfully aware of her size, her weight, and her complete lack of grace
because of those two things.  She was no catch.  She was the washed-up result
of a messy divorce, certainly not a woman of the caliber that Larson looked
for.


She was curious though, and she had
nothing to lose, so out of the car she fell, and then she made her way up to
his apartment.


It was a penthouse apartment,
naturally, at the very top of the huge building.  She used Larson's keycard to
get into the elevator, and rode it all the way to the top.  Her nerves were on
fire the entire way there.  He probably wasn't there yet.  It was only six and
he'd instructed her to meet him at seven.  It couldn't hurt to be a little
early, though.


Denny gasped when the elevator door
opened after it's long climbed, for it opened directly into the apartment.  Apparently
Larson had the entire floor to himself.  From what she could see, his place was
expansive, a work of modern architectural art.  New York's skyline glittered
brightly in the vast windows, and everything was all lines and angles, so sharp
and precise and modern.  A leather-wrapped dark brown couch faced a massive
television, while a glittering white and square lighting fixture dangled from
the ceiling.  The walls around the television were painted brown as well and
faced in marble, making the place look a little smaller and cozier than it
actually was.  There was a rich, luxurious white carpet placed over the ebony
floor.


Her jaw dropped at the sight of
sheer opulence.  This place must have cost him a fortune.


As much as she wanted to explore
further inside the bowels of the apartment, Denny stayed where she was, only
venturing far enough in to sit on the very edge of the couch.  Like with the Lambo,
she was afraid of damaging or destroying something in the apartment.  She
didn't want to give Larson any reason at all to discipline her, or even fire
her.


She nearly jumped a foot when she
saw him walk around the corner.  She stifled a scream, but it wasn't enough. 
Larson's lips curled upwards in a smile when he saw her shock and fright.


“Sorry, didn't mean to scare you,”
he said.  He was dressed in a burgundy robe, tied around the middle, and
holding not one but two glasses of red wine.


“No, no, it's quite all right,”
Denny said, breathing heavily.  Her fingers dug into the edge of the couch. 
Why did he have two glasses?  Did he have company?  “It's just that I wasn't
expecting you until seven.”


“Ah.”  He took a slow drink of wine
out of one of the glasses.  “My little meeting ended a little earlier than I
presumed, so I thought I might give you a little surprise.”


Denny swallowed.  “Surprise, sir?”


He laughed.  “Call me Bran. 
Here.”  In half a dozen steps he crossed the expansive room and thrust the
other glass in her surprised hands.


“Si- um, Bran?” Denny said blankly,
staring down at the glass.


“Yes?”


“Y-you said you have a favor to
request of me,” she continued, taking long, slow breaths, trying to calm
herself.


“Oh yes, that.  I wanted you to try
this wine.  I hand picked it for a charity dinner, but I'm not sure the bouquet
is quite right.”  After he said that, he dipped his nose in the glass and took
in a great breath, smelling the wine.  Denny followed suit, but she wasn't
certain at all what to say.  She had next to no experience with wine, and she
couldn't even begin to guess why Larson wanted her opinion.


“Ah,” he exhaled.  “A hint of
cherry, with jammy undertones.  Don't you agree?”


“It – I suppose so.”  If anything,
it smelled off to her.


“You don't think so?”


“It smells like feet,” she
admitted.  She didn't have anything to lose with him, after all.


He laughed at that, and set the
glass down.  “You're right.  Maybe it needs to breathe a bit.”  He strode over
and sat down next to her on the couch.  Denny's eyes widened ever so slowly,
and her hands grasped the smooth leather even more tightly.  He was so close. 
Why was he sitting so close?


Of course, she knew why.  Rather,
she suspected.  As his hand drifted over hers, her thought grew into more than
just a suspicion.


“Perhaps it's just the drink,” he
said mildly, “but you look ravishing tonight.”


“Just the drink?” Denny said
skeptically.  “Are you drunk?”


“Oh, no, no,” Branson laughed,
letting his fingers drift along her arm now, sending shivers up her spine.  She
wanted him, oh she wanted him, but she didn't even know if he wanted her.  She
just wasn't certain.  “Just a glass.  Just enough to make me bold enough to say
the things I've been thinking all week.”


“What, sir?” Denny said faintly. 
She felt light-headed and dizzy all of a sudden.


“I told you, call me Bran,” he
said.  “And you know what I mean.”


“I – I'm not sure that I do,” she
said.  Everything seemed so surreal to her right now, as if she was
underwater.  Bran's face swam in her vision.


“I've been watching you all week,
my dear.  And I must admit, I hired you under somewhat false pretenses.”


“You did?”  Denny's own voice
seemed to be coming from somewhere far away.


“You're skilled it's true.  But I
hired you because you're the loveliest creature I've ever set eyes on.”


“Me?” Denny squeaked and leaned
backwards slightly.  Not her, not chubby, tubby Denny.  Larson was supposed to
get the most beautiful, gorgeous women.  He could have anyone he wished, and he
chose to pursue her?


That did it.  Denny's vision grayed
around the edges, and for a moment, she lost her balance on the couch.  Not for
long, but just long enough to send her toppling off the side of the armless
couch and onto the ebony floor.


At least, that's what would have
happened if Bran, quick as a flash, didn't dash out and grasp her around the
waist, and haul her back upright.  She stood now, held firm in his hot embrace,
gasping and flushed by the sudden reveal and revelation.


“But si- Bran,” she said, looking
up into those sapphire eyes that burned with a fierce passion now.  “I thought
– the woman -”


“Yes, yes, those stick thin coat
hangers who would call themselves women.  You wonder why I surround myself with
them?”  He growled and gripped his arms around her more tightly, not letting
go.  “They are for nothing more than maintaining appearances.  I have a certain
image that I need to maintain, but I would never do anything with those
girls.”  He spat the last words out like it was the most offensive garbage. 
“But you... oh God, you, with those beautiful curves, those breasts, teasing me
day in and day out with your gorgeousness...” he trailed off with a groan, and
Denny flushed hotly.


Was that truly how he saw her?  She
wanted to believe.  She looked up at him again, looking past the broad jaw, the
well-defined cheek bones and strong nose, past the tousled sandy hair that straggled
over his brow, and stared directly into his eyes.  They burned with a
fierceness, a passion, but most of all a truth.  He wanted her.  All her
suspicions had been right.  He wanted her.


Unable to control herself, she
tipped her head back and raised her body up.  Sensing her intentions, Bran
pulled her even tighter, dipping his own head, his lips meeting hers.


They kissed.


It was like fireworks.  Sparks
exploded in Denny's mind as his hot lips connected with hers.  She opened her
mouth slightly, inviting him to have even more of her, and he took that
invitation.  His tongue probed inward, brushing against her teeth, meeting her
own tongue.


That kiss had to come to an end at
some point, and it when they did pull away Denny gasped, her mind still reeling. 
This couldn't be happening.  Not in her wildest fantasy would a thing like this
even happen.  A man like Bran should never ever give her a second glance, yet
here she was, in his arms.


It was a dream come true.


“Why me?” she asked, breathless.


“Because, I told you,” Bran said,
looking down at her.  “You are beautiful, and I must possess you.  I want you,
so I must have you.”


“Wait a minute.”  Denny pulled
away.  “I am not just some prize to be won.  You might like this,” she gestured
at her plump body as she spoke, “but there's also this.”  Her finger led Bran's
gaze upwards, and she pointed it at her head now.


“Ah, of course,” he stammered, and
for once it was him off-kilter, not her.  “It's more than just your body that
attracts me.”


Denny smirked.  “With all due
respect sir, you barely even know me.”


He smiled that disarming smile of
his, and Denny supposed he was counting on it to help him climb out of the hole
he'd dug.  “But I'd like to know you.”


“Good.”  She sat down, and lifted
her wine glass up off the table.  “Let's talk, then.”


At first, Bran gave her a look of
disbelief, but then he sighed ad retrieved his own glass.  “You are an
intriguing woman, Ms. Richardson.”


Now a smile played around the
corners of Denny's mouth.  “That's what I aim to be.”


“Well,” he leaned back on the couch
as he sat down again, still close to her, but not touching.  “What do you want
to know?”


“Everything your public profile
doesn't say,” Denny said, taking a sip of the burgundy liquid.  It tasted much
better than it smelled.


“That's a tall order.”


“I have time.”


So they talked late into the night,
about anything and everything.  Denny learned about Bran's parents, how harsh
they were to him, how hard they pushed him.  She learned that he was a minor
chess prodigy as a child and still somewhat famous for it, and that he got
straight As in every single class right through high school.  She learned how
and why he dropped out of college his freshman year, the very first semester,
to start his first online empire.


“My parents pushed me so hard that
the moment I was out of their influence, I ran and never came back,” he said as
they finished their second bottle of wine.  Denny felt pleasantly dizzy at that
point, and hung on Bran's every word.


“And what about you?” he asked,
leaning forward.  “What about your parents?”


Denny swallowed, collecting her
thoughts.  “They were similar to yours.  Always pushing me, but I never
measured up.  I always struggled with everything that came so easily to my
sister Michelle.  She was the one who's thin and beautiful and smart and
successful.  I've always been her little sister, her fat shadow.”  She shrugged
and stared down into her near empty wine glass now, feeling misty-eyed and
oddly wistful.


But Bran refilled her glass and
pulled her out of that introspection.  He asked her in turn about everything he
could think of, from her childhood to college, to her softball days and her
work career.  He learned about Rob, and the horrible things that man had done
to her.


“I don't hate him for it,” she
admitted.  “On some level, I guess I can understand why he did the things he
did.”


“How can you say that?”


“We were never a good fit.  I think
he always felt like he'd settled.  He wasn't happy.”


“But what about you?”


“I...” she paused, and for once really
thought about the entire relationship, the wedding and the marriage.  “I was
happy.  I thought I was really lucky to have found a man like him.”


“Do you think you'll ever find
anyone like him again?”


She looked up at Bran shyly now. 
All through the evening, late into the night, she could feel herself growing
more and more attracted to him, and not just for his handsomeness or charisma. 
He was smart, so smart, and so driven.  He was everything that she wanted to
be, and everything she looked for in a mate.  “I think I may have,” she said,
letting her hair that she'd pulled out of that bun hours ago fall across her
face.


Bran smiled, and she returned that
smile as he brushed those stray strands of hair away.   “And where is this
man?” he asking in a smiling, teasing tone.


“Right here.”  That said, she
leaned forward, and they kissed again.  This was a softer kiss, though it
quickly grew passionate.  The room spun about as Bran lifted his body off the
couch and straddled her, kissing her, his roaming hands caressing her Rubenusque
figure.  He moaned into her mouth, slight gasping exhalations as he explored.


“God,” he said when he finally
pulled away.  “I've never been with a woman like you before.”


Denny smiled widely at that. 
“You've got that right.”


Suddenly, he was on her again, his
arms snaking around her thick waist, his hands groping and pulling at her
business shirt.  Those roaming hands slipped even lower, grabbing at her
expansive ass now.  Denny was all curves, and Bran appeared to be loving every
inch of those curves.


He pulled on her, urging her to
stand.  She stumbled a bit as she rose, the wine still affecting her sense of
balance, but she didn't fall.  Instead, she leaned against him, letting him
support her.


“Are you ready to see just how much
I want you?” he said as he dipped his head, breathing hotly onto her ear.  Denny
felt a nervous shudder roll up her body at those words.  Bran might love her
clothed, but would he feel the same way about her when she was naked?  She
wasn't certain.


She thought about it for a few
moments, pondering the consequences briefly.  If he didn't like her, she
wouldn't be any worse off than she'd been before, and if he did, oh God, if he
did...


Taking a deep breath, she nodded. 
“I do,” she said, and Bran looked down at her knowingly, lustfully, and then
led her to his bedroom.


The hall was dark, and flanked with
windows.  Denny looked out at the dark skyline of the city as Bran pulled her
along, still scarcely able to grasp how she'd gotten into this situation.  She
was the luckiest girl in the world.


Bran opened a door at the end of
the hallway, past many other doors, and then stood by it and swung out an arm,
inviting her into the dark room.  “Welcome to my lair,” he said lowly, though
he grinned as he spoke.


Denny giggled and scurried past
him, and he slapped her playfully on her curvaceous ass.  Her giggle turned
into a squeal and she pranced forward, nearly stumbling over the carpet that
was right by the entrance of the door.  She could barely see anything in here.


Bran chuckled and slipped inside
behind her, then slowly turned on the lights.  They were on a dimmer, and he
didn't boost them to full power.  They bathed the huge master bedroom in a warm
light, sending a low golden glow to everything they touched.


Denny gazed around for a few
moments, taking in the room.  It was so expensive, so tasteful, and so modern. 
Like the living room, it was all lines and angles, in rich earthy tones with an
occasional splash of red by way of abstract paintings on the walls.  It was
exactly like Bran; precise, but oh so sexy.


Stepping past her, Bran turned
around and pressed her against the wall.  The heat of his body was like a
furnace against her skin, and his eyes burned with the same intensity.


“I want you,” he growled.  “You are
the sexiest creature I ever laid eyes on.”


Denny writhed under his grip, for
the first time feeling every bit the sex goddess that Bran called her.  She
couldn't believe he was having this effect on her, but he was.  It was another
of his many talents, she supposed.  She looked up at him in what she hoped was
a seductive manner and he looked down at her.  It worked.  He growled again and
dipped his head, kissing her passionately.


“So sexy,” he rasped into her ear,
giving it a few biting licks.  That touch, the sensation of his soft lips then
diamond hard teeth on her ear lobe sent shiver up her spine.  More than
shivers, it sent fireworks directly into her brain.


“Oh, God,” she whimpered, feeling
weak at the knees.  She nearly fell down onto the dark rug right then and
there, but Bran caught her, and hefted her generous body towards the bed now.


“Come,” he purred.  “I'll show you
just how gorgeous and sexy you are.”


All doubts fled from Denny's mind. 
Any inhibitions she might have left were snuffed out by Bran.  The passion in
his voice was intense, so intense that she couldn't possibly ignore it or him. 
She let him move her, guide her to the low minimalist bed, and without a care
in the world, she toppled over onto it, spreading her thick limbs out
languidly, looking up a Bran with yet another seductive look.


A visible shudder rolled through
his body.  “You are amazing.”


She laughed and kicked her low
heels off.  “Come and see how amazing I am,” she replied boldly.  The wine gave
her courage.


Bran growled once more and
practically leapt on top of her, pushing her body down against the bed.  She
may have been overweight, but Bran was still very much a match for her.  He was
definitely stronger than her, and he grabbed her wrists and pinned her against
the bed.  He pressed his hips down, grinding his crotch against the soft skin
of her belly, and she could feel his erection, full and hard.  That did it. 
Denny was convinced.  He wanted her.  It was almost painfully obvious.


With some effort, she lifted her
head off the bed, and now, her own eyes burned with lust and longing.  “Fuck
me,” she hissed, squirming against his grip.  She'd had enough of this
teasing.  She wanted that cock of his inside her now.  It'd been far too long
since she'd been taken, and even longer since she'd been taken by someone who
truly loved her body.


Bran needed no further
encouragement.  He slid off of her for just a moment, and tore off his shirt. 
Denny stifled a slight gasp at that sight.  Bran's body was as beautiful as his
face.  His muscles rippled, just barely constrained by his bronzed skin.  He
was all sharp angles, and seemed to be chiseled from a hunk of buttery oak.


She swallowed, and remembered to
breathe.  But she still couldn't believe it.  He wanted her?  Of all the
people in the world, he wanted her.


He smiled down at her, putting a
hand on a hip, seemingly unaware of his near overwhelming sexiness.  “What do
you think?” he said with a slight grin.


“Amazing,” Denny breathed.  She
wanted that body.


“Now you.”  He knelt on the bed and
lifted Denny up into a sitting position, then slowly unbuttoned her blouse. 
She could feel her nerves on the rise once more.  What if she didn't look as
good as he wanted her to while she was naked?  What if he was disappointed?


As much as a part of her wanted to,
she didn't stop him from unbuttoning that shirt though.  His hands trailed
down, expertly undoing each small metal button.  Inch by inch, her flesh was
exposed.  While Bran was hard and chiseled, she was soft and pillowy.  Her
breasts were luscious and huge, and only barely contained by a bra, and her
stomach was round and fleshy.  Denny held her breath when Bran got the shirt
completely off, waiting for him to say something.


“Beautiful,” he murmured, and Denny
exhaled.  She was good.


After that, he slid the skirt off,
leaving her in her underwear.  When he made for her bra though, she whipped up
a hand and smiled, placing it on his chest and stopping him.  “We're on uneven
ground again.”


“Oh?”


She nodded towards his lower half. 
“Pants.”


“Ahh, I see.”  He chuckled and
stood once more, then unceremoniously unbuckled his belt and unbuttoned the
constricting slacks.  And Denny could tell they were quite constricting.  His
cock strained, full and thick against the thin fabric.  Her breath hitched when
he relaxed his hands and let those pants fall.  She was even closer to seeing
his glorious naked body now.  Only his silken boxers stood in the way of her
and his cock, and they weren't a very good barrier.  Bran was very obvious, and
very big.


He fell upon her once again,
holding himself up with one arm as his free hand roamed all over her thick,
milky white body.  He dipped his head and nuzzled her neck, his lips brushing
against her skin with butterfly kisses.


And for just one more moment, Denny
had a last lingering doubt.  “Are you sure?” she whispered, even as she pressed
her body upwards and against him.  He was so hard, and she was so soft.  “I'm
not like other women.  The women you're used to.”


“My dear, you are unlike other women
for all the right reasons.  I want you.  I desire you.”  He emphasized
that last word with a push of his hips, and his cock ground into her stomach,
making her squirm and shiver.  She could feel her own body respond to his
overwhelming sexiness.  Her underwear was wet, her thighs moist, and her
nipples were hard, begging to be sucked and fondled.


And Bran was going to oblige her in
all those ways.  His fingers slipped under the band of her lacey white bra, and
then worked their way up.


“Damn this thing!” he said lowly,
then braced himself on his elbows and slipped his hands behind her back again. 
With the ease of practiced technique, his nimble fingers undid the clasps, then
released her breasts from their constrictive prison.  They were like two huge
white globes on her chest, and seemed to almost glow in the dim, warm light.


“Oh, Denny,” Bran said, then
lowered his head.  She gasped when his lips made contact with one of her pert,
large nipples, then gasped again when she felt his hand raise and brush against
the other.  Shivering tingles flowed through her veins and directly into her
brain.  His touch was overwhelmingly erotic and she couldn't get enough of him.


He began to work his way lower now,
kissing at her belly, his fingers now trailing against her sides.  Denny looked
down and watched, all thoughts of her own imperfections thoroughly gone by
now.  It was clear that Bran liked her, and that he loved her body.


Now his hands hooked on her
underwear, and he pulled, sliding it off, and truly revealing her in every way
to him.  She tensed, shivering, waiting for him to react as he lifted his head
and looked down as her exposed thighs, her trimmed pussy.


“Magnificent,” he breathed, then
slid the underwear the rest of the way off, and fell between her legs.


His tongue was as talented and
nimble as his fingers.  She tensed and shivered as his tongue ever so lightly
traced its way along the outer folds of her labia, as he turned his head and
kissing her inner thighs.  “You smell magnificent,” he said, his voice slightly
muffled.


“Denny blushed.  She hadn't even
been expecting this, so she didn't exactly consider herself prepared.  But Bran
loved every inch of her, prepared or not.


Now his tongue invaded, her,
parting her outer folds and probing inward.  Her juices practically spilled out
now that the fleshy seal of her outer labia was broken, and Bran lapped them up
eagerly.  He moaned and gripped her generous thighs, as if he was trying to
pull her closer to him.


She gasped as moaned in the face of
that talented tongue.  Her hands snaked upwards and gripped the back of his
head, her fingers mingling with his sandy hair.  She may have smelled good, but
he felt good.  He felt divine.  “Yes, yes,” she gasped, bucking her hips,
pushing herself down onto him.


He now pushed into her tight hole,
then lingered upwards and pressed down on her aching button of a clit.  “Yes!”
Denny gasped even more loudly.  Her pleasure was mounting and rising quickly,
an uncontrollable and unstoppable tide of lust.  If Bran didn't stop of slow
down soon, she would come right then and there.


Unfortunately, he did stop and haul
himself upright.  “You are irresistible,” he said, his voice a low growl.  With
that said, he stood, and finally stripped completely.  His cock stood out pole
straight in the low light, every bit as full and thick as Denny imagined.  He
was big.  He was the biggest man that she'd ever been with; not that she'd been
with many.


He quickly nipped over to the low
night stand that accompanied the bed and pulled out a condom, then put it on. 
As Denny watched, a thrill ran up her spine.  This was really going to happen. 
He was really going to have her.  She couldn't believe it.


She needed him so badly.


He wordlessly crawled back onto the
bed, covering Denny, his now completely exposed dick throbbing and twitching
above her.  She groaned at the sight; she wanted that long pole inside her, but
she didn't want to beg for him.  She was too proud for that.  Instead, she only
looked up at him, waiting.


He smiled slightly, and brought up
a hand, running it along the smooth, pale skin of her full face.  “So beautiful
and so proud.  I knew from the first day I saw you that I had to have you.”


“You have me,” Denny smiled back. 
And he did, for now at least.  Whether he kept her remained to bee seen.


He slipped his cock down now,
between her fleshy thighs.  A slight moan escaped her lips when that soft, yet
hard head parted her slick folds, and more than a moan escaped when it plunged
inside her tight, wet hole.


He was massive, without a doubt
bigger than any of her other partners.  He grunted as he slowly, painfully
forced his way inside her, spreading her wide.  She clenched as he pushed,
making her walls hug him even more tightly.


He gasped and shuddered at that
sudden sensation.  “Oh, Denny!” he moaned, and she felt another rush of
endorphins and euphoria.  She loved it when he said her name.  Finally, he was
inside her to the very hilt, his heavy balls slapping against her generous ass
as he positioned himself to better thrust against her.  “You feel so good,” he
groaned as he began to slide out.


“You do too,” she replied in a
gasping tone.  He really did.  He felt better than any other man that she'd
ever slept with, because she knew exactly how much he loved her body, her
curves, her very full figure.


Slowly, ever so slowly, he began to
thrust, jerking against her in a restrained motion at first.  As he became more
enthusiastic, Denny jiggled on the bed, her expansive breasts bouncing up and
down as he rode her.  She moaned with him and bucked her hips upwards.  The
pleasure he'd given her earlier was beginning to rise again, and rise quickly. 
He was so good.


As he pounded away above her, Denny
reached up her arms and wrapped them around his muscular shoulders, as if
trying to pull him closer.  He seemed scarcely aware of her action though; he
only kept thrusting, pushing himself deeper and deeper inside her.


Then, even as he kept pounding at
her, he snaked a hand downwards, and began torturing her slick, aching clit
again.  That was nearly too much for Denny; already he knew exactly what
buttons to press, literally in this case.  She gasped loudly and arched her
back as pleasure flowed through her like a flooding river.  It was too much for
her to contain.  Bran was going to make her come soon.


He could tell too, from the way her
eyes rolled back in her head to her twitching and shivering limbs.  Her fingers
crabbed against his skin, her nails digging into him as she tried to pull him
closer, closer, ever closer.  He was relentless.  He didn't stop the thrusting,
or the pleasurable torture to her clit.  This was heaven, to be filled with his
cock and pleasured by him at the same time.  The very thought sent Denny to
even higher, dizzying heights.  The cliff was approaching, and she was going to
fall off, she was going to fall off...


With a scream, her orgasm plowed
explosively through her, making her limbs shake violently.  She squeezed her
eyes shut as the scream dimmed to a moan.  Bran lifted his hand away from her
now hyper-sensitive clit, but he didn't stop thrusting, and that only served to
prolong her climax.  It seemed to last seconds, then minutes.  She thought it
was going to last forever.


Even as she was in the throes of
her orgasm, she could feel Bran's own thrusting speed up.  Her cunt was still
twitching and pulsing around his cock, and that must have set him on fire as
well.  Suddenly, he roared and slammed against her, and his cock exploded
inside her, shooting out a stream of milky come.  “Yes, yes!” he shouted as he
slammed against her, his balls slapping down on her drenched thighs.


As soon as he came, he collapsed on
her, his bronzed skin covered in a sheen of sweat.  Denny loved it.  She loved
feeling the physicality of him above her, pressing her down into the soft mattress. 
She loved that she was so soft and pliable, the perfect resting place for him
after his sexy exertion.


His chest heaved as he panted, and
she could practically feel the blood flow through his veins as his heart beat
quickly.


“That was good,” she gasped as she
wrapped her arms around him once more.


“Oh yes,” Bran nodded his head in
agreement.  “That was some of the best sex I'd ever had.”


“For me too.”  Denny realized it
was the first time she'd ever come during sex.  None of her other partners ever
cared for her in that way.  Rob most certainly hadn't.  Bran was just that
good.  Or at least, he just paid that much attention to her.


He now lifted his body off of hers,
and slowly pulled out with a slight cringe.  Denny winced too; she hated the
sudden feeling of emptiness, but she knew it had to come eventually.


“Fantastic,” he murmured as he
hauled himself off the bed.  “I'm going to a take a shower,” he said.  “Care to
join me?”


“With pleasure,” Denny smiled, and
he reached out a hand.  She took it, and he pulled, dragging her off the bed
with surprising ease.


It was a little cool in the
apartment, so the hot shower was a welcome relief to her frigid skin.  And the
shower was just as opulent as the rest of the apartment – the entire bathroom
was practically a shower, with every surface tiled in gray granite.  There was
a separate and huge hot tub, white marble sinks, and another glittering square
light fixture.


All in all this one room was nearly
as large as her entire apartment.


Denny swayed when Bran let go of
her, so he quickly grabbed her again, pulling her close to his naked body.


“It seems that you need more than
just a shower, my dear,” he murmured into her ear, his lips brushing against
stray, sweaty tangles of her hair.


“What else do I need?” Denny
breathed.  His arms wrapped around her, supporting her, holding her up.


“You need,” he leaned closer now,
his lips now pressing against her ear, sending another excited shiver up
through her body, “to sleep.”


She laughed, every drop of tension
running out of her body, though the lust remained.  Bran was right.  She was in
no condition to go home in this state.


“But first, a shower,” he purred
and pulled her towards the fascinating and massive stainless steel fixture that
was his shower head.  Denny looked up in it amazement; it was the first time
she'd ever been confused about how something as simple as a shower worked.  But
Bran expertly manipulated the controls, and within seconds, a hot stream of
water gushed out from the shower head.  Dual shower heads, in fact.


He lifted one of those heads out of
its cradle and let the forceful stream of hot liquid rush all over her body.


“That feels good,” she said,
closing her eyes, her skin sucking up all the warmth the hot water had to
offer.


“What about this?” Bran said, his
voice light and teasing.  Denny gasped and stiffened when that harsh stream of
water hit one of her generous breasts, then moved on to the other.  It tingled
against her nipples, and she felt that familiar pleasure begin to rise up
again.  It welled up inside her like a geyser; she feel the pressure building
once again, a pressure that she longed for and loved.


Bran chuckled and brought the
shower head lower now, so it sprayed against her belly, making her flesh ripple
and twist.  Then he brought it even lower, so it splashed against her inner
thighs.  She shivered at that feeling.  He felt so good.


“How does that feel, gorgeous?” he
murmured into her ear.  As he spoke, his free hand also lingered downwards,
urging her to spread her legs so he could tease her more thoroughly with that
powerful shower head.  Denny could barely hear his whispered words above the
hiss of the hot shower, but she shuddered at them, pressing her body back and
against him.  He was hard again, and his cock was like a hot iron rod against
her wonderfully large ass.  He was amazing.


He thrust against her once, then
twice, but then returned his attention to her pleasure.  His nimble fingers
spread her outer labia apart, and he guided the hot blast of the shower head
against her pussy.  It felt overwhelming – hot water gushed everywhere,
overloading her senses with pleasure.  She could feel her climax building and
climbing quickly.  If he didn't stop, she was going to come yet again.


But he did stop.  With a chuckle,
he pulled the head away.  Denny groaned in need and lustily grabbed for the
head, but he only tutted and whipped it behind her.


“Naughty girl,” he said, a smile
playing around his lips.  “I knew from the moment I saw you that you loved
coming.  How would you feel if I didn't let you?”


She whimpered at the very thought
as her cunt pulsed hotly.  Would he really deny her?  He couldn't.  She
throbbed and ached, her engorged pussy almost uncomfortable in its fullness. 
She needed release.


And Bran gave it to her.  It seemed
he only wanted to tease her before the grand finale, for he was on her again
with the shower head, spreading her lips apart and letting the water blast
every inch of her hyper-sensitive folds and aching clit.  Denny tensed up at
the swift movement and sudden sensation.  It was too much for her, simply too
much.  Her climax rushed up on her with the intensity of a freight train,
roaring through her body with an unquenchable fire.  She gasped and shook, and
Bran quickly grabbed her and stabilized her, supporting her through her intense
orgasm.


Finally, she calmed down, and he
pulled the shower head away.  She could still feel fire pooling through her
veins as her cunt clenched in the most pleasurable way.  Brain held her, and
she turned her head, pressing it against his hard chest, savoring the feeling
his hot skin against her cheek, listening for the sharp rhythm of his heart
beat.


His cock still pressed against her,
but he seemed oddly calm.


“There, pet,” he murmured, letting
the shower head wash against her thick thighs, then her belly once more.  “I
had a feeling you needed that.”


“Oh I did.  I did.  Thank you.”


“No need to thank me,” he smiled. 
“It truly was my pleasure.”


They finished their shower
together, lathering each other up with soap.  Bran moaned softly at her touch,
and she helped him through another climax of his own, gripping and pumping his
mammoth of a cock with her small hand, squeezing it as tightly as she could.


After he came, they left the
shower.


“I can't possibly let you go home
in this state,” he said softly as he pulled a thick cotton robe around her.  It
didn't fit her as well as it could have, since it was his, but it helped her
retain the warmth from the shower.


“I'll be fine,” Denny said.  They
padded their way back to the bedroom.  Of course, she had to choose that moment
to stumble.


Bran swiftly turned and caught her
arm, keeping her upright.  “I wouldn't be able to live with myself if something
happened to you.  Where's your apartment?”


“Brooklyn,” she said with a flush. 
One of the cheaper and more dangerous boroughs, but it was all she could
afford.


“Brooklyn?” he said, blinking.


“Well, yes,” Denny said, her flush
receding.  “Not all of us are billionaires.”


“Indeed,” he said thoughtfully. 
“Is there anything I can do to convince you to stay the night, at least?”


“Mr. Larson,” she said
reproachfully, “I'm not that kind of woman.”


He laughed, and she joined him,
realizing the silliness of her statement.  But still, she didn't want to spend
the night.  Not yet, at least.


Assuming this wasn't just a one
time thing.


“Very well then,” he said, a
sparkle in his eye.  “I'll arrange for my chauffeur to bring you home.”


“Chauffeur?” Denny asked blankly. 
She certainly didn't want to pull anyone out of their bed at this time of
night.  “I don't want to inconvenience anyone, I'm sure I'll be fine-”


“Nonsense,” Bran said shortly. 
“Besides, he lives below me, and I certainly pay him well enough that he
tolerates being woken up in the middle of the night every so often.  Excuse
me,” he strode out of the room now, quickly grabbing his shirt and pants off
the floor as he walked.  Denny only watched him go, her mind racing as he left.


What had she done?  She'd committed
a cardinal sin, for one.  Sleeping with her boss was about the stupidest thing
she could have done.


But she couldn't possibly resist
him, and it wasn't every day that a man was able to appreciate her as she was. 
Especially not a man like him.  Her body gave a small shudder as she dwelled on
his body once more.  Those muscular arms, that sculpted chest, those perfectly
defined abs...


She shuddered again.  No.  She
hadn't made a mistake, and if she had, it was one worth making.  Bran was like
no other man she'd ever met, for so many reasons.


Gathering her wits and her clothes,
she dressed and made ready for the ride home.  Just as she put her shoes on,
Bran entered the room again, looking noticeably disappointed.


“I would love to see you naked
again,” he said simply.


“Right now?”


He laughed.  “No, it can wait.  You
are like the richest dessert.  So overwhelming to all my senses that I can only
have you a bit at a time.”


She flushed and ducked her head,
her hair dangling in front of her face.


“Now, the driver will be up
shortly.  And if he asks, we were going over documents.”


“Sir?” Denny said.  As she said
that one word, it occurred to her that it would be prudent to keep this
relationship under wraps.  All the women in the office, even the world, were
jealous of her just for being able to work under him.  If any of them realized
how intimate their relationship had suddenly become, she very well could be in
real danger.


If this was even going to continue. 
She still didn't know.


“Business related,” Bran clarified,
stretching out a hand to pull her off the bed.  “Come.”


Denny obeyed, and they made for the
elevator to the garage.  It seemed the night was coming to a most pleasurable
close.


*****


The next morning, Denny slowly
woke.  Her head ached slightly, as it always did after she drank, and she felt
a little more groggy than usual.  Her memories of last night returned to her
slowly.  She went over to Larson's apartment.  They'd talked as they drank
wine.


They'd had sex.


She gave a slight flush at that,
before she even had a chance to climb out of bed.  Had she really done that?


Denny had been a bit inebriated,
that much was true, but it didn't affect her thoughts and feelings on the man. 
While she wasn't normally the type of girl to just jump in the sack with
someone – she'd never done it at all before – Larson was not the normal type of
man.


Bran, she corrected herself.  He
said to call him Bran.


And it was also Saturday.  She
wouldn't have to be at work again until Monday.  She wondered if she could wait
that long.


*****


It turned out that she could.  It
was a nervous two days with no contact at all from Larson – from Bran – but
Denny made sure to fill her time with as many activities as she could think
of.  She cleaned her shabby apartment from stem to stern, and the knowledge of
her upcoming payment led her to splurge on some decent quality grocery items. 
Nothing fancy, but certainly better than the oatmeal and the peanut butter
sandwiches that she had been eating.


By Monday she was a bit of a
nervous wreck though.


She had no idea how Bran was going
to handle things.  She didn't know what he would do, or what he would say to
her.  Or how he would treat her.  She assumed since the relationship was to be
kept on the down low, that he would treat her like he did before the little
affair, but she could be wrong.


Her biggest fear was that he would
regret everything and fire her on the spot, that morning.


As much as she wanted to call out
and hide under the covers all day though, she didn't.  She couldn't resist him.


So, she got dressed, applied makeup
and fixed her hair, and made her way to work.


“How's it going, Miss Denny?” old
familiar Ray called as soon as she stepped out of her apartment complex.


“Good!” Denny replied with the
brightness she only partially felt.  “How's life treating you?”


“Not bad, not bad.  I sure wish I
could get a hot breakfast though.”  Ever since Ray had heard of Denny's new
job, he'd turned his sights on her, but Denny didn't mind.  It was difficult to
survive in New York, even more so when one was homeless.


“Here,” she said, pulling a ten
dollar bill out of her purse and slipping it into his cracked palm.  “Go get
some pancakes, on me.”  It was the first time she'd ever given him any real
amount of money, and she hoped that she didn't regret it.  She didn't think Ray
abused anything – he never reeked of cigarettes or alcohol, at least – but she
could never be sure.


She just wanted to help someone
feel good.


And it seemed to do the trick. 
Ray's eyes lit up, and his unshaven face dissolved into a pile of wrinkles as
he smiled.  “Oh, thank you Miss Denny,” he said, quickly drawing his hand down
and furtively storing the bill aware in his pocket.  “I'm going to praise your
name when I get me some food in my belly.”


Denny returned his smile.  “Of
course, Ray.  Anything for a friend.”


“You off to work?”


“Oh yes.  I have a long, full day
ahead of me.”


“That's good!  It's always good to
stay busy, for shaw.”


She nodded.  “I'll catch you later,
okay?  Let me know what you got!”


“I will!  Praise the Lord for
people like you!”


Denny smiled again as she turned. 
She liked helping people, especially ones who needed it.


For now though, she made her way to
the office.


Larson was there already when she
arrived, which was slightly unusual.  He seemed to keep later hours than most,
not arriving until ten or after.  But he was here today, bright and early at
half past eight, and he immediately pulled Denny into his office, shutting the
door behind her.


“About Friday night,” he said
lowly, his hand still gripping her arm.  His fingers held her tightly, but not
uncomfortably.  “I hope you remember what I said.”


“I do, and I understand there's a
need for a little... discretion.”


“Good.”  He let go of her now, and
crossed his arms.  “I do have a reputation to maintain.”


“Sir?”


“You know, as a businessman,” he
added quickly.  A little too quickly.  Denny's eyes narrowed in slight
suspicion.


But that suspicion melted away
quickly as Larson strode around the desk, whipping his phone out once more and
tapping something out.  “I have your tasks ready,” he said briskly, in a
businesslike manner.  It seemed things were back to normal.


“Yes, sir,” Denny said.  Her phone
buzzed.  Her tasks for the day were there for her to read.


“And just so we're clear, when
we're in public, it's Mr. Larson.  Or sir, if you prefer.”  Though his tone was
severe, his eyes sparkled impishly.  He was remembering their night together.


Denny suppressed a smile of her
own, and merely nodded.  “Understood, sir.”


“Now get out of here.  You have a
lot of work to do today.”


*****


Denny did indeed have a lot of
work, and not just for that day.  Larson had had her running around like a
chicken with its head cut off all week, driving all around Manhattan for
various tasks and errands, and even doing some typing work.  She had to wrap
and mail gifts and write cards for him to sign, and arrange for cards for all
his colleagues as well.  It was strange.  Denny never thought that the
ultra-rich had the same traditions as normal people, but apparently they did. 
Or at least, Larson did.


By Friday, she was exhausted once
again.  Larson hadn't been quite as hard on her this week as the last one, but
he still ran her ragged.  She wasn't sure all on what to expect the following
weekend.  Would she be invited to his place again?  She just didn't know.


“Denny,” he called her into his
office just as she was about to leave for the day.  She'd nearly given up on
any sort of invitation, and was walking out of his office with a heavy heart.


But he pulled on a heart string and
put it back in place by calling her name.  Lola glared at her as she practically
pranced back into his office.  She didn't pay the other woman any mind though. 
She knew why Lola acted the way she did now, and Denny couldn't blame her for
more than a bit of bitterness.


“Shut the door,” Larson said
smoothly.  He was sitting at his desk, reading glasses on as he pored through
some document or another.


Denny obeyed, sliding the huge
wooden doors shut, and then turned to face him again.


“So,” he said as he stood.  “I
think I'll require your assistance once more this weekend.  The holiday season
is fast approaching and I realized I hadn't even put up my decorations yet.”


“When do you need me, sir?” Denny
asked quietly.


Larson came around the desk now,
and without warning, he stepped up next to her and pulled her close, pressing
her generous body against his.  She could feel the heat of his body, the
hardness of it underneath his clothing.


“All the time,” he murmured into
her ear, causing a flush to rise and excited shiver to run through her body. 
“I need you right now.”


“Sir...” Denny breathed.  She
didn't know what to even say to that.  She wanted him too, but they couldn't. 
Not right here.


He chuckled lowly, and stepped
away.  “Not here, of course,” he said, echoing her thoughts.  “But tomorrow
afternoon.  Be at my apartment.  He slipped a plastic card out of his pocket
and handed it to her.  “Use this to get in.”


Her heart gave a nervous flutter. 
She knew that he was essentially handing her the key to his home.  He must have
trusted her greatly.


“Yes, sir,” she said, slipping the
card into her purse.  She wouldn't want to lose it.


“Good.  For now, have a good
night.”


She nodded.  “Yes, sir.”  Then she
turned and made for the door.


“One last thing,” he added, even as
her hand touched the knob.


“Sir?”


“Wear something suitable for the
work.”  A smile played around the corners of his mouth, and Denny flushed hotly
once more.


“I will... Bran.”


With that said, she was gone.


*****


It was somewhat difficult to find a
lingerie store that catered to the plus sized woman, but Denny found one after
a few minutes of Internet searching, and the following morning she made her way
to the shop.  After an hour of browsing and trying things on, she escaped with
a lacy red corset.  She hoped Larson would approve.


On the ride over, she was very
aware of the presence of those naughty items underneath her completely normal
looking clothing.  As she looked from person to person on the subway, she
wondered if anyone could tell what was in store for her in less than an hour. 
She squirmed a bit in her seat at that thought.  This was so, so bad.


Denny could feel her nerves on the
rise as she walked to Larson's apartment.  It was in the Tribeca neighborhood,
and the feel here was distinctly different from the one in Brooklyn.  The
buildings were well-built and well-kept, and the people who bustled on the
streets were more of the affluent type.  Though Denny was dressed well, she
felt woefully out of place.  She didn't belong here, not really.


So she scurried along on the
street, quickly making her way for Larson's apartment complex before anyone
could stop her and report her to the police.  Not that such a thing would
really happen.  She was just worrying about over-the-top things once again.


When she found the tall building,
the one that towered over everything else within a half-mile radius, she
quickly swiped the card Larson gave her, and stepped inside, breathing a slight
sigh of relief.  She felt less exposed now, and in addition, the building was
quite a bit warmer than the outside.  New York was really getting cold as the
year approached its end.


Once she had her bearings, she
looked around the lobby.  It was as opulent as Larson's office building, though
with a more old-fashioned touch.  There were a few baroque-styled couches in
one corner, gold painted pillars, and rich oriental rugs covering the marble
floors.  In addition, there was a bored looking receptionist-cum-door guard
watching her.


“May I help you?” the younger man
called.  He sounded helpful enough, but when Denny looked at him, her eyes met
with a steely gaze.


“Um, where's the elevator?” she
said, her nerves on the rise once again.


“Who are you here to see?”


“Bran – Brandon Larson,” she
quickly added his full name.


“Oh.”  The man's demeanor changed
as soon as she said Bran's name.  “He said he was expecting someone.  The
elevators are around the corner, to your left.”


Denny nodded in thanks and quickly
made for where he pointed.  She just wanted to get to a safe area again.  She
felt so out of her element.


She found the elevator quickly and
swiped the card again, then stepped inside.


Before long, she was once again in
the safety of Bran's home.  It was just as she remembered, with the exception
of a few plastic tubs by the couch.


Bran was nowhere in sight yet, so
Denny took a chance to examine the tubs.  There were four, and they were large
and gray.  She glanced from side to side, and then opened one, overcome by
curiosity.


“What?” she mumbled.  Inside were
Christmas decorations.  For a moment, she felt a touch of panic.  Had he been
serious when he said that's what he needed her for?  Had she read him so wrong?


She shut the lid and stood upright
once more.  No.  She read him right.  She had to have.


Just then, Bran walked into the
room, a smile on his face.


“Ah, I see you've found the
decorations!” he said cheerily as he waved.


“Sir?” Denny said, looking at him
in a questioning manner.


He smirked.  “Do I have to remind
you to call me Bran?”


“Sorry si- Bran,” she said,
flushing.  “I have to admit, I didn't really think we were going to put up
decorations.”


“Why not?  It's the season, after
all.”


“But – I don't know,” Denny
stammered.  “I thought you might hire someone to do this,  or something.”


He was walking around now, towards
the boxes.  “I like doing it myself.  Of course, I have someone take them down. 
That's not nearly as much fun, and I also have someone arrange to bring a tree
in.”  As he spoke he gestured at the large fir that somehow escaped Denny's
notice.  “But putting the decorations up is a great deal of fun to me, and
brings back wonderful memories.  I wouldn't have anyone else do it.”


Denny nodded, understanding Bran
perfectly.  She felt the same way.


“So, shall we?” he asked.


She half-smiled.  “Sure.”


*****


The next two hours were filled with
making Bran's apartment festive for the holidays.  Though Denny was surprised
by it, she was also glad, as she wasn't going to have much of an opportunity to
do such a thing to her own apartment.  There wasn't even enough room to put up
a tree in her studio.


So she festooned the walls and
railings with bows and tinsel, and draped cheery lights all over the huge
tree.  She and Bran decorated it together, and for a moment, as she did that,
she got the strangest feeling.  She'd done this same thing with Rob so many
times, it almost felt the same.


Of course, it wasn't.  Bran wasn't
Rob, not by a long shot.  He was far better.  Conversation with him was far
easier, and they talked about everything and anything in the two hours that
they worked.


“There!” he said triumphantly after
placing the impressive looking golden star at the top of the tree.  It seemed
they were finished, which Denny was glad for.  As much as she enjoyed doing
things like this, she was quite tired by the end of it all.  She would have
liked nothing more than to get a little relaxing in.


Apparently Bran read her mind. 
“Excuse me for just a moment,” he said, and made his way back to the kitchen. 
At least, Denny thought it was the kitchen.  She wasn't certain.


After he left, she took the chance
to sit down on the plush couch, sinking into it and savoring the sensation of
being off her feet.  Though this couch didn't look terribly comfortable, it
felt fantastic.  She gave a small sigh of relief, and closed her eyes.


“Here you are,” Bran suddenly said,
and Denny's eyes flew open.  She jumped a little on the couch as Bran loomed in
her vision, holding a small glass of some sort of milky beverage.


“Just a little eggnog to warm you
up,” he added, urging the glass into her hands.  Denny took it with relish; she
loved eggnog.  She smiled when she took a sip.  Alcohol.  Of course.  There
wasn't enough to even give her a buzz, but it would warm her fingers nicely.


Bran sat down next to her, sipping
his own beverage.  “So,” he said lightly, “I've been wondering all afternoon.”


“Wondering about what?”


He looked over at her, his eyes
sparkling mischievously.  “Whether you did what I asked you to do.”


Denny hid her own smile by taking a
sip of her drink.  “I suppose that's for me to know, and you to find out.”


“Oh, really now?” he purred and
inched closer to her, his thin thighs touching her own fat ones.  “Is that an
invitation?”


She set the glass down on an end
table.  “I think you know what it is.”


Bran needed no more urging.  He
leaned over her and set his own glass down, then set upon her.  He was like a ravenous
wolf; he kissed her hungrily, his tongue parting her lips and probing inside
her mouth as his hands grabbed and roamed.


He pulled away.  “I do think I feel
something underneath that shirt,” he grinned.


“I think you might be right,” Denny
said back without the grin.  She was breathless, and completely taken aback by
his aggression.  Not in a bad way though; far from it.  She loved it.  She
loved seeing a man so enthusiastic about her and her big, curvy body.


“I need to see this,” he growled
and then gripped her thin shirt around the bottom.  Then he whipped it upward,
pulling it off in one smooth motion.


Apparently what he saw made him
speechless.


“My God,” he finally murmured. 
Denny flushed hotly.  She simply wasn't used to a man being so stunned by her
body, but she savored ever last moment of it.  She and she alone was having
this effect on Bran, and she wanted to hold onto the feeling for as long as
possible.


“You are,” he finally breathed,
“gorgeous.  You truly are the most beautiful creature I've ever seen.”


“Oh, Bran...” Denny trailed off,
unsure of what to say.  All she knew was that Bran felt this way, that he
sincerely wanted her like no man had ever wanted her.


He smiled and leaned down, kissing
her deeply once more.  “I have a feeling you don't get that reaction very
often, but you should.  You are absolutely breathtaking.”


Denny felt a throb course through
her body, and she felt at that moment like everything Bran had said.  She felt
beautiful, gorgeous, and breathtaking.


He took her by the hand, gently
pulling and guiding her to her feet.  “Let's get to the bedroom,” he said
quietly, and Denny nodded.  She knew that he wanted to see all of her.


He was quick when they got to that
more private room, his hands once again roaming up and down her sides,
lingering over her generous breasts still contained by the corset, taking great
handfuls of her flesh.  He kissed her again, this time with even more passion
and longing that before.  Denny couldn't quite tell because he was wearing
jeans, but she was sure he was hard as a rock.


“So good,” he groaned into her lips
before pulling away.  “Let me see the rest of you, please.”


Denny as acquiesced.  She had to. 
She wanted nothing more than to please this man and let him have every last
inch of her.  She'd never been truly appreciated for who and what she was
before, and she wasn't going to lose that chance now.  Quickly, she unbuttoned
and unzipped her pants, and slowly, seductively, she pulled them down,
revealing the rest of her lacy, naughty red outfit underneath.


Bran's breath hitched in his throat
as he stared at her, seemingly taking in every last copious inch of her body. 
“Magnificent,” he finally said.


Denny laughed and swirled around
for him.


“Oh, God,” he moaned.  “Stop right
there,” he said when she turned around again, giving him a fantastic view of
her large ass.  “That is amazing.”


Unable to contain himself any
further, he approached her and wrapped his arms around her thick waist,
pressing his hard dick right up against her massive ass.  “I love this,” he
growled as he dipped his head, letting his hot breath wash over the back of her
neck and her ear.  “I want to fuck you like this, so I can see that big,
beautiful ass of yours.”


Denny gasped as she felt a sudden,
strong push on her rump and she fell forward onto the bed.  Bran was hurriedly
stripping his own clothing away; Denny could hear the rustling of fabric and
the harsh snick of a zipper being pulled down.  She glanced back at him, and
saw that he was once again nude.  Gloriously nude.  Her heart gave a flutter
and she felt a strong throb course through her body.  That man wanted her.


He grabbed her expansive,
creamy-skinned ass again and hooked his fingers under her underwear, giving the
panties a harsh tug.  Denny spread her legs as he pulled, willing the somewhat
constricting garment to be pulled down and it was, fully exposing her flesh
now.


Bran gave another guttural groan
and pressed himself up against her.  His rock hard cock slid smoothly between
her ass cheeks.  “On the bed,” he commanded, and Denny obeyed, clambering onto
the low mattress, her body jiggling and swaying.  She heard the quick snap of
rubber – a condom.


He mounted the bed, and then
mounted her, his arms wrapping around her thick waist and fondling her still
contained breasts.  They were so massive, they threatened to burst right out
the corset, but somehow the lingerie kept them contained.


His dick pressed against her ass, then
he slid it lower.  That hot, hard pole grazed against her thighs, then more
than grazed as he forced his way between her legs.  He drew his hands back,
parting the generous flesh there and easily finding her eager cunt, and then
adjusted his body, letting his fat head slide between the slick folds.


“Oh yes,” he groaned.  Denny could
feel him shiver and tense above it; he was using all his restraint to keep from
thrusting inside her right then and there.  He wanted to keep teasing both of
them for as long as possible.


Grabbing the shaft of his cock in
his hand, he slid his head up and down the entire length of her pussy, pressing
down on her clit whenever he made his way upwards.  It was Denny's turn to
shiver as she felt that familiar, lovely mounting pleasure rise within her. 
Bran was so good.  He was great.


But he couldn't tease forever.  Finally,
he gripped that cock of his and guided it downwards, towards her sweet, slick
hole.  Slowly he pushed, and he grunted, while Denny gave a slight whimper.  He
was so big, and she was so tight.


With a lewd pop, the head of his
cock pushed its way inside her.  Denny jolted forward, but Bran snaked out a
hand and grabbed her big ass, holding her fast.  “Don't move,” he hissed, and
then inch by inch he sunk the rest of that long pole inside her, until she was
impaled by him to the very hilt.


Denny whimpered and squirmed
against the bed, despite his command.  He was so big, so huge; he was spreading
her to her very limits.  As she squirmed, he smacked her generous ass, causing
the flesh to ripple and jiggle.  “I said, don't move!” he said more sharply.


The pain was like a drug
infiltrating Denny's mind.  The sharp sensation was overwhelmingly erotic to
her.  She gathered her wits about her enough to behave for him now, remaining
as still as she could, even with the pleasurable feeling of his dick filling her
up utterly and completely.


Slowly now, he began to thrust,
first drawing his dick all the way out, then slamming it back inside her.  That
feeling was exquisite – the feeling of being emptied and filled again and
again.  His cock invaded her over and over, and she clenched her cunt around
it, around him.  Her entire body was tense with longing.


Bran groaned at the sensation of
her cunt clenching around his huge cock, and that only spurred him into faster,
stronger thrusting.  Again and again he pounded down on her ass.  He was going
faster and faster now.  Soon, nothing would be able to stop him from receiving
his pleasure.


It happened more quickly than Denny
thought it would.  One moment he was pounding fast and hard, and the next, he
was screaming, his hands crabbing against her ass, taking up handfuls of flesh
as his pounding became more erratic.  “I'm going to come,” he shouted.  “I'm
going to come!”


With a roar, he emptied himself
inside her, shooting out spurt after spurt of milky come from the tip of his
twitching dick.  Denny buried her face in the sheets, her own hot breath
washing over her face as she basked in the throes of Bran's climax.  She loved
this.  She loved knowing she could make him come.


For many long moments, he hovered
over her, panting and gripping her ass tightly.  “Sorry,” he finally said.


“For what?” Denny laughed, still
breathing into the umber sheets.  “That was fantastic.”


“I wanted to last longer,” he said
in an almost sheepish tone.  “But you are just too goddamned sexy for you own
good.”


She laughed again, but that
laughter was tinted with a touch of surprise.  There was a part of her that was
still shocked that she could evoke such a reaction from a man.  She never would
have thought it was possible with this body of hers.


But Bran was here, above her, still
inside her, undeniable proof that she did have that power.  It felt good.


“Well,” he said.  “Shower?”


Denny nodded, and they made their
way into another naughty shower session.


*****


So the weeks melted by, with Denny
serving Bran in an official capacity during the week, and them serving each
other in a more intimate capacity after hours.  It was like a blissful dream to
her, though it wasn't without its hiccups.  Bran still treated her poorly in
front of the other women, for one.  But she at least knew why now.


Though she knew it was coming, she
still felt her heart stop for just a moment when her first pay check was
deposited into her bank account.  It was an insane, ridiculous amount of money,
more than she'd ever been paid for any job.


Not that she hadn't earned it. 
Bran ran her ragged, in more ways than one.


As much as she wanted to go out and
splurge the money, she knew she should be responsible, so the first thing she
did was pay down her credit card.  There was still a balance on it, but not
having such a large debt hanging over her head felt a relief.  After that, she
wrote out a check to her landlord.  She was behind on rent, but she'd promised
him that she would have to money to him within a week, and she was the kind of
woman who kept her word.


There was hardly anything leftover
after those two items, but it didn't matter.  Denny was finally going to be
able to dig herself out of this little financial mess she'd created.


Things were finally looking up.


*****


Of course, just when things were
going well was the time for life to throw a monkey wrench in the gears. 
Denny's monkey wrench came to her in the form of a collapsed ceiling in her
apartment.


It was strange.  It was surreal. 
One moment she was shoving her key into the lock on her flimsy door after a
long day of work, and the next she was staring at the utter wreckage of what
used to be her home.


It was a mess.  The entire ceiling
had caved in on her tiny studio apartment.  Apparently the tenants above had a
penchant for fish, but fish tanks were heavy.  So not only was it a mess, it
was a wet, dirty mess.  Dead fish littered the floor.  The stench of a sketchy
seafood restaurant filled her nostrils.


All she could for a long time was
just stand there and blink.  She had no idea what to do.


A scream spurred her into action. 
Apparently the tenant upstairs had just arrived home and found the huge hole in
his own apartment.


“My fish!” he shouted, and she saw
a head appear in the giant gaping hole that used to be her ceiling.


“It fell,” she said lamely,
pointing out the obvious.


“I know that!” the man replied,
glaring at her.  “What did you do?”


“Me?” Denny scoffed.  “I didn't do
anything!  And now all my stuff is ruined!”


“You must have broken the ceiling
somehow,” he said.  “I'm coming down there.”  As he pounded his way out of his
apartment, Denny felt a sudden flare of nervousness.  She certainly had done
anything to break his floor or ceiling but he certainly seemed to think she
had, and he was angry about it.


Thinking fast, she decided to not
wait for him, and made her way down to the landlord.  He lived in the first
floor apartment right by the lobby, and she only hoped that he was there.


She scurried her way down the steps
and then found his dirty, formerly white and now gray door, and knocked.


For a few minutes, she didn't hear
anything, and she nervously waited, hoping that other angry tenant wouldn't
track her down until she at least had a witness.  Her complex wasn't like
Bran's; there was no bored guard standing in this tiny cramped lobby that was
really little more than a foyer.


She hopped from foot to foot, and
contemplated going to the police.


Her head whipped over to the thin
door when she heard a grunt and the pounding of footsteps.  The landlord! 
She'd never been happier to see his surly, unshaven face.  He was a
stereotypical greasy Italian – not terribly fat, but not exactly thin either,
with thinning black hair that was tied back, and a stained wife beater on. 
Denny was very thankful to see that he was also wearing pants at the moment. 
It was slightly unusual for him.


“Waddaya want?” he grunted.  He
twisted a thick stub of a cigar in his meaty fingers, and a wash of smoke
poured over Denny.  The same smells that permeated the entire complex also
emanated from his room.


“My ceiling collapsed,” she said.


“Aw crap, not again.”  Frankie, she
suddenly remembered when he ducked out of view.  His name was Frankie.


Frankie came back with an ancient
looking flashlight, slapping it in his palm.  After a few hits, it flickered to
life.  “What room ya in again?”


“Five oh seven B,” Denny said. 
“The other tenant above me is around too.”  She didn't admit her fear of the
guy.  In retrospect, it seemed a little childish.


She followed Frankie up the dingy
stairs, the fluorescent lights flickering in a sickening way.  They were both
breathing heavily after five flights of stairs, and Frankie flicked his stub
right on the stained avocado green carpet.


Denny wanted to say something about
that nasty behavior of Frankie's, but more than anything she wanted to get out
of here.  This place wasn't for her.  She'd had never been and would never be
at Bran's level of luxury, but she wasn't like this either.


She needed to find a new place to
live, and soon.


Frankie found her door easily – it
was still open – and poked his flashlight in, surveying the mess.


“Damn,” he said.  “Worsen' last
time.”


“Last time?” Denny said
skeptically.


“Oh yeah.  This ceiling's caved in
a few times.”  He sniffed the air.  “Whatn' the hell?”


“Dead fish,” Denny pointed out, and
he swung his wholly unnecessary flashlight across the floor, giving a little
more illumination to the slick and shiny fish.


“Whelp,” he said.  “This is gonna
take a few days to fix.  Ya got renters insurance?”


“No,” Denny admitted.  “She hadn't
been able to afford it at the time, and now it was too late.  All of her meager
belongings were destroyed.  It was hard to believe, but she was even worse off
than before.  Now she had nothing, just a credit card with a slightly lower
balance.


She fought through her
despondence.  Of course that wasn't true.  She still had her job.  She had the
capability to make this all back and more.


Frankie laughed a deep, coughing
laugh.  “Whelp, you can't stay here, so you better gon' find a hotel room.”


“Are you going to pay for it?”
Denny asked, having a feeling that she already knew the answer.


He laughed again.  It really
sounded more like a cough than a laugh.  “Hell no.  I have no obbelgation to do
that.  Yer on yer own.”


“I thought as much,” she said darkly. 
“What about my things?”


He shrugged.  “Looks like you'll
hafta get new things.”


“Fine.”  With that said, she
whirled and stalked towards the stairs.  She had no intention of coming back
here, lease or no lease.  She was certain she had at least some rights here,
but she didn't know where to start.


She made for the door to the
building, and when the cold winter air hit her full in the face, she felt far
more deflated.  Here she was on a Friday night, with nowhere to go and nothing
but the clothes on her back and what was in her purse.  She sighed.


For one, she probably wouldn't be
able to make her little date with Bran tomorrow evening.  Not with this huge
mess in her hands.


As she made her way for the subway
station, not knowing where else to go, she whipped out her phone and dialed his
private number.  He answered immediately.


“Bran here.”


“Hey, Bran, it's Denny.  Look, I
don't think I'll be able to make it over tomorrow.”


“Why's that?”  He sounded audibly
disappointed.


“I'm having some issues here.  With
my apartment.”  Denny didn't know how much to say.  After all, this was her
problem, not Bran's.


“What sort of issues?”


“Well.  My ceiling collapsed.  I
may be a bit homeless for the next few days.”  There.  She'd gone and said it
all.  But she needed to talk to someone.


“Homeless?” Bran said sharply. 
“Nonsense.  Come over here.”


“Sir-”


“Don't 'sir' me.  I have a surprise
for you anyways.  Something I've been preparing for the last week or so.”


Denny's curiosity, despite her
immediate problems, was piqued.  “A surprise?”


She could almost hear him smiling
over the line.  “Just get over here.”


She didn't speak for a few
moments.  She debated refusing.  She was afraid that the surprise would involve
moving in with him or something equally ridiculous, and that wasn't anything
she was ready for.  Denny enjoyed her freedom, and despite all she'd done with
Bran, she didn't like the idea of moving quite that fast.


But she needed a place to stay, at
least for the night, so she finally said, “All right.  I'll be there in half
and hour.  Maybe a little longer.”  It was rush hour, after all.


In the end, it took her nearly an
hour to get to Bran's place, an hour of being stuffed in a dirty subway train
with far too many people.  She was hungry and despondent by the time she made
it there.


At least she had the key card.  At
least the door guard recognized her now and didn't question her when she made
her way into the opulent, expansive lobby.  This place was so different to
her.  Like another world.


She swiped Bran's card and stepped
into the elevator, her heart a nervous flutter, her mind a confused mess of
thoughts.


He was standing right there when
the smooth golden doors slid open, and big smile was on his face.


For a moment, Denny felt slightly
irritated.  She'd just told him that her ceiling collapsed, and she'd lost
everything she owned, and he was smiling.


But that irritation quickly
vanished when he stepped forward and gathered her in a hug.  “I'm sorry about
your apartment,” he said as they both stood in the elevator.  “But it's a good
thing, I swear to you.”


“How can it be good?” Denny mumbled
back.


“You'll see.”  Without breaking his
hug, he snaked a hand out and swiped a card in the elevator's slot.  The doors
slid shut, and it began to move.


Where were they going?  Denny had
no idea.


Just a few floors down, the bell
dinged quietly and the elevator opened once more.


“Where are we?” Denny asked,
looking at Bran for answers.


“You'll see,” he grinned.  This
floor was not all one apartment, so it opened up into a richly decorated hall. 
The carpet was plush and brand new, and underneath was the same ebony wood that
decorated Bran's floors.  There were delicate gold and crystal sconces on the
wall, giving the place a warm illumination.  In other words, this place was
nothing like her old apartment.  It was so much better, and she longed to move
here, but she knew she couldn't afford it.


Bran guided her down that beautiful
hallways, and touched her back, stopping her in front of one of the heavy ebony
wood doors.  He slid the card again, and the door clicked open.


“Here,” he said, pushing her
inside.


“What is this?  Where are we?”


“Well,” Bran said as he flicked on
the lights.  Denny nearly gasped at what she saw.  The place was a smaller
version of Bran's own penthouse suite, with the same modern, angular design and
the same earthy tones.  “I know you weren't staying in the best place, so I had
this arranged for you.”


“Arranged for me?” Denny said
dumbly, scarcely comprehending what was happening.


“I meant it to be a Christmas
present, but it seems you need it now.  Merry Christmas, my dear.”


Denny blinked.  This wasn't
happening.  This kind of stuff never happened to her.


Not before Bran came into her life,
at least.


“Really?” she asked.


“Definitely.”


She blinked again, and looked
around the apartment.  “It's all-”


“All yours.  I have more than
enough money.  I just want to see those close to me as well taken care of as I
am.”


She couldn't help herself.  Tears
now began to flood her eyes as every worry ad bit of stress flowed out of her. 
While she liked her independence, she also liked knowing that Bran could catch
her if she did fall, now.


“Thank you,” she said quietly, and
Bran only smiled and took her by the arm.


“Let's have a look at your new
place, and maybe break in the bed.”


They both laughed.


Denny had a feeling that the upcoming
new year would be a very good one indeed.
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