
	Graphic artist Quinn Wilde has no interest in love... until she meets dynamic actor Lance Martin and begins to doubt all she knows.

	 

	 

	Quinn Wilde, a young, independent graphic artist is not interested in love and is certain she has no need for it. When she meets dynamic actor Lance Martin, she wants to punch him in his face for being so handsome and sweethearted, and making her doubt everything she’s believed. Quinn resists falling in love with Lance, uncertain if it is the right thing to do or the greatest mistake of her life.
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Quinn stared up at the ceiling, resting on her back along the well-worn couch with her hands behind her head.

	It had been a good morning. She had sent the print campaign designs to her client last night and when she awoke, discovered they had been met with applause. Best of all, they had not requested any changes.

	And she had an appointment tomorrow with a potential new client. It felt like a sure thing, and it was an organization that paid well, too.

	Quinn smiled. Her small, freelance business was thriving. She was doing what she loved, doing it well, and making good money from it, even if it wasn’t reflected in her wardrobe or her lifestyle.

	The high it inspired, that feeling of success, excited her, warmed her, and with its rush she felt a delicious tingle below.

	Quinn breathed hard, her typically impassive expression becoming luminous with an airy and eager smile. She squirmed gently, the tingling spreading from her loins to the rest of her lithe body.

	There was nothing to stop her.

	She licked her lips, pulling her hands from behind her head. She groped her breast with one hand, her nipple erect against her black tee, and slipped the other into her gray terry shorts.

	“Mmmm...”

	She lowered her hand in her panties even further, thighs parting as she firmly groped her tingling vulva and humped against her palm. She dipped her finger inside herself, into her collecting wetness, and glided it teasingly up to her erect clitoris, stroking it, massaging it firmly, adding a second digit. Firmer, faster...

	Quinn panted, feverish and free. Her mind filled with gorgeous hunks. She liked prince types. Guys who looked good, but were not meatheads. They were always gallant. And they fucked passionately, like a stallion taking a mare.

	In real life, Quinn had yet to find that perfect combination of the two, of sweetheart and eager stud.

	She let out a breathy moan. She bucked, humped encouragingly against her busy fingers. Her feet pulled in, heels pushing into the cushions.

	So close...

	But, too soon, reality began to creep into her fantasies. There was no prince. They didn’t exist. Only men. And like anyone else, they were slobs, stupid and selfish and dumb as bricks.

	Quinn slowed, groaning more than moaning. It was there! She was losing it. She wanted to be held, gripped, pounded. She wanted to wrap her soft legs around a prince and pull him into her with his mighty thrusts. She shook with the notion.

	And then what? They would cuddle. She would have to hear about his dismal day, his petty problems. Office politics? All while enduring his odors!

	Quinn sighed. It was too far away now. She could chase after an orgasm, but she was uninspired and exhausted with her efforts.

	She just rested there, keeping her hand in her shorts a while longer, fingers slick at her labia. Each breath was especially loud in an apartment that contained only one body, the rest silence.

	Quinn lived alone and liked it that way. She didn’t have to deal with anyone. Ever. She could focus on her work, the goal in sight of being able to afford an office space of her own. She could eat when she wanted, watch what she wanted, pick up her guitar and play music whenever.

	She was obliged to no one, obligated to nothing, and she reaffirmed every day, multiple times, that it was what she wanted.

	Still...

	She exhaled, pulled her hand out of her shorts and sat up.

	Later, she would be ready. She was too alive with thoughts right now, but once she had relaxed some, and she was in a more dream-ready state, when reality was a fog growing more distant, she would gush, inviting her vibrator to the party and her dildo, that rubber fiend. She might even go for an all-night session!

	Quinn got up, grabbed her guitar from the stand in the bare corner and sat in the tatty armchair next to it. She pulled her legs under her, rested the guitar on her thigh, cradled it in her lap, adjusted her broad-framed glasses, and just played.

	The apartment was deluged in morning light. It was one substantial living space, with a partition hiding the too-small kitchen. She didn’t need much more. It wasn’t like she was hosting a banquet and dignitaries, or even her few friends.

	She had gotten the couch, armchair and coffee table from Furniture Mart, adding the end table that she used for her small television to shore up the total and get free delivery.

	In the other half of the main room, she had a large dining room table, half of which was covered with her papers, books, tools for drawing, and her laptop and peripherals. That was really where she lived.

	All over, there were scraps of paper and stray granola bar wrappers, and a few crumbs. She was fine with it. Who was going to judge her?

	A short corridor led to a pair of bedrooms. Her room had a queen-sized bed. A lavender sheet over the window created an alluring hue and made her collection of quartz sparkle and gleam on her dusty dresser. The other room had boxes of stuff.

	It all belonged to her. She shared with no one. She could trust that it would always be that way when she returned from whatever adventures she might have gone on.

	Quinn strummed her guitar, filling the apartment with some other noise than her solitary breathing, and already she felt better, until she was tired of it. She then set it aside, and for hours listened to music, checked her emails, involved herself in her news and Twitter feeds, and was perfectly content.

	As noon came and went, she considered food. She didn’t want to make anything, still in the lazy mood earned with the morning’s victory.

	Her phone lit up. She glanced over, pulling out her earbuds. It was thrumming over the wood table. She grabbed it and tapped at its screen.

	Quinn harrumphed. It was a text from her brother.

	Come over.

	She didn’t particularly want to see her brother today, or anyone else, and suspected he had some sneaky ulterior motive, but realized she was fine with it. It meant she had an excuse to pick up some fried rice for dinner.

	She texted back a single word, muttering it out loud. “Sure.”

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	It was well after four o’clock when Quinn got into her beat-up, white ‘90s sedan and drove from the apartment parking lot, next to a laundromat and an office supplies store, and headed west, to Apple City’s grand ring road, and from there east.

	She felt aloof, not in her body and not a part of the world. It had been too lazy a day, and she was still bothered that she had not finished what she started on the couch.

	She had put on a white tee with radical neon green and pink designs, black vest, denim shorts, and her worn red flats. She had combed her chin-length brown hair just enough so she didn’t look like a lunatic, though she could care less what her brother, Tracy, or his friend thought of her appearance.

	Tracy rented a small house on a quiet parcel of land along the old highway, not far from a one-lane town, the kind that only had a bar, maybe a gas station and definitely a grain elevator.

	Once the city was well behind her, and the world had gone from modern and verdant to dusky and plain, Quinn knew to start looking for the turn. She spotted the black mailbox and went down the slender strip of dirt. The pale blue, two-story house appeared, and she parked under its tree, as she always did.

	She sprang out of her car, stormed up the steps, pulled back the screen, and knocked on the door aggressively. Hardly a heartbeat passed before the door opened and her brother was smiling at her.

	“Quinn!” he cheered.

	She couldn’t be bothered to smile back.

	“Hey,” she greeted.

	Tracy was thirteen months older. They shared a body type and facial features, but, like their father, he had a severely receding hairline and eyes that crinkled charmingly when he smiled his wide, easy smile. He was an effervescent rascal to most. To her, he had always been sunny to the point of being obnoxious. He had on his one outfit, a black tee and beige slacks.

	Tracy opened the door for her and without another word she entered.

	The modest house was filled with the dim light of an overcast evening. An open window let in gusts of cool spring air.

	“Thanks for coming.” He shouted over her, “Chris, she’s here!”

	Chris was in the dining room. He was a round, jolly fellow with golden hair who always exuded warmth and cheer. He was also always overly flush. He wore a navy tee with the classic Star Wars logo on the front and large denim shorts.

	“Hi, Quinn!” He waved, smiled kindly.

	She waved back. She had nothing against him.

	Quinn passed the hand-built stairs that led to the second floor, went through the quaint den, and entered the dining room, with its sparkling overhead lights beaming down on a slender, rectangular table. On it, there was a laptop, a nightmare of wires, and expensive-looking microphones.

	She spat her incredulity. “What, are you guys working for the government?”

	“We’ve started doing a podcast,” Tracy said. “We’ve done four episodes already.”

	Quinn folded her arms against her chest, watching with saint-like patience as Tracy joined Chris in setting up the equipment.

	“And you want me to be, like, an advertiser or something?”

	Chris gave Tracy a look that read, I hadn’t thought of that.

	Tracy smirked and shook his head. “Nothing like that.”

	She let her arms drop and gaped at them. It was too stupid an idea!

	“You don’t think I’m going to let you record me?” she exclaimed.

	“It might be fun!” Tracy chided. “It’s called Sonic Cry. Tell her.”

	“It’s fun,” Chris insisted. “We ask people about the greatest, most significant moments of their lives. You know how we all have those moments that, when we talk about them, we can’t help but smile. You can hear it.”

	Quinn nodded. It did seem like a charming concept. A spider could also be cuddly. She still wanted to have nothing to do with either.

	“We already have more than five hundred listeners.”

	“What the fuck?!” Quinn exclaimed, truly shocked.

	Tracy chuckled. “When was the last time you were out of your apartment?”

	“I go out,” Quinn snapped. “And so what? I can get food delivered.”

	He gave her a look that read, Answer the question.

	She exhaled harshly. “Three days. Four?”

	Tracy gestured to the chair, and Quinn took it. Tracy and Chris sat opposite of her. They each had a microphone, a foam disc raised upward by so much black plastic.

	She was skeptical and felt pretty sure that it showed in her expression.

	“You could at least offer me a drink or a bowl of cherries.”

	“We don’t want you belching into the mic,” Tracy said.

	Quinn scoffed.

	Tracy leaned toward his microphone, slipping the headphones over his ears.

	“Mic check. One, two! One, two!”

	Chris nodded. “It’s picking you up.”

	“Ugh! Me and my squad! Nineteen ninety-eight, ya’ll!”

	“And we’re already going retro. Fabulous.”

	Quinn tried to stay calm, to not grind her teeth.

	Tracy, smirking, leaned back and looked across the table to their guest.

	“How are you doing so far?”

	Quinn glared. “I’m great.”

	“You should smile. This is radio.”

	Her glare intensified. He knew how much she hated being told to smile.

	Chris, pink from his efforts, looked up from the laptop.

	“Seriously, thank you for doing this,” he said.

	Quinn shrugged. “Hey.”

	She wanted to scream and run.

	Chris clapped his hands and rubbed them together.

	“I think we’re ready,” he announced.

	Tracy pulled himself closer to the microphone. He gestured for Quinn to do the same, and she grudgingly complied.

	Chris set a digit to his pursed lips. Everyone silenced. In the quiet, he struck a key on his laptop. He nodded.

	The show had started.

	“Hello!” Chris began. “You’re listening to Sonic Cry. I’m Chris Kavinsky.”

	“I’m Tracy Wilde.”

	“And we have a very special guest with us. Joining us today is Tracy’s sister, Quinn.”

	“Quinn Wilde!” Tracy cheered.

	“Knew your father, I did,” Quinn replied.

	“As you know,” Tracy said, “this is a podcast about stories. Those moments that make us smile to share them, and smile for having them shared with us.”

	“You should just do a podcast where you complain about movies,” Quinn snarked.

	“I thought about doing a movie podcast, but I checked the internet and there already was one,” Chris said. “So...”

	“Tough break,” Quinn said.

	“Little sister,” Tracy said, mock cordially.

	“Big brother?” Quinn chirped in kind.

	“Why don’t you tell us a bit about yourself?”

	Chris added, “Omitting those details that identity thieves would most enjoy hearing.”

	Quinn exhaled harshly, her hands clasped at her knees under the table.

	“I am a freelance graphic designer. Visit my website. I have a college degree, and the debt to prove it. I live in the city.” She thought. “That’s about it.”

	“Do you want to tell us about starting your business?”

	She shrugged. “I wanted to do it, so I did. I opened a bank account, and...that was really all I had to do. Tax documents...”

	Chris nodded, thinking.

	She wished she had some great revelation. It was just what she liked, to be left alone to create things.

	“Maybe do you have a love story?”

	“Whoa!” Tracy exclaimed. “Quinn does not believe in love.”

	“It’s true,” she said.

	“She thinks love is silly and stupid.”

	“I think you’re silly and your face is stupid.”

	“That is interesting, though,” Chris said.

	“Not really,” Quinn said. “I never cared about love. I never wanted it. I don’t need it. I don’t see the point in it. Fuck it.”

	Tracy and Chris fell silent. Tracy gave Chris a shrug.

	“Do you have any future plans you’d like to share?” Chris asked.

	Quinn hummed, pretending to give it serious thought.

	“Well,” she said. “After we’re done here, I’m going to pick up dinner and later I’m going to masturbate until my sheets are soaked.”

	Chris guffawed, and Tracy laughed.

	Quinn hoped that was insightful enough for their dumb podcast.

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	 

	Quinn took this day seriously.

	She set her alarm clock for nine and used the morning to get ready, to present the best possible version of herself. She showered, brushed her hair, cleaned her glasses, wore a nice short-sleeve white blouse and black pants, her nice black flats, and put on as little make-up as possible, because she hated it. Some powder and lipstick were enough. If the client wanted a glamour girl, then the job wasn’t for her, and that was that.

	She reviewed her portfolio, with its color samples and letter designs she created herself, and made sure she had at least ten business cards in there. Thinking about it, she went into the mostly unused second bedroom, found the box and grabbed ten more. She didn’t know how many people she was going to meet, and she wanted them all to know about her website.

	It was noon. Ready enough, she went downstairs to the parking lot, got into her junky white car that squeaked and rumbled, and headed for the ring road, aiming herself at Apple City’s historic downtown.

	Quinn felt confident in an aggressive, almost reckless, way. She was going to have this, or she wasn’t.

	She took the exit and drove through the quaint, upper-class neighborhood of centuries-old houses, arriving downtown, with its vintage-style storefronts, promenades, pavilions and courtyards admired by tourists year-round.

	Quinn parked along the gorgeous promenade and with her old tote at her side she started down the sidewalk, walking under billowy blossoming cherry trees.

	It was a perfect spring day, with a clear, pale blue sky and forceful gusts of brisk air, which she embraced.

	Across the busy street, dominating the block, was the official state theater, the proudly historic Vander Theater. It was an awe-inspiring sight, built in the nineteenth century. There had been few alterations, its managers boasted, except that it was also state-of-the-art and maximally cozy. It was the city’s most popular attraction.

	Quinn had never been inside before and had no interest in its shows.

	She continued ahead, to the end of the block, hosting the university’s extension campus and the theater’s production and business offices. She entered a shady courtyard and, following a narrow sidewalk under rows of charming birch trees, made it to the equally narrow brown-siding building that housed the Vander’s offices.

	Quinn went inside, down a fusty wood-panel hall with orange carpet and lined with old posters for past shows. She failed to completely hide her smirk. It was like she’d entered an old person’s home, filled with the sad mementos of better days.

	“I’ve traveled back in time!” she squeaked sarcastically.

	She rolled her eyes, reminding herself she was supposed to be a professional and to curb such remarks. She smoothed her nice blouse and took a breath.

	The hall was dark, the overhead lights off, illuminated only by sunlight beaming through the windows of the open offices. The building
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