
  
    [image: Masterson Unleashed]
  


  
    
      MASTERSON UNLEASHED

      Masterson Series Book Two

    

    
      
        LISA LANG BLAKENEY

      

    

    
      Writergirl Press

    

  


  
    
      
        
        LISA LANG BLAKENEY

        Love reading novels featuring hot alpha men who fall for smart women? Then join MY VIP MAILING LIST at http://LisaLangBlakeney.com/VIP and get a free book just for joining!

      

        

      
        Copyright © 2015 Lisa Lang Blakeney.

        All rights reserved.

        Published by: Writergirl Press

      

        

      
        FOLLOW ME

        Follow me on Facebook

        Join my Fan Group

        Follow me on Amazon

        Follow me on Bookbub

        Follow me on Instagram

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            License Note

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        This book is a work of fiction. Any similarity to real events, people, or places is entirely coincidental. All rights reserved. This book may not be reproduced or distributed in any format without the permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations used for review.

      

        

      
        The author acknowledges the trademarked status of products referred to in this book and acknowledges that trademarks have been used without permission.

      

        

      
        This book contains mature content, including graphic sex. Please do not continue reading if you are under the age of 18 or if this type of content is disturbing to you.

      

        

      
        NOTE: All characters in the book are 18+ years of age, non-blood related, and all sexual acts are consensual.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            What Readers Are Saying About Lisa

          

        

      

    

    
      “Lisa writes books that are intense. Explosive. Panty Melting. Raw. Exposed. Angst. Multifaceted."

      
        
        ★★★★★

      

      

      “Cover to cover, page by page every word was amazing.  This author is amazing and her work is even more amazing. She really can get all the details and words to sound great together."

      
        
        ★★★★★

      

      

      "As soon as I picked up book 1 I was addicted to this series. I couldn't wait for this one to come out!"

      
        
        ★★★★★

      

      

      "I definitely recommend this series to readers. It was the first of its kind that I have read, and I was not disappointed. 5 Stars!"

      
        
        ★★★★★

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        To Mommy

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Books By Lisa

      

      
        Introduction

      

    

    
      
        1. Roman

      

      
        2. Elizabeth

      

      
        3. Roman

      

      
        4. Elizabeth

      

      
        5. Elizabeth

      

      
        6. Roman

      

      
        7. Elizabeth

      

      
        8. Elizabeth

      

      
        9. Elizabeth

      

      
        10. Roman

      

      
        11. Elizabeth

      

      
        12. Elizabeth

      

      
        13. Roman

      

      
        14. Elizabeth

      

      
        15. Elizabeth

      

      
        16. Roman

      

      
        17. Elizabeth

      

      
        18. Elizabeth

      

      
        19. Roman

      

      
        20. Elizabeth

      

      
        21. Roman

      

      
        22. Ethan

      

      
        23. Roman

      

      
        24. Elizabeth

      

      
        25. Elizabeth

      

      
        26. Elizabeth

      

      
        27. Roman

      

      
        28. Elizabeth

      

      
        29. Elizabeth

      

    

    
      
        Masterson In Love

      

      
        Special Offer!

      

      
        Note From Lisa

      

      
        Acknowledgments

      

      
        Also From Lisa Lang Blakeney

      

      
        Where You Can Find Me

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Books By Lisa

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        **Discounted Book Bundles**

        Ultimate Masterson Book Bundle

        Ultimate King Brothers Book Bundle

        Ultimate Nighthawks Book Bundle

        Ultimate Alpha Book One Bundle

      

        

      
        The Masterson Series

        Devour this addictive series about the possessive bad boy, Roman Masterson, who falls hard and fast for the girl he’s promised his family to protect.

        Masterson

        Masterson Unleashed

        Masterson In Love

        Masterson Made

        Joseph Loves Juliette

      

        

      
        Masterson Next Generation Series

        The crazy hot fruit doesn’t fall far from the tree. Dive into this second generation of Masterson men!

        Knox - Knox & Gigi

        Bronx - Bronx & Karma

        Seven - Seven & Sasha

      

        

      
        The King Brothers Series

        Dive into this series of interconnected standalones featuring 3 alpha hot brothers and the women they lay claim to without apology.

        Claimed - Camden & Jade

        Indebted - Cutter & Sloan

        Broken - Stone & Tiny

        Promised - All King Brothers

      

        

      
        The Nighthawk Series

        Sexy & sweet sports romances set in the professional world of football. All standalones.

        Saint - Saint & Sabrina

        Wolf - Cooper & Ursula

        Diesel - Mason & Olivia

        Jett - Jett & Adrienne

        Rush - Rush & Mia

        Freak - Freak & Willow

        Brick - Brick & Kaya

        Dak - Dak & Katrina

      

        

      
        Valencia Ice Mafia Series

        Hot hockey romances set on the college campus of Valencia City University.

        Neo - Neo & Violet

        Shane - Shane & Kennedy

        Bass - Coming Soon

      

      

      
        
        The Club

        (Also known as Bleu Whiskey)

        Dark, age-gap, serialized romance set in the underbelly of Los Angeles.

        Patreon (early access)

        Kindle Vella

        Radish

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Introduction

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        I made a mistake and had a taste of something sweet, something forbidden, something highly addictive…Elizabeth. It's no secret that I'm greedy, and I want more. Now I just have to convince her pretty ass that she does too.

      

        

      
        Just as things begin to heat up between Elizabeth and Roman, she pulls away frightened of what it all means and goes off to pursue funding for her new business.

      

        

      
        Convincing people to make decisions that they wouldn't normally make is Roman's specialty. It's just that he's going to have to find other more creative ways to make this particular target bend to his will.

      

        

      
        Please note that this book was previously published under the title of Cousins Book Two.
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      “WHAT THE HELL is wrong with you?"

      I should notice Jade in the room, because she's basically standing directly in front of me with her legs shoulder width apart, both hands on her hips, and her miniature skull cocked to the side; but I'm so inside of my own head right now, it's almost as if she's a silhouette blending into the background with the rest of the furniture.

      I should also probably hear everything Jade is saying to me, because she's popping her usual wad of god-awful gum in her mouth while talking completely at me, but even her voice is like white noise to me right now.

      I don't hear shit.

      I'm sitting on the floor of my living room, methodically taking apart and reassembling my Beretta 92FS while separating and scarfing down yellow peanut M&Ms. If a stranger was a fly on the wall inside my apartment right now, he or she would probably be staring at me as if I was completely certifiable; basically how Jade is looking at me at this very minute.

      What I've never told her or anyone for that matter is that I was taught by a school counselor, who I was forced to meet with in the twelfth grade (by Joseph's request I suspect), that I needed to create rituals for myself in order to self soothe.

      In other words, to calm the fuck down.

      When my insides are dark and stormy, this is what I do. I either create a new ritual on the fly or fall back on one of my old standards, but whichever method I select, they always have to mean something to me. And only me.

      I was barely six years old when my mother woke me up on a weekday at five a.m. and announced that we were going to walk all the way from our house to Walmart (which was at least two miles away) and wait for them to open. She had purchased a vacuum cleaner from there that she wanted to return immediately, because the power cord would not automatically wind back inside its compartment, and she was livid. This is what it could be like living with my mother. She acted on every impulse, every whim, and every emotion. Many times at my expense.

      After the time it took to get there, we waited another two hours for Walmart to open that day, and then she told me to sit on the walkway in front of the store with the vacuum cleaner while she made a run to the bank. I didn't understand at my age that there were no banks open at seven a.m., at least not in our neighborhood, so I did as I was told and waited.

      It was cold that day and the longer I sat on the concrete, and the longer she was gone, the more anxious I became. I was shivering with my arms around a vacuum cleaner box as store employees pulled inside the parking lot to begin their workday. Most of them gave me inquisitive but brief glances as they continued their labored marches inside the building. Everyone except a cashier named Caroline. A round, robust woman with little to no hair on her head (my guess was due to chemo) but a huge smile, and she stopped to speak to me when no one else bothered to that day.

      "Why are you sitting out here all alone son?"

      "My mom's vacuum cleaner doesn't work."

      "Where is your momma?"

      "At the bank."

      "The bank? Which one?"

      "I don't know."

      "Hmmm … what's your name?"

      "Roman. What's yours?"

      "See my name tag? Can you read it?"

      "Yep. It says Caroleene."

      "That's Caroline."

      "That's what I said. Caroleene."

      She flashed me another one of her warm smiles.

      "Are you in school yet, Roman?"

      "Sometimes." I said not realizing what was very wrong with that answer.

      "You want to come inside with the vacuum cleaner and wait for your momma there, Roman? It's chilly out here, and you'll get hemorrhoids if you stay sittin' on that concrete."

      I liked the looks of Caroline. Even though she was missing a lot of hair, she still looked kind and fluffy like someone's grandma should look. But I could hear my mother's voice in my head, warning me to avoid all strangers, especially kind ones. My mom didn't trust many people and even when I really wanted to, I didn't either.

      "I'll wait for my mommy out here."

      "Fair enough, but here's a little something while you wait. Free of charge."

      Caroline smiled when she handed me a small unopened bag of M&Ms. It was the first time I had candy since I could remember, and even though I had been warned about accepting food, gifts, or kindness from strangers, I made an exception that morning.

      "It's my only guilty pleasure. I have plenty more at home unfortunately. You take these," she offered.

      "Thank you." I said as I ripped the bag open almost immediately. Not realizing how hungry I was.

      "What good manners, and you're welcome darlin'. But listen, Roman, make sure to eat each one of those candies one by one and very slowly. It will help pass the time until your mom gets back. Okay?"

      "Okay."

      "You promise?"

      "I promise."

      Time passed longer than I ever anticipated that day and now that I'm older and wiser, it's obvious that sweet, old Miss Caroline figured that it was going to be a long morning for me. It was the first time that my mother had ever left me somewhere and then completely forgot about me. She usually came back within at least an hour.

      This time she didn't.

      I was still sitting outside Walmart three hours later, when the tears started to roll down my face and the realization hit me that my mother wasn't coming back for me. I knew then that I had a decision to make. Should I try and look for my mother? Should I try and make my way back home? Or should I go inside and ask that sweet old woman for help?

      I ate the last of my M&Ms while I thought things through and was able to arrive at my first of many future big boy decisions. I was going to figure out my way back home, with the vacuum cleaner in tow, and hoped that my mother would remember her way back home too.

      Almost five hours later she did.

      

      I'm lining up the peanut version of my favorite candy side by side on my smoked glass coffee table, then eating only the yellow ones. Eating M&Ms to calm myself down is one of my go to rituals thanks to the kind woman I met many years ago. Making it yellow M&Ms is something I'm doing on the fly. Something that reminds me of the very person that has my insides all twisted in knots. Yellow is Elizabeth's favorite color.

      And she's all I can think about.

      Her mouth.

      Her breasts.

      Her laugh.

      That spectacular ass.

      I don't especially like that images of her are creeping around inside of my head, consuming my thoughts, but the fact remains that I brought all this shit on myself once I put my hands and mouth on her and especially my damn dick inside of her. I have no one to blame but my fucking self.

      It's like a switch has been flipped on inside of me that I couldn't power off even if I wanted to. What I think I hate most about how I'm feeling is that it's all so new and foreign to me. This desire to always know where she's at, what she's doing, and how she's feeling is actually a big pain in my ass. That shit is for weak pussies. Not for men like me.

      My old school counselor would probably say I'm having an issue, because I don't know how to interpret and control unfamiliar emotional responses or some such nonsensical shit. She was right about one thing though. I do like control. I definitely like knowing exactly what I'm dealing with at all times. I don't like surprises, and I don't like chaos. And while I'm sure it's no big deal in many circles that I have hooked up with a family member who is only my cousin by marriage, in my world it's a big fucking deal.

      It's messy.

      None of my friends or family would ever understand this. In our world, she's still very much family. They'd probably come up with many creative names for what I am: perverted, distorted, warped, depraved, pathetic. I know this because I would probably think the same thing.

      Problem is right now … I just don't give a fuck.

      And the only reason why I've been holding back as much as I have with Elizabeth is because I know that she definitely does give a fuck.

      I've swallowed four Extra-Strength Excedrin and drank at least three highballs of Jack Daniels over the last hour, but my head is still fucking pounding and my gut is still wickedly churning. Probably because over the last twenty-four hours the same questions have been running through my head, gnawing at me.

      What is Elizabeth doing? Who is she talking to? Why hasn't she returned my texts or calls? Is she okay? Has that prick Ethan slick-talked himself in between her legs right now? Does Joseph have enough pull to be able to bail my ass out if I kill a motherfucker in the Bahamas?

      I'm checking and cleaning the slide and barrel of my gun for the third time now, because it's one of my rituals, and also because I really want to figure out a seriously creative way to transport an unregistered gun across international waters and into Paradise Island.

      I'm not fucking playing.

      It's a good thing federal laws are in place to prevent me from actually acting on it. Of course no law will stop me from breaking Ethan's jaw. I am already pissed that Elizabeth left the country without even as much as a good-bye to me, but now that Jade told me that Elizabeth's ex-boyfriend could possibly be in the exact same place, I've moved into I want to kick someone's ass mode. I want to break some shit the fuck up.

      I just have to be very careful about how I approach this. No one can know just how twisted up I am. I'm going to have to rein my crazy in, or it's going to look like I'm going ape-shit over my cousin, which I am, but that's besides the point.

      "Earth to Roman." Jade speaks to me with the tone of a perturbed elementary school teacher as she taps me on the forehead. "I asked what the hell is wrong with you?"

      "Why are you still here, Jade?" For a minute I forgot she was even in my house.

      "I literally just told you that your cousin who's over a thousand miles away may be in some trouble. I've watched you zone out on me, play with your gun, and eat more yellow M&Ms than any one person should be allowed to over the last few minutes. What gives? You should be going all bad ass right about now. Calling in the troops. Making shit happen."

      "All I said was research her ex for me. I never said that she was in any trouble."

      Jade looks at me incredulously. I can't even blame her. I sound like a complete liar.

      "Are you freaking kidding me? You didn't have to say it. It's a given that if we're looking into someone that they may be a problem. And all I just said to you was that the Ethan kid may be in the Bahamas, and now you look like you want to kill somebody. I mean look at you. What don't I know? Why did you trash your apartment, and why are you acting like a complete nut-ball right now?"

      "I didn't want–" I stop myself from saying the words.

      "You didn't what?"

      I grunt and shake my head no, so that Jade will shut the fuck up, but she isn't the type to take a hint. She's like a tiny little Chihuahua that latches on and doesn't let go until she gets what she came for. Blood.

      "I don't know."

      "I've known you a long time, Roman, and I've never seen you like this. So agitated. So indecisive. You do realize that there's no room in your world for whatever this is that you're going through? There are no days off for you."

      "I know that Jade,” I say with tension in my voice. I'm ten seconds away from pinging a yellow M&M at her annoying little head. They're both about the same size.

      "I'm not indecisive about shit, Jade. Elizabeth's a big girl. If she decides to hook back up with her ex in the Bahamas then that's her business. She'll call home if there's any trouble."

      Jade gives me a lengthy sidelong glance.

      "Is that what this is about? You're mad that she may be hooking back up with the ex?"

      I turn my head and glare hard at Jade. I already know that she knows about my unhealthy attraction towards Elizabeth, because of how I was acting at the club, but saying that shit out loud is a whole other matter.

      "Don't give me the stink eye, boss man. I get it. I had a crush on one of my cousins when I was in high school and had no problem letting the whole entire family know about it either. I used to follow him all over the house during family dinners like a little puppy dog, but being attracted to your cousin is just like having the hots for your best friend's boyfriend. It's completely fine and totally normal as long as you don't act on it; and you haven't acted on it right?"

      I don't answer Jade, because I know that she means that as a rhetorical question. One that she wouldn't like the honest answer to. She takes my silence and my blank face to mean that I haven't crossed any lines yet and continues on with her spiel.

      "I don't see how you can just sit here playing with guns and scarfing down candy knowing that her douchebag ex may be knocking on her hotel room door right this minute. You asked me to look into him and I did. I know he has some drug issues, and Elizabeth doesn't seem the type to tolerate someone like that. So why aren't you doing anything about it? Imagine Joseph's reaction if something does happen to her, while you sit here paralyzed with some sort of misplaced guilt. What a fixer."

      Okay now her sarcastic ass is fucking pushing it.

      "Watch it, Jade." I growl.

      "Do you want me to book your ticket to the island or not?"

      Of course I do.

      That little fucker is there.

      I can feel it.

      Once Jade said the words, I knew right then and there that it was true. And if he's there, he could only be there for Elizabeth. There's no fucking way it's a coincidence. I know sneaky, lying drug addicts. I grew up with and around a shit load of them, and he is definitely one. He just goes to fancier schools and dresses better.

      I lock the magazine clip of my gun into the receiver for the final time, lay my piece down on the table with a quiet thump, and swallow my last yellow M&M. I'm the hell done with self-soothing. I work better with an edge to me any fucking way.

      "Book me a one-way ticket to Nassau and a room at the Atlantis."

      I practically roll my eyes at the smirk that spreads across Jade's face. She loves it when she wins.

      "How do you know she's staying there?"

      "Juliette mentioned it."

      "So you want one of the penthouse suites?"

      I usually get the best that my money can buy when I travel, but not this time.

      "No. Find out what tower she's staying in and book me the best room they have on her floor. It has to be on the same floor."

      "What about Joseph and the Kings?"

      "It's none of their business."

      "You are working cases right now Roman. You've got the clubs too. You're going to have to say something to them."

      She's right as usual. That's why I have Jade around. She gives me shit, and drives me crazy, but she keeps me on point. She knows my business is everything to me. It's all I really have that matters.

      "Joseph and Juliette know that she's in the Bahamas on business, so there's no point in telling them anything different. I'll have Cutter cover the clubs and Camden can work the DUI job. Just tell Cam and Cutter the truth. Tell them that Elizabeth may be in some trouble, and that I have to go out of town to handle it. Play it down though. No red alerts. No telling the old man that I went there. You feel me?"

      Jade nods with satisfaction. "I'm glad you've finally come to your senses. While I know that it's possible that Elizabeth may be sitting on a beach, catching a tan, and reading a novel, there's also the small chance that this Ethan guy is up to something. Once upon a time you helped me out of a messed up situation that nobody gave a shit about, and I just think that someone should have Elizabeth's back too."

      "Understood."

      "What about killer over there?"

      Jade points over to the corner at Mr. Tibbs. Jade is not a dog person. Usually I have someone house sit him if I travel, but this is too last minute. Plus I like giving Jade shit sometimes.

      It completes me.

      "Raw chicken backs and turkey necks are portioned in Ziploc bags in the freezer. Feed him twice a day. No treats. He also gets three walks a day. And clean this place up and water my plant while you're at it. Juliette gave it to me."

      "I'm not touching any raw chicken backs or turkey necks! I swear that damn dog is going to starve."

      I walk away grinning like a Cheshire cat as I hear Jade's cries of protest behind me. It's a pleasure to piss her off as I head to my bedroom to pack, and go see about kicking some ass in order to bring my cousin home where she belongs.
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      ALL I HEAR ARE PIERCING squeals of joy.

      Rolling laughter.

      Playful shrieking.

      These are all sounds that are probably delightful to a mother's ears, but are like nails across a chalkboard to my delicate, twenty-three year old ones. But that's okay, because if you told me last week that I'd be snacking on the freshest shrimp cocktail of my life while watching families of four sliding down a massive water slide into a crystal blue manmade lagoon, I would have never believed it.

      The only place my family has ever vacationed is Disney World, and that was a big damn deal. My parents would save up all year, and we'd go with my mom's best friend Miss Janet and her two monsters (I mean kids) and end up lost, hot, and exhausted most days. No squealing. No shrieking. Minimal laughter. As my parents often complained, "Disney World was a week of work and not a true vacation."

      They were right; it probably was work for them, not to mention disappointing for me, because they'd never buy me a new Disney Princess dress as a souvenir. Just a pair of Minnie Mouse ears. And how many pairs of those does a girl need?

      But this right here, this whole Bahamas thing is what I've always imagined vacations were supposed to be. Relaxing. Fun. Lush. Serene. Good food. Fruity drinks. Surrounded by beautiful people.

      It probably helps that Mr. Lambert and his team have treated me extremely well, especially for someone only here to give them a fifteen minute pitch. They flew me non-stop for three hours in business class to Nassau, Bahamas, then I was picked up by a car service and taken to the hotel, where I was checked in immediately to the most beautiful room with an ocean view.

      The only thing I'm not really happy about is that I'm literally two minutes away from Florida, but my cell phone service is spotty at best. It's almost like I'm in some sort of third world country with no cell phone towers, when it's obvious I'm not. While beautiful in places, the Bahamas is definitely not some untouched island. It's actually like one huge city with a few pretty beaches.

      So if I wanted to, I could cross the street and order a six piece Chicken Mcnugget and fries; and in my opinion if there is a damn McDonald's nearby then there certainly needs to be reliable cell phone service. When I get home I'm going to have to have a long talk with my phone carrier.

      Luckily for me, I'm only here for a day or so, so being out of touch is not such a big deal. I've already called my Aunt Juliette and my mom from my room to let them know that I've arrived safely, and that I have an amazing view. Of course Juliette offered to upgrade my room to an Azure or Sapphire Suite, which I politely declined. My deluxe oceanfront view is fantastic already. Anything more would be overkill.

      My two calls back home will be charged to my final bill, which I can cover at checkout with a credit card, but I need to cut myself off there. No more international calls. No more frivolous spending unless I nail this pitch and get a definite yes. I would have liked to talk to Sloan for a second though, because she is totally responsible for setting this meeting up, but I know that she'll understand if I just connect with her when I touch back down in Philly.

      I also thought about sending Roman an email to let him know where I was going (actually I thought about it like fifty-five hundred times), but I'm pretty sure that Juliette and Joseph filled him in on my trip. And after I practically ran away from his apartment like I had been set on fire, I'm sure he's quite annoyed with me or even worse– pissed with me. Actually I'm a bit peeved with myself. There's no excuse for my behavior. I'm sending him some seriously mixed signals and driving myself bonkers in the process.

      When I was over his penthouse the other day, I let Roman do things to me that I've only heard Sloan talk about or read in smutty books, and while I loved every minute of it, I was extremely embarrassed afterwards. I just can't wrap my head around it. Why I acted like I did. I never tried to stop him once or even tried to stop myself. What's wrong with me?

      The minute I hear the bass in his voice, I immediately become wet like a faucet and proceed to pop my legs open for easy access. And the orgasms? Geez Louise. I thought I was going to pass out from the intense contractions and spasms my poor uterus and vagina had to weather. Okay maybe the use of the word poor is not exactly accurate. I think my lady parts liked every frackin' minute of it.

      This attraction Roman and I have for each other is almost cruel though. As soon as he started telling me what he was going to do, my body responded in turn. The way my body almost sings when he strokes every part of me, it's like my body desperately needs him. In fact I do believe that my body is starting to crave more of his touch everyday. Hell, my body is missing him right the frack now. But of course the cruel part of all of this is why him? Why couldn't it be anybody else but Roman Masterson … my cousin?

      If our families were to ever find out what's been going on between the two of us, I shudder to think of the harsh words that would inevitably pass between my father's lips to my aunt and her husband. He already despises Joseph for some ridiculous reason that I don't even being to understand; so this thing between Roman and I would just be the kindling he needs to start an all out forest fire. And that's the last thing I want. I don't want to be the cause of any sort of family civil war.

      Especially when I know better.

      Especially because I know this is wrong.

      I just need to grow the hell up and stop spreading my legs for every sexy thing he says in my ear, and for every kiss he barely gives me right at the corner of my lips, and for all the times he's stared at me like I was the only woman breathing on the planet.

      Damn.
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        * * *

      

      After filling my belly with the rest of my shrimp cocktail and a frosted glass of fruit punch, I head back to my room in order to shower and change. Mr. Lambert breaks for forty-five minutes between his two panels, and I only have an hour before that happens. I've been told that I'll have his full attention in the Poseidon meeting room during the first fifteen minutes of that break. My mouth is a little dry and my nerves a bit frayed in anticipation, but all in all, I think that I'm as ready as I'll ever be to deliver my pitch.

      I went over my presentation with a fine-tooth comb during the plane ride, and that's why I purposely turned off my computer when I landed. I didn't want to burn myself out or change anything at the last minute in a moment of anxiety or fear. I need to trust that I know what I'm doing, and that I know what I'm talking about, and that these men will have the foresight to see the tremendous potential of my app.

      A short ding signaling that I have a text comes in from Mr. Lambert's assistant Daniella finalizing the time that I should come down to the conference room.

      Daniella: Please be at the Poseidon room at 3:15 sharp Miss Hill. Mr. Lambert and the rest of the group will be assembled and waiting.

      Me: Thank you. I'll be there.

      A small knot forms in my chest.

      I'm definitely nervous.

      No matter how much I try to psyche myself out of becoming a stressed out mess, it's inevitable; I'm a hormonal wreck. I do the math in my head and figure out that my period is coming on soon. On top of everything else, that may be adding to my crazy.

      I strip myself bare and stare at myself in the mirror. My hair is wind blown and my skin sun kissed from sitting by the lagoon all morning. Not bad. All totally fixable. I stare further down and notice a small mole has popped up in between my breasts. It's new. I wonder what it would cost to get it removed. I gaze even lower and wonder for the hundredth time if I should get a Brazilian wax. A couple of girls from my old job at The Tavern used to rave about them.

      "You'll be smooth as a baby's bottom, Elizabeth. Your man will love it." They'd say.

      Little did they realize that the term smooth as a baby's bottom turned me completely off from the whole thing. I didn't want to sleep with a man who wanted a woman's snatch to be as smooth as a prepubescent girl's. Of course I've occasionally had second thoughts about this every time I take a good look at my private parts. Vaginas aren't necessarily pretty in my opinion, especially mine, because it's totally covered with a lot of wiry and unruly hair just like the top of my head.

      After shutting down all my negative thoughts and giving my body a more positive final once over, I'm ready to get showered and dressed.

      You're not sleeping with any of these men Elizabeth.

      You're pitching an app that could basically sell itself.

      You've got this.

      Yellow is my lucky color. I've loved it since way back, probably influenced by the many spring days I spent collecting buttercups and dandelions in my backyard as a kid. But I learned that it was good luck for sure when I wore my lucky yellow shirt on Black and Gold Day in middle school.

      It was that day the Gold team (which I was on) finally kicked the Black team's butt in flag football, when it had been the Black team that had won the title for the last four years. It was also the same day that the nicest boy in seventh grade, Matt Kellum, noticed that I was alive and breathing. I fell while running with the flag, and when he helped me up he told me "Good job Hill". It was one of my fondest memories of middle school. I didn't even realize that he knew my name … or that I even existed.

      So I'm waffling between wearing a navy blue power suit with a pale yellow tank underneath the jacket, or wearing a dark gray pencil skirt with a scoop neck lemon yellow blouse. The suit means business. The skirt accentuates the shape of my wide hips. Something men seem to like on me no matter how much I vehemently disagree.

      I was meeting with a room full of men.

      Some of them really close to my age.

      The skirt wins.

      Turns out that I made the right decision, because I'm sitting around an oblong conference table full of men. Most of whom are under forty years old. I recognize immediately the guy that Sloan is connected to, because while we were never formally introduced, I've seen pictures of him in several of Sloan's Instagram selfies.

      Due to nerves, I'm tempted to twirl around in the plush, ergonomic chair I'm sitting in, but think better of it once Mr. Lambert enters the room.

      "It's a pleasure, Miss Hill."

      Mr. Lambert extends his hand to shake mine. I stand up to do the same knowing that a few eyeballs in the room have instantly landed on
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